





SRINAGAR 

LIBRARY 



Ciass No. 

Book No. _ 

Accession No. 




















BRET HARTE’S WORKS 


nRET HARI ES COLLECTED WORKS. ReviUd by ibe Aulhor. LIBRARY 
EDI 1 ION. in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. e.ich. 

Vol. I. CoMfLfcTE Poetical and Dkamatic Works. With Sieel-pl.ne 
Poriiait. 

„ n. The Lcck of Roaring CAMr^BoKEMiAK Parfhs—American 
Lecenus. 

•, in. Tales or the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches. 
ft IV. Gauribl Conroy. 

,f V. Stories—C osuEssEO Novels, &c. 

II VI. Tales of.the Pacific Slolr, 

M VII. Tai.es or THE Pacific Slope —II. Wiih Porlraii by John 
P fcTTIB, R.A. 

„ VIII. Tales of the Pi.sb and the Cypress. 

M IX. Buckeye and Ckapparei. 

X. Tales of Trail and Town. 


BRET HARTE*o CHOICE WORKS, in Pro^« and Verse. Wiih Portrait of the 
Author, and 40 Illiistraiions. Cro.^n 8vo, cloih, 39. M. 

BR£l H.ARTES POETICAL WORKS. Priiited oa hand*niadt Paper. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 4s. 6d. 

SOME LATER VERSES. Crown 8>o, linen gih, 5$. 


Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 3L 6d. each: post 6vo, picture boards. each 
GABRIEL CONROY. 

A WAlt OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stan LBV L. Wood. 

WARD 01 THE GOLDEN GATE. NViih 39 IMu^iraiions by STA.NLbv L. Wood. 


Crown 8vO| cloth extra, 5s. 6d. each. 

A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, ^i:c. Wiih 2 llluNir.ttions by Mumk Nisort. 

COLONEL STARUOITLES CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With 
a Frontispiece 

SUSY; A Novel. With FrontUpicce and Vignette by J. A. Cmmistib. 

SALLY DOWS, Ac. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. Alstoko and others. 

A PROTEGEE OY JACK HAMLIN'S, Ac. With a6 llluiirations by W, S^iALtand 
others. 

THE BELI.^'RINGER OF ANGEL'S, Ac. With 30 Illiistrationsby Dudlbv Hardy 
and oihero. 

CLARENCE: A Story of the American War. With 8 lllu^tralions by A. JuLE 
Goodman. 

BARKER'S LUCK, Ac. With 39 llliistmtions by A. Forestier, Paul Haidy, Ac. 

DEVIL'S FORD, Ac Wiih a Frontispiece by W, H. Ovkkend. 

THE CRUSADE OY THE **EXCELSIOR.** With a Frontispiece by J. Bernard 
Parts id<;b. 

IHREE PARTNERS; or, llie Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustrations 
by J. CuLiCM. 

TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN. With Frontispiece by O. IV J ACOMii*Iloon. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3^. c.'ich. 

AN HEIRESS OF RED DOC, Ac. | THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, Ac. 

CALIFORNIAN STORIES. 

1 - 

Post 8vo, illustrsted boards, 9%. each; cloth, as. 6d. each. 

FLIP- I MARUJA. I A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAS, 


Lokoonj CHA'ITO & WINDUS, tti St. Martin’s Lank, W.C 



a fr II 




s 






^ A P 


0 


Or 

Co 


SRINAGAR 

library 


C/ass /Vo. _ 

® fiooA /Vo._ 

I ^cce5s/on No. 


65 ' 


S 






THE COMPLETE WORKS 


OP 

BRET HARTE. 


VOL V. 






^^P c 


e«5 


<<' 

SRINAGAR ^ 

library 


C/3SS No. 
Book No. 


Accession No. 


THE COMPLETE WORKS 


01 

BRET HARTE 


COLLECrhO AND HLi'E^LD l>) 


JJji: AVlitOR 



VOL V. 

STORIES AND CONDENSED NOVELS 


LONDON 

CHATTO & WINDUS 

1900 


by Ballantv.ne^ HA:tSOS d- ca 
At the UaJUntyne Vtt%» 



CONTENTS. 


STORIES. 

rACt 

THE STORY OF A MINK. 3 

THANKFUL BLOSSOM ; A ROMANCE OF THE JERSEYS I2S 

THE TWINS OF TABLE MOUNTAIN >92 

JEFF BRIOGS’S LOVE STORY ... ... 252 


CONDENSED NOVELS. 


MUCK.A-MUCK : A MODERN INDIAN NOVEL -339 

SELINA .. 347 

THE NINETY-NINE .. 35 ^ 

MISS MIX. 3^4 

UR. MIDSHIPMAN BREEZY : A NAVAL OFFICER . 375 


CUV HEAVVSTONE J OR, “ ENTIRE : ” A MUSCULAR NOVEL . 385 

JOHN JENKINS; OR, THE SMOKER REFORMED . -393 

FANTINE. AFTER THE FRENCH OF VICTOR HUGO -399 

“LA FEMME.” An ER THE FRENCH OF M. MICHELET • 4^5 




vni 


Contents. 


THE DWEI TER OF THE THRESHOEn . 


N N : IJEJNO A NrAKL IN THK 1 Rl NCM rARAORAMllC STYLE 


NO TITLE . - . . - 

HANDSOME IS AS HANDSOME DOES 


LO l HA^^ 


OR, THE ADVENTURES OF A 


YOUNG GENTI 1 MAN IN 


SEARCH OF A REI IGION 


PACE 

410 

416 

421 

430 

441 


THE HAUNTKJ) MAN : A CHRISTMAS STOkV ... 

THE IIOoni.rM UAND ; OR. THE ROY CHIRP, THE INFANT 

POLITICIAN, AND THE PIRATE PRODIGY .... 461 



STOi^rPS. 










Cfje Storj) of a ^ine. 


CHAPTER I. 

WHO SOUGHT IT. 

It was a steep trail leading over tlje Monterey Coast 
Range. Concho was very tired, Concho was very dusty, 
Concho was very much disgusted. To Concho’s mind 
lliere was but one relief for tljese insurmountable diffi¬ 
culties, and tliat lay in a leathern bottle slung over the 
machillas of his saddle. Concho raised the bottle to his 
lips, took a long draught, made a ury face, and ejaculated— 

“ Carajo I ” 

It appeared that the bottle did not contain agitardienlt, 
but had lately been filled in a tavern near Tres Pinos by an 
Irishman who sold bad American whisky under that 
pleasing Castilian title. Nevertheless Concho had already 
nearly emptied the bottle, and it fell back against the saddle 
as yellow and flaccid as his own cheeks. Tlius reinforced, 
Concho turned to look at the valley behind him, from which 
he had climbed since noon. It was a sterile waste bordered 
here and lliere by arable fringes and valdns of meadow land, 
but in the main dusty, dry, and forbidding. His eye rested 
for a moment on a low white cloud-line on the eastern 
horizon, but so mocking and unsubstantial that it seemed 
to come and go as he gazed. Concho struck his forehead 
and winked his hot eyelids. Was it the Sierras or the 
cursed American whisky? 
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The Story of a Uline. 

A-^ain he recommenced the ascent. At times the half- 
worn, half-visible trail became utterly lost in the bare black 
out crop of the ridge, but his sagacious mule soon found it 
again, until, step[)ing upon a loose boulder, she slipped and 
fell. In vain Concho tried to lift her from out the ruin of 
camp kettles, prospecting pans and picks; she remaineil 
quietly recumbent, occasionally raising her head as if to 
contemplatively glance over the arid plain below. Then 
he had recourse to useless blows. Then he essayed pro¬ 
fanity of a secular kind, svich as “Assassin,” “Thief,” 
“ Beast with a pig’s head,” “ Food for the bull’s horns,” 
but with no effect 

Then he had recourse to the curse ecclesiastic— 

“Ah, Judas Iscariot! is it thus, renegade and traitor, 
thou leavest me, thy master, a leagiie from camp, and supper 
waiting? Stealer of the Sacrament, get up I” 

Still no cfTecl. Concho began to feel uneasy; never before 
had a mule of pious lineage failed to respond to this kind 
of exhortation. He made one more desperate attempt— 

“Ah, defiler of the altar! lie not there! Look I” lie 
threw his hand into the air, extending the fingers suddenly. 
“ Behold, fiend I I exorcise thee ! I la! tremblcst ! Look 
but a little now—see ! Apostate ! I—I—excommunicate 
thee—Mula ! ” 

“What arc you kicking up such a devil of a row down 
there for?” said a gruff voice from the rocks above. 

Concho shuddered. Could it be that the devil was really 
going to fly away with his mule? He dared not look up. 

“ Come now,” continued the voice, “ you just let up on 
tiiat mule, you d—d oUl Greaser. Don’t you see she’s 
slipped her shoulder?” 

Alarmed as Concho was at the information, he could not 
help feeling to a certain extent relieved. She was lamed, 
but had not lost her standing as a good Catholic. 
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The Story of a Mine. 

He ventured to lift his eyes. A stranger—an Ai/urinvia 
from his dress and accent—was descending the rocks 
toward him. He was a slight-built man with a dark, smooili 
face, that would have been quite commonplace and inex¬ 
pressive but for his left eye, in wiiicli all that was villanous 
in him apparently centred. Shut lliat eye, and you had 
the features and expression of an ordinary man; cover up 
tiiose features, and the eye shone out like Eblis’ own. 
Nature liad apparently observed this'too, and liad, by a 
paralysis of the nerve, ironically dropped the corner of the 
upper lid over it like a curtain, laughed at her handiwork, 
and turned him loose to prey upon a credulous world. 

“ What arc you doing here?” said the stranger after he 
had assisted Concho in bringing the mule to her feet, and 
a helpless halt. 

“ Prospecting, Sehor.” 

The stranger turned his respectable right eye toward 
Concho, while his left lookeil unutterable scorn and wicked¬ 
ness over the landscape. 

“Prospecting, what for ? ” 

“Gold and silver, Senor j yet for silver most.” 

“ Alone?” 

“ Of us there arc four.” 

Tiie stranger looked around. 

“ In camp—a league beyond,” explained the Mexican. 

“ Found anytliing?” 

“Of this—much.” Concho look from his saddle-bags a 
lump of greyish iron ore, studded here and there with star 
points of pyrites. The stranger said nothing, but his eve 
looked a diabolical suggestion. 

“You are lucky, friend Greaser.” 

“ Eh ? ” 

“ It is silver." 

“ How know you this?” 
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“ It is my business. I’m a metallurgist.” 

“ And you can say what shall be silver and what is not” 
“Yes—see here!” The stranger took from his saddle¬ 
bags a little leatlier case containing some half-dozen phials. 
One, enwrapped in dark-blue paper, he held up to 
Concho. 

“This contains a preparation of silver.” 

Concho’s eyes sparkled, but he looked doubtingly at the 
stranger. 

“ Get me some water in your pan.” 

Concho emptied his water bottle in his prospecting pan 
and handed it to the stranger. He dipped a dried blade 
of grass in the bottle, and then let a drop fall from its tip 
in the water. The water remained unchanged. 

“ Now throw a little salt in the water,” said the stranger. 

Concho did so. Instantly a white film appeared on the 
surface, and presently the whole mass assumed a milky hue. 

Concho crossed himself hastily, “ Mother of God, it is 
magic !” 

“It is chloride of silver, you darned fool.” 

Not content with this cheap experiment, the stranger then 
took Concho’s breath away by reddening some litmus paper 
with the nitrate, and then completely knocked over the 
simple Mexican by restoring its colour by dipping it in the 
salt water. 

“You shall try me this,” said Concho, offering his iron 

ore to the stranger; “you shall use the silver and the 
salt.” 

“ Not so fast, my friend,” answered the stranger. “ In the 
first place this ore must be melted, and then a chip taken 
and put in shape like this; and that is worth something 
my Greaser cherub. No, sir, a man don’t spend all his 
youth at Freiburg and Heidelberg to throw away his science 
gratuitously on the first Greaser he meets.” 
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“ It will cost—eh—how mucli! ” said the Mexican 
eagerly. 

“Well, I should say it would take about a hundred 
dollars and expenses to—to—find silver in that ore. But 
once you’ve got it there, you’re all right for tons of it." 

“You shall have it,” said the now excited Mexican. 

“You shall have it of us—the four! You shall come to 

our camp and sliall melt it—and show the silver and— 

enough ! Come,” and in his feverishness he clutched the 

hand of his coinoanion as if to lead him forth at once. 

% 

“ What are you going to do with your mule ? ” said the 
stranger. 

“True, Holy Mother! what, indeed?” 

“ Look yer,” said the stranger, with a grim smile, “ she 
won’t stray far. I’ll be bound. Tve an extra pack-mule 
above here; you can ride on her, and lead me into camp, 
and to-morrow come back for your beast” 

Poor honest Concho’s heart sickened at the prospect of 
leaving behind the tired scr\’ant he had objurgated so 
strongly a moment before, but the love of gold was upper¬ 
most “I will come back to thee, little one, to-morrow, a 
rich man. Meanwhile, wait thou here, patient one. Adt'os, 
thou smallest of mules, Adm!" 

And seizing the stranger’s hand he clambered up the 
rocky ledge until they reached the summit Then the 
stranger turned and gave one sweep of his malevolent eye 
over the valley. 

Wherefore, in after years, when their story was related, 
with the devotion of true Catholic pioneers, they named 
the mountain “ Ln Canada de la Vlsitaeion del Diablo^' 
“The Gulch of the Visitation of the Devil,” the same being 
now the boundar)' lines of one of the famous Mexican land 
grants. 
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CHAPTER I I. 


WHO FOUND IT. 


CoNC!io was SO impalient to reach tlie camp and deliver 
his good news to Ins companions that more than once the 
stranger was obliged to command him to slacken his pace. 
“ Is it not enough, you infernal Greaser, that you lame your 
own mule, but you must try your hand on mine? Or am I 
to put Jinny down among the expenses?” he added with 
a grin and a slight lifting of his baleful eyelid. 

When they had ridden a mile along the ridge they be^an 
to descend again toward the valley. Vegetation now spar¬ 
ingly bordered the trail, clumps of chimisal, an occasional 
Manzanita bush, and one or two dwarfed “buckeyes” 
rooted their way between the interstices of the black-grey 
rock. Now and then, in crossing some dry gully worn by 
the overHow of winter torrents from above, the greyish rock 
gloom was relieved by dull red and brown masses of colour, 
and almost every overhanging rock bore the mark of a 
miner’s pick. Presently, as they rounded the curving flank 
of the mountain, from a rocky bench below them a thin 
ghost like stream of smoke seemed to be steadily drawn by 
invisible hands into the invisible ether. “ It is the camp ” 
said Concho gleefully; “I will myself forward to prepare 
them for the stranger;” and before his companion could 

detain him he had disappeared at a sharp canter around 
the curve of the trail. 


Left to himself, the stranger took a more leisurely pace, 
-Inch left Inm ample time for reflection. Scamp as he 
-as, there rvas something in the simple credulity of poor 
Concho that made him unetisy. Not that his moral con¬ 
sciousness was touched, but he feared that Concho's 
companions might, knowing Concho’s simplicity, instantly 
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suspect him of trading upon it. He rode on in a deep study. 
Was he reviewing his past life? A vagabond by birth and 
education, a swindler by profession, an outcast by reputa¬ 
tion, without absolutely turning his back upon respectability, 
he had trembled on tlie perilous edge of criminality ever 
since his boyhood. He did not scruple to cheat these 
Mexicans, they were a degraded race; and for a moment 
he felt almost an accredited agent of progress and civilisa¬ 
tion. We never really understand the meaning of enlighten¬ 
ment until we begin to use it aggressively. 

A few paces farther on four figures appeared in the now 
gathering darkness of the trail. The stranger quickly recog¬ 
nised the beaming smile of Concho, foremost of the party. 
A quick glance at the faces of the others satisfied him that, 
while they lacked Concho’s good humour, they certainly did 
not surpass him in intellect. “ Pedro ” was a stout vaquero. 
“Manuel" was a slim half-breed and cx-convert of the 
Mission of San Carmel, and “ Miguel ” a recent butcher of 
Monterey. Under llie benign influences of Concho that 
suspicion with which the ignorant regard strangers died 
away, and the whole party escorted the stranger—who had 
given his name as Mr. Joseph Wiles—to their camp-fire. 
So anxious were they to begin their experiments that even 
the instincts of hospitality were forgotten, and it was not 
until Mr. Wiles—now known as “Don Jost^”—sharply re¬ 
minded them that he wanted some “ grub," that they came 
to their senses. When tlie frugal meal tortillas, frijoUs, 
salt pork, and chocolate was over, an oven was btiilt of tiie 
dark red rock brought from the ledge before them, and an 
earthenware jar, glazed by some peculiar local process, 
tightly filled over it, and packed with clay and sods. A 
fire was speedily built of pine boughs continually brought 
from a wooded ravine below, and in a few moments the 
furnace was in full blast. Mr. Wiles did not participate in 
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tliese aciive preparations, except to give occasional direc¬ 
tions between his teeth, which were contemplatively fixed 
over a clay pipe as he lay comfortably on his back on the 
ground. Whatever enjoyment the rascal may have had in 
their useless labours he did not show it, but it was observed 
that his left eye often followed tiie broad figure of the ex- 
varjuero, Pedro, and often dwelt on that worthy’s beetling 
brows and half-savage face. Meeting that baleful glance 
once Pedro growled out an oath, but could not resist a 
hideous fascination that caused him again and again to 
seek it. 


Tlie scene was weird enough without Wiles’ eye to add 
to its wild picturesqueness. The mountain lowered above 
—a heavy Rembrandtish mass of black shadow—sharply 
cut here and there against a sky so inconceivably remote 
dial the world-sick soul must have rlcspaired of ever reacli- 
ing so far, or of climbing its steel-blue walls. The stars 
were large, keen, and brilliant, but cold and steadfast. They 
did not dance nor twinkle in their adamantine setting. The 
furnace fire painted the faces of the men an Indian red. 
glanced on brightly coloured blanket and scrape^ but was 
eventually caught and absorbed in the waiting shadows of 
the black mountain, scarcely twenty feet from the furnace 
door. The low. half-sung, half-whispered foreign speech of 
the group, the roaring of the furnace, and tlie quick, sharp 
yelp of a coyoU on the plain below, were the only sounds 
that broke the awful silence of the hills. 


It was almost dawn wlien it was announced that the ore 
had fused. And it was high time, for the pot was slowly 
sinking into the fast-crumbling oven. Concho uttered a 
jubilant God and Liberty,” but Don Josd Wiles bade him 

W r‘ r T P°'- Then Don 

In V " I' 'vas for a moment 

only. But in that moment this accomplished metallurgist 
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Mr. Joseph Wiles, had quietly dropped a silver half dollar 
into the pot i 

Then he charged them to keep up the fires and went to 
sleep—all but one eye. 

Dawn came with dull beacon fires on the near hill-tops, 
and far in the east, roses over the Sierran snow. Birds 
twittered in the alder fringes a mile below, and the creak¬ 
ing of waggon wheels—the waggon itself a mere fleck of dust 
in the distant road—was lieard distinctly. Then the melt¬ 
ing-pot was solemnly broken by Don Josd, and the glowing 
incandescent m.iss turned into the road to cool. 

And then the metallurgist chipped a small fragment from 
the mass and pounded it, and chipped another smaller 
piece and pounded that, and then subjected it to acid, and 
then treated it to a salt bath which became at once milky, 
anil at last produced a white something— dictul — 
two cents’ worth of silver! 

Concho shouted with joy, the rest gazed at each other 
doubtingly and distrustfully; companions in poverty, they 
began to diverge and suspect each other in prosperity. 
Wiles’ left eye glanced ironically from the one to the 
other, 

“ Here is the hundred dollars, Don Josd,” said Pedro, 
handing the gold to Wiles with a decidedly brusque intima¬ 
tion that the services and presence of a stranger were no 
longer required. 

Wiles took the money with a gracious smile and a wink 
that sent Pedro's heart into his boots, and was turning away, 
when a cry from Manuel stopped him. “ The pot—the pot 
—it has leaked 1 look I behold ! see 1 ” 

He had been cleaning away the crumbled fmgmcnts of 
the furnace to get ready for breakfast, and had disclosed a 
shining pool of quicksilver I 

W’iles started, cast a rapid glance around the group, saw 
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in a flasli that the metal was unknown to them, and then 
said quietly— 

“ It is not silver.” 

“Pardon, Senor; it is, anil still molten.” 

^Viles stooped and ran his fingers through the shiningmctal. 

“ Mother of God ! what is it tlien, magic?” 

“ No, only base metal.” But then Concho, emboldened 
by Wiles’ experiment, attempted to seize a handful of the 
glittering mass, that instantly broke through his fingers in a 
thousand tiny spherules, and even sent a few globules up 
his shirt sleeves, until he danced around in mingled fear and 
childish pleasure. 

“ And it is not worth the taking ? ” queried Pedro of Wiles. 

Wiles' right eye and bland face were turned toward the 
speaker, but his malevolent left was glancing at the dull 
red-brown rock on the hill-side. 

“ No ! ”—and, turning abruptly away, he proceeded to 
saddle his mule. 

Manuel, Miguel, and Pedro, left to themselves, began 
talking earnestly together; while Concho, now mindful of 
his crippled mule, made his way back to the trail where he 
had left her. But she was no longer there. Constant to 
her master through beatings and bullyings, she could not 
stand incivility and inattention. There are certain qualities 
of the sex that belong to all animated nature. 

Inconsolable, footsore, and remorseful, Concho returned 
to the camp and furnace, three miles across the rocky ridge. 
But what was his astonishment on arriving to find the place 
deserted of man, mule, and camp equipage. Concho called 
aloud. Only the echoing rocks grimly answered him. Was 
It a trick ? Concho tried to laugh. Ah—yes—a good one 
—a joke—no—no—they Aad deserted him ! And then 
poor Concho bowed his head to the ground, and, falling 
on his face, cried as if liis honest heart would break 
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Tlic tempesl p.issed in a moment; it was not Concho’s 
nature to suffer long nor brood over an injury. As lie 
raised his head again his eye caught the shimmer of tlie 
quicksilver—that pool of merry antic metal that had so de¬ 
lighted him an hour before. In a few moments Conclio 
was again disporting with it; chasing it here and there, 
rolling it in his palms, and laughing with boylike glee at its 
elusive freaks and fancies. ** Ah, sprightly one—skipjack— 
there thou goest—come here. Tliis way—now I have thee, 
little one—come /////i'Z/tfMtr—come and kiss me,” until he had 
quite forgotten the defection of his companions. And even 
when he shouldered his sorry pack he was fain to carry his 
playmate away with him in his empty leathern fl.isk. 

And yet I fancy the sun looked kindly on lum as he 
strode cheerily down the black mountain side, and his step 
was none the less free nor light that he carried with him 
neither the silver nor the crime of his late comrades. 


CHAPTER III. 

WHO CLAIMED IT. 

The fog had already closed in on Monterey and was now 
rolling, a white, billowy sea, above, that soon shut out tlic 
blue breakers below. Once or twice in descending the 
mountain Concho had overhung the cliff and looked down 
upon the curving horseshoe of a bay beiow him, distant 
yet many miles. Earlier in the afternoon he had seen the 
gilt cross on the whitefaced Mission flare in the sunlight, 
but now'all was gone. By the time he reached the highway 
of the town it was quite dark, and he plunged into the first 
Jonda at the wayside, and endeavoured to forget his woes 
and his weariness in aguardiente. But Concho’s head ached, 
and his back ached, and he was so generally distressed that 
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he bethought him of a vtcdico —an American doctor—lately 
come into the town, who had once treated Concho and his 
mule with apparently the same medicine and after the same 
lieroic fashion. Concho reasoned, not illogically, that if he 
were to be piiysicked at all he ought to get the worth of his 
money. The grotescpie extravagance of life, of fruit and 
vegetable, in California was inconsistent with infinitesimal 
doses. In Conclio’s previous illness the Doctor had given 
him a dozen 4-gr. quinine powders. The following day the 
grateful Mexican walked into the Doctor’s office—cured. 
The Doctor was gratified until, on examination, it appeared 
that to save trouble, and because his memory was poor, 
Concho had taken all the powders in one dose. The 
Doctor shrugged his shoulders and—altered his practice. 

“ Well,” said Dr. Guild, as Concho sank down ex- 
haustedly in one of the Doctor’s two chairs, “what now? 
Have you been sleeping again in the tuU marshes, or 

are you upset with commissary whisky ? Come, have it 
out.” 

But Concho declared that the devil was in his stomach, 
that Judas Iscariot had possessed himself of his spine, that 
imps were in his forehead, and that his feet had been 
scourged by Pontius Pilate. 

“That means ‘blue mass,’” said the Doctor. And 

gave It to him, a bolus as large as a musket ball and as 
heavy. 

Concho took it on the spot and turned to go. 

“ I have no money, Senor Medico.” 

“Never mind. Ii’s only a dollar, lire price of the 
medicine.” 

Concho looked guilty at having gulped down so much 
cash. Then he said timidly— 

“I have no money, but I have got here that which is 
fine and jolly. It is yours,” and he handed over tlie 
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contents of tlie precious tin can lie had brought with 
hiin. 

The Doctor look it, looked at the shivering volatile 
mass, and said, “Why, this is quicksilver!” 

Concho laughed, “Yes, very quick silver, so!” and he 
snapped his fingers to show its sprighlliness. 

The Doctor’s face grew earnest. “Where did you get 
this, Concho?” he finally asked. 

“ It ran from the pot in the mountains beyond.” 

The Doctor looked incredulous. 'I hen Concho related 
the whole story. 

“Could you find that spot again?” 

Madn de Dios, yes. I have a mule there ; may the 
devil fly away with her!” 

“And you say your comrades saw this ?” 

“ Why not?” 

“And you say th^y afterwards left you—deserted you? " 

“They did, ingraies I'’ 

The Doctor arose and shut his office door. “ Hark ye, 
Concho,” he said, “ that bit of medicine I gave you just 
row was worth a dollar. It was worth a dollar because 
the material of which it was composed was made from the 
stuff you have in that can—quicksilver or mercury. It is 
one of the most valuable of metals, especially in a gold¬ 
mining country. My good fellow, if you know where to 
find enough of it, your fortune is made.” 

Concho rose to his feet. 

“ Tell me, was the rock you built your furnace of, red ? ” 

“Si, Senor.” 

“ And brown.” 

“ Si, Scuor.” 

“ And crumbled under the heat ? ” 

“As to nothing.” 

“And did you see much of this red rock ? ” 
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‘•The mountain inotlier is in travail with it.” 

“Are you sure that your comrades have not taken 
possession of the mountain mother?” 

“ As how ? ” 

“ By claiming its discovery under the mining laws, or by 
pre-emption ? ” 

“ 'l liey shall not.” 

“But how will you, singlehandcd, figlit the four? for X 
doubt not your scientific friend has a hand in it.” 

“I will fight.” 

“ Yes, my Concho; but suppose I take the fight off your 
hands. Now, here’s a proposition ; I will get half a dozen 
Americanos to go in with you. You will have to get money 
to work the mine—you will need funds. You shall sliare 
half with them. They will take the risk, raise the money, 
and protect you.” 

“I see,” said Concho, nodding his head and winking his 
eyes rapidly. “ ISucno / ” 

“I will return in ten minutes,” said the Doctor, taking 
his hat. 

He was as good as his word. In ten minutes he 
returned witli six original locators, a board of directors, a 
president, secretary, and a deed of incorporation of the 
“ Blue Mass Quicksilver Mining Co.” This latter was 
a delicate compliment to the Doctor, who was popu¬ 
lar. The President added to these necessary articles a 
revolver. 

“ Take it,” he said, lianding over the weapon to Conclio, 
“ take it; my horse is outside ; take that, ride like h—1 
and hang on until w’e come !” 

In another moment Concho was in the saddle. Then 
the raining director lapsed into the physician. 

“I hardly know,” said Dr. Guild doubtfully, “if in your 
present condition you ought to travel. You have just 
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taken a powerful medicine,” and the Doctor looked hypo* 
critically concerned. 

««Ah—the devil! ” laughed Concho ; “ what is the quick¬ 
silver that is in to that winch is out 1 Hoopa la ! hlula ! 
and wiih a clatter of hoofs and jingle of spurs, he was 
presently lost in the darkness. 

“You were none too soon, gentlemen,”said the .American 
alcalde, as he drew up before the Doctor's door; “ another 
company has just been incorporated for the same location, 

1 reckon.” 

“ Who are they ? ” 

“Three Mexicans : Pedro, Manuel, and Miguel, headed 
by that d—d cockeyed Sydney Duck, Wiles.” 

“Are they here?” 

“ Manuel and Miguel only. The others are over at Tres 
Pinos lally-gagging Roscommon and trying to rope him in 
to pay off their whisky bills at his grocery.” 

“ If that’s so we needn’t start before sunrise, for they're 

sure to get roaring drunk.” 

And this legitimate successor of the grave Mexican 
alcaldes, having thus delivered his impartial opinion, rode 
away. 

Meanwliile, Concho the redoubtable, Concho the fortu¬ 
nate, spared neither riata nor spur. Tire way was dark, the 
trail obscure and at times even dangerous, and Concho, 
familiar as he was with these mountain fastnesses, often 
regretted his surefooted “ Francisquiia.” “Care not, O 
Concho,” he would say to himself, ” 'lis but a little while, 
only a little while, and thou shall have another Francis¬ 
quiia to bless thee. Eh, skipjack, there was fine music to 
thy dancing. A dollar for an ounce—'lis as good as silver, 
and merrier.” Yet for all his good spirits he kept a sharp 
look-out at certain bends of the mountain trail; not for 
assassins or brigands, for Concho was physically courageous, 
voi- V. ^ 
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but for the Evil One, who, in various forms, was saiil to 
lurk in the Santa Cruz Range, to tlie great diccomfort of 
all true Catholics. He recalled the incident of Ignacio, 
a muleteer of the Franciscan Friars, who, stopping at the 
“ Angclus " to repeat the “ Credo," saw Luzbel plainly in the 
likeness of a monstrous grizzly bear, mocking him by sitting 
on his haunclies and lifting his paws, clasped together, as 
if in prayer. Nevertheless, with one hand grasping his 
reins and his rosary, and the other clutching his whisky 
flask and revolver, he fared on so excellently that he 
reached the summit as the earlier streaks of dawn were 
outlining the far-off Sierran peaks. Tethering his horse on 
a strip of tableland, he descended cautiously afoot until he 
reached the bench, the wall of red rock, and the crumbled 
and dismantled furnace. It was as he had left it that 
morning; tliere was no trace of recent human visitation. 
Revolver in hand, Concho examined every cave, gully, and 
recess, peered behind trees, penetrated copses of buckeye 
and Manzanita, and listened. There was no sound but 
the faint soughing of the wind over the pines below him. 
lor a while he paced backward and forward with a vague 
sense of being a sentinel, but his mercurial nature soon 
rebelled against this monotony, and soon the fatigues of 
the day began to tell upon bin,. Recourse to his whisky 
flask only made lum tl.e drowsier, until at last he was fain 
to he down and roll l.imself up lightly in his blanket The 
next moment he was sound asleep. 

he”,i' summit, but Concho 

card him not 1 hen the brush crackled on the led"e 

. ve him, a small fragment of rock rolled near his feet- 

but he stirred not. And then two black figures wereTut! 
lined on the crags beyond. 

furnace''” “There is one lying beside the 

urnace. Tlie speech was Spanish, but the voice was Wiles. 
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The Ollier figure crept cauiiously to tlie edge of llie 
crag and looked over. “ It is Concho, the imbecile,” said 
Pedro contemptuously. 

“ But if he should not be alone, or if he should waken ? ” 

“I will watch and wait. Go you and affix the notifica¬ 
tion.” 

Wiles disappeared. Pedro began to creep down the face 
of the rocky ledge, supporting himself by chimisal and 
brushwood. 

The next moment Pedro stood beside the unconscious 
man. Then he looked cautiously around. The figure of 
his companion was lost in the shadow of the rocks above ; 
only a slight crackle of brush betrayed his whereabouts. 
Suddenly Pedro flung his serapi over the sleeper’s head, 
and then threw his powerful frame and tremendous weight 
full upon Concho’s upturned face, while liis strong arms 
clasped the blanket-pinioned limbs of his victim. There 
was a momentary upheaval, a spasm, and a struggle ; but 
the tightly-rolled blanket clung to the unfortunate man like 
cerements. 

There was no noise, no outcry, no sound of struggle. 
There was nothing to be seen but the peaceful, prostrate 
figures of the two men darkly outlined on the ledge. They 
might have been sleeping in each other’s arms. In the 
black silence the stealthy tread of Wiles in the bush above 
was distinctly audible. 

Gradually the struggles grew fainter. Tiicn a whisper 
from the crags— 

“ I can’t see you. What are you doing ? ” 

“Watching! ” 

“ Sleeps he ? ” 

“ He sleeps ! ” 

“Soundly?” 

“ Soundly.” 
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“ After the manner of the dead? ” 

“ After the fashion of the dead ! " 

The last tremor had ceased. Tcdro rose as Wiles 
descended. 

“All is ready,” said Wiles; “you are a witness of my 
placing the notifications ? ” 

“ I am a witness.” 

“But of this one?” pointing to Concho. “Shall wc 

leave him here ? ” 

“A drunken imbecile—why not ? ” 

Wiles turned his left eye on the speaker. They chanced 
to be standing nearly in the same attitude they liad stood 
the preceding night. Tedro uttered a cry and an impreca. 
lion, “ Carramba 1 Take your devil’s eye from me 1 What 
see you ? Eh—what ? ” 

“Nothing, good Pedro,” said Wiles, turning his bland 
risht cheek to Pedro. The infuriated and half-frightened 
cx-vaquero returned the long knife he had half drawn from 
its sheath, and growled surlily— 

“ Go on, then I But keep thou on that side and I will on 
tins.” And so, side by side, listening, watching, distrustful 
of all things, but mainly of each other, they stole back and 
up into those shadows from which they might have been 
evoked. 

A half hour passed, in which the cast brightened, 
flashed, and again melted into gold. And then the sun 
came up liaughtily, and a fog that had stolen across the 
summit in the night arose and fled up the mountain side, 
tearing its white robes in its guilty haste, and leaving them 
fluttering from tree and crag and scar. A thousand tiny 
blades, nestling in the crevices of rocks, nurtured in storms, 
and rocked by the trade-winds, stretched their wan and 
feeble arms toward him ; but Concho the strong, Concho 
the brave, Concho the lighthearted, spake not nor stirred. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WHO TOOK IT. 

There was persistent neighing in the summit. Concho’s 
horse wanted his breakfast. 

This protestation reached the ears of a party ascending 
tlie mountain from its western face. To one of the party 
it was familiar. 

“Why, blank it all, that's Chiquita. That d—d Mexi¬ 
can’s lying drunk somewhere,” said the President of the B. 

M. Co. 

“ I don’t like the look of this at all,” said Dr. Guild, as 
they rode up beside the indignant animal. “ If it had been 
an American it might Itave been carelessness, but no 
Greaser ever forgets his beast. Drive ahead, boys; we 
may be too late.’’ 

In half an hour they came in sight of the ledge below, 
the crumbled furnace, and the motionless figure of Concho, 
wrapped in a blanket, lying prone in the sunlight. 

“ I told you so—drunk,” said the President 

The Doctor looked grave, but did not speak. Tliey dis» 
mounted and picketed their horses. Then crept on all 
fours to the ledge above the furnace. There was a cry 
from Secretary Gibbs, “ Look yer. Some fellar has been 
jumping us, boys. See these notices.” 

There were two notices on canvas affixed to the rock, 
claiming the ground, and signed by Pedro, Manuel, 
Miguel, Wiles, and Roscommon. 

“ This was done, Doctor, while your trustworthy Greaser 
locater—d—n him—lay there drunk. What’s to be done 
now ? ” 

But the Doctor was making his way to the unfortunate 
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cause of tlieir defeat lying there quite mute to their re- 
l)roaches. The others followed him, 

'I he Doctor knelt beside Concho, unrolled him, placed 
his hand upon h.s waist, his ear over his heart, and then 
said— 

“Dead.” 

“Ofcourse. He got medicine of you last night This 
comes of your d—d heroic practice.” 

But tile Doctor was too much occupied to heed the 
speaker's raillery. He had peered into Concho’s protu¬ 
berant eye, opened his mouth, and gazed at the swollen 
tongue, and then suddenly rose to his feet. 

*‘Tear down those notices, boys, but keep them. Put 
up your own. Don't be alarmed, you will not be interfered 
with, for here is murder added to robber)’.” 

“ Murder! ” 

“ Yes,” said the Doctor excitedly, “ I’ll take my oath on 
any inqticst that this man was strangled to death. He was 
surprised while asleep. Look here.” He pointed to the 
revolver still in Concho’s stiffening hand, which the mur¬ 
dered man had instantly cocked, but could not use in the 
struggle. 

“ That’s so,” said the President, “ no man goes to sleep 
with a cocked revolver. What’s to be done ? ” 

“ Everything,” said the Doctor. “ This deed was com¬ 
mitted within the last two hours j the body is still warm. 
'I'he murderer did not come our way, or we should have 
met him on the trail. He is, if anywhere, between here and 
Tres Pinos.” 

“Gentlemen,” said the President with a slight prepara¬ 
tory and half-judicial cough, “ two of you will stay here and 
stick! The others will follow me to Tres Pinos. The law 
has been outraged. You understand the Court!” 

By some odd influence the little group of half-cynical, 
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half-trifling, and wholly reckless men had become suddenly 
sober, earnest citizens. They said, “ Go on,” nodded their 
heads, and betook tliemselves to their horses. 

“ Hail we not better wait for the inquest and swear out 
a warrant ? ” said the Secretary cautiously. 

“ How many men have we.^” 

“ Five !" 

“Then,” said the President, summing up tlie Revised 
Statutes of the Stale of California in one strong sentence ; 
‘•then we don’t want no d—d warrant.” 


CHAPTER V. 

WHO HAD A LIEN ON IT. 

It was high noon at Tres Pinos. The three pines from 
which it gained its name, in the dusty road and hot air, 
seemed to smoke from their balsamic spires. There was 
a glare from the road, a glare from tlie sky, a glare from 
the rocks, a glare from the while canvas roofs of the few 
shanties and cabins which made up the village. There was 
even a glare from tlie unpainted red-wood boards of Ros¬ 
common’s grocery and tavern, and a tendency on the warp¬ 
ing floor of the veranda to curl up beneath the feet of the 
intruder. A few mules, near the watering-trough, h.id shrunk 
within the scant shadow of the corral. 

The grocery business of Mr. Roscommon, altliough ade¬ 
quate and suflicient for the village, was not exhausting nor 
overtaxing to the proprietor; the refilling of the pork and 
flour barrel of the average miner was the work of a brief 
hour on Saturday nights, but the daily replenishment of the 
average miner with whisky was arduous and incessant. 
Roscommon spent more time behind his bar tiian his 
grocer’s counter. Add to this the fact that a long shed* 
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like extension or wing bore the legend, “ Cosmopolitan 
Hotel, Board or Lodging by the Day or Week. M. Ros¬ 
common,” and you got an idea of the variety of the pro¬ 
prietor’s functions. The “hotel,” however, was more 
directly under the charge of Mrs. Roscommon, a lady of 
tliirty years, strong, truculent, and goodheartcd. 

Mr. Roscommon had early adopted the theory that most 
of his customers were insane, and were to be alternately 
bullied or placated, as the case might be. Nothing that 
occurred, no extravagance of speech or act, ever ruffled 
his equilibrium, which was as dogged and stubborn as it 
was outwardly calm. When not serving liquors, or in the 
interval while it was being drunk, he was always wiping his 
counter with an exceedingly dirty towel, or, indeed, any¬ 
thing that came handy. Miners, noticing this purely per- 
functory habit, occasionally supplied him slyly with articles 
inconsistent with their sendee—fragments of their shirts 
and underclothing, fioursacking, tow, and once with a 
flannel petticoat of his wife’s, stolen from the line in the 
backyard. Roscommon would continue his wiping without 
looking up, but yet conscious of the presence of each 
customer. “ And it’s not another dhrop ye’ll git. Jack 
Brown, until ye’ve wiped out the black score that stands 
agin ye.” “ And it’s there ye are, darlint, and it’s here’s 
the bottle that’s been Inkin’ for ye sins Saturday.” “And 
fwhot hev ye done with the last I sent ye, ye divil of a 
M'Corkle, and here’s me back that’s bruk entoirely wid 
dipping intil the pork barl to give ye the best sides— 
and ye spending yur last cint on a tare into Gilroy. 
Whist! and if it’s fer foighting ye are, boys, there’s an 
illigant bit o’ sod beyant the corral, and its maybe meselC *11 
come out wid a shtick and be sociable.” 

On this particular day, however, Master Roscommon 
was not in his usual spirits, and when the clatter of horses* 
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lioofs before the door announced the approacli of strangers, 

absolutely ceased wiping his counter, and looked up, as 
Dr. Guild, the President and Secretary of tlie new com¬ 
pany, strode into the shop. 

“ We are looking,” said the President, “ for a man by 
the name of Wiles, and three Mexicans known as Pedro, 
Manuel, and Miguel.” 

•' Ve are ? ” 

“ We are ! " 

“ Faix, and I hope ye’ll foind ’em. And if ye’ll git from 
'em the score Pve got agin ’em, darlint, Pil add a blessing 
to it.” 

There was a laugh at this from the bystanders, who, 
somehow, resented the intrusion of these strangers. 

“ I fear you will find it no laughing matter, gentlemen,” 
said Dr. Guild a little stiffly, “when I tell you that a 
murder has been committed, and the men I am seeking 
within an hour of that murder put up that notice signed 
by their names,” and Dr. Guild displayed the paper. 

There was a breathless silence among the crowd as they 
eagerly pressed around the Doctor. Only Roscommon 
kept on wiping his counter. 

“ You will observe, gentlemen, that the name of Ros¬ 
common also appears on this paper as one of llie original 
locatcrs.” 

“And sure, darlint,” said Roscommon without looking up, 
if ye’ve no better ividince agin them boys then you have 
forninst me, it’s home ye’d beiher be riding to wanst For 
it’s meself as hasn’t sturred fut out of the store tlie day and 
noight—more betoken as the boys Pve sarved kin testify.” 

“ That’s so, Ross,” chorused the crowd; “ we’ve been 
running the old man all night" 

“Then how comes your name on this paper?” 

“ Oh, murdher ! will ye lislin to liim, boys. As if every 
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felly that owed me a whisky bill didn’t come to me and 
say, ‘Ah, Misllicr Roscommon,’ or ‘ Moike,’ as the case 
moight be, sure ii’s an illigant sthrike I’ve made this day, 
and it's mcsclf that has put down your name as an original 
locatcr, and yer fortune’s made, Mr. Roscommon, and will 
ycr fill me up another quart for the good luck betune you 
and me. Ah, but ask Jack Brown over yan if it isn’t sick 
lliat I am of his original locations.” 

The laugh that followed this speech, and its practical 
application, convinced the party that they had blundered, 
that they could obtain no clue to the real culprits here, 
and that any attempt by threats would meet violent opposi¬ 
tion. Nevertheless the Doctor was persistent. 

“ When did you sec these men last ? ” 

“ When did I see them is it ? Bedad, what with sarvin’ 
up the liquor and keeping me counters dry and swate I 
never see them at all.” 

“ That's so, Ross ! ” chorused the crowd again, to whom 
the whole proceeding was delightfully farcical. 

“ Then I can tell you, gentlemen,” said the Doctor 
siiflly, “ that tliey were in Monterey last night, that they 
did not return on that trail this morning, and that they 
must have passed here at daybreak.” 

With these words, which the Doctor regretted as soon 
as delivered, the party rode away. 

Mr. Roscommon resumed his service and counterwiping. 
But late that night, when the bar was closed and the last 
loiterer summarily ejected, Mr. Roscommon, in the con¬ 
jugal privacy of his chamber, produced a legal-looking 
paper. “ Read it, Maggie, darlint; for it's nieself never 
had the lamin' nor the parts.” 

Mrs. Roscommon took the paper. 

“Shure, it’s law papers, making over some property to 
yis. O Moike ! ye havn’t been spekilating 1” 
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“Whist! anti fwhotz tlut durty grey paper wiJ the sales 
and flourishes?” 

“ Faix, it bothers me intoircly. Shure it oin't in Eng¬ 
lish.” 

“ \\niist! Maggie, it’s a Spanish grant ! ” 

“ A Spanish grant ? O Moike, and what did ye giv for 
it?” 

Mr. Roscommon laid his finger beside his nose and said 
softly, “Whishky!” 


CHAPTER VI. 

HOW A GRANT WAS COT FOR IT. 

While the Blue M.ass Company, with more zeal than dis¬ 
cretion, were actively pursuing Pedro and Wiles over the 
road to Tres Pinos, Sefiores Miguel and Maimel were com¬ 
fortably seated in a fonda at Monterey, smoking ciganitos 
and discussing their late discover)'. But they were in no 
better mood than their late companions, and it appeared 
from their conversation that in an evil moment they had 
sold out their interest in the alleged silver mine to ^Viles 
and Pedro for a few hundred dollars, succumbing to what 
they were assured would be an active opposition on the 
part of the Americanos. The astute reader will easily 
understand that the accomplished Mr. Wiles did not 
inform them of its value as a quicksilver mine, although he 
was obliged to impart his secret to Pedro as a necessary 
accomplice and reckless coadjutor. That Pedro felt no 
qualms of conscience in thus betraying his two comrades 
may be inferred from his recent direct and sincere treat¬ 
ment of Concho; and that he would, if occasion offered or 
policy made it expedient, as calmly obliterate Mr. Wiles— 
that gentleman himself never for a moment doubted. 



28 


The Story of a Mine. 

“If we had waited but a little he would have given 
more, this cockeye !” regretted Manuel querulously. 

“ Not a pesof said Miguel firmly. 

“ And why, my Miguel ? Thou knowest we could have 
worked the mine ourselves.” 

“ Good, and lost even that labour. Look you, little 
brother. Show to me now the Mexican that has ever 
made a real of a mine in California. How many, eh ? 
None! Kota one. Wlio owns the Mexican’s mine, eh ? 
Americanos I Who takes money from the Mexican’s 
mine ? Americanos. Thou remembrest Briones, who 
spent a gold mine to make a silver one? Who has the 
lands and house of Briones? Americanos! Who has 
the cattle of Briones? Americanos I Who has the mine 
of Briones? Americanos/ Who has the silver Briones 
never found ? Americanos / Always the same ! For¬ 
ever! Ah! carramba!” 

Then the Evil One evidently took it into his liead and 
horns to worry and toss tliese men—comparatively inno¬ 
cent as they were—still further, for a purpose. For 
presently to tliem appeared one Victor Garcia, whilom a ' 
clerk of the Ayuntemiento, who rallied them over aguar- 
dientty and told them the story of the quicksilver discovery, 
and the two mining claims taken out that night by Concho 
and Wiles. Whereat Manuel exploded with profanity and 
burnt blue with sulphurous malediction; but Miguel, the 
recent ecclesiastic, sat livid and thoughtful. Finally 
came a pause in Manuel’s bombardment, and something 
like this conversation took place between the cooler 
actors— 

Miguel (thoughtfully). When was it thou didst petition 
for lands in the valley, friend Victor? 

Victor (amazedly). Never I It is a sterile waste. Am 
I a fool ? 
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Miguel (softly). Thou didst. Of thy Governor, MichcU 
torena. I have seen the application. 

Victor (beginning to appreciate a rodential odor). Si / 

1 had forgotten. Art thou sure it was in the valley ? 

Miguel (persuasively). In the valley and up the/<7/-/<7.* 

Victor (with decision). Certainly. Of a verity—the 
falda likewise. 

Miguel (eyeing Victor). And yet thou hadst not the 
grant. Painful is it that it should have been burned with 
the destruction of the other archives by the Ameruatios at 
Monterey. 

Victor (cautiously, feeling his way). PossibUnunU. 

Miguel. It might be wise to look into it. 

Victor (bluntly). As why? 

Miguel. For our good and thine, friend Victor. We 
bring thee a discovery ; thou bringest us thy skill, liiy 
experience, thy government knowledge — tliy Custom- 
House paper.t 

Manuel (breaking in drunkardly). But for what ? We 
are Mexicans. Are we not fated ? AVc shall lose. Who 
shall keep the Americanos off? 

Miguel. We shall Uke American in ! Hal seest 
thou? This American comrade shall bribe his courts, his 
eorregidores. After a little he shall supply the men who 
invent the macliine of steam, the mill, the furnace, ch ? 

Victor. But who is he—not to steal ? 

Miguel. He is that man of Ireland, a good Catholic at 

Tres Pinos. 

Victor and Manuel (omnes). Roscommon ? 

• FalJa, or valda, i.e., that part of llic skirt of a womans rol>€ 
that breaks upon the ground, and is also applied to the final slope of a 
hill, from the angle that it makes ui>on the level pl.iin. 

+ Grants, applications, and official notifications, under the Spanish 
Government, were drawn on a stamped paper known as Custom* 
House paper. 
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Miguel. Of the same. We shall give him a share for 
the provisions, for the tools, for the aguardiente. It is of 
the Irish that tlie Americanos have great fear. It is of 
them that tlie votes are made, that tlie President is 
chosen. It is of him that they make the alcalde in San 
Francisco. And we are of the Church, like him. 

Tiiey said Bueno" all together, and for the moment 
appeared to be upheld by a religious enthusiasm—a joint 
confession of faith that meant death, destruction, and 
possibly forgery, as against the men who thought other-' 
wise. 

This spiritual harmony did away with all practical con¬ 
sideration and doubt “ I have a Htlle niece,” said Victor, 
"whose work with the pen is marvellous. If one says to 
her, ‘ Carmen, copy me this, or tlie other one *—even if it be 
copperplate—look you it is done, and you cannot know 
of which is the original. Madre de Dios / the other day 
she makes me a rubric* of the Governor, Pio Pico—the 
same, identical. Thou knowest her, Miguel. She asked 
concerning thee yesterday.” 

With the embarrassment of an underbred man, Miguel 
tried to appear unconcerned, but failed dismally. Indeed, 

I fear that the black eyes of Carmen had already done their 
perfect and accepted work, and had partly induced the 
application for Victor’s aid. He, however, dissembled so 
far as to ask— 

" But will she not know ?” 

" She is a child.” 

" But will she not talk? ” 

" Not if I say nay, and if thou—eh, Miguel ? ” 

This bit of flattery—which, by the way, was a lie, for 
Victor’s niece did not incline favourably to Miguel_had 

The Spanish " rubric” is the complicated flourish attached to a 
signature, and is as individual and characteristic as the handwriting. 
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its effect. They shook hands over the tabic. “ But,” said 
Miguel, “what is to be done must be done now.” “At 
tlie moment,” said Victor, “and thou shall see it done. 
Eh ! Does it content thee ? then conic! ” 

Miguel nodded to Manuel “We will return in an hour; 
wait thou liere.” 

They filed out into the dark, irregular street. Fate led 
them to pass the office of Dr. Guild at the moment that 
Concho mounted his horse. The shadows concealed tliem 
from their rival, but they overheard the last injunctions of 
the President to the unlucky Concho. 

“Thou hearest?” said Miguel, clutching his companion’s 
arm. 

“ Yes,” said Victor. “ But let him ride, my friend ; in 
one hour we shall have that tliat shall arrive jr^rs before 
him,” and with a complacent chuckle they ji.nssed unseen 
and unheard until, abruptly turning a corner, they stopped 
before a low adobe house. 

It had once been a somewhat pretentious dwelling, but 
had evidently followed the fortunes of its late owner, Don 
Juan Briones, who had offered it as a last sop to the three- 
headed Cerberus that guarded the .£“/ Refugio Plutonian 
treasures, and who had swallowed it in a single gulp. It 
was in a very bad case. The furrows of its red-tiled roof 
looked as if they were the results of age and decrepitude. 
Its best room had a musty smell; there was the dampness 
of deliquescence in its slow decay, but the Spanish Califor¬ 
nians w'cre sensible arciiitecls, and its massive walls and 
partitions defied the earthquake thrill, and all the year 
round kept an even temperature within. 

Victor led Miguel through a low anteroom into a plainly 
furnished chamber, where Carmen sat painting. 

Now Mistress Carmen wa.s a bit of a painter, in a pretty 
little way, with all the vague longings of an artist, but witlh 
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out, 1 fear, the artist's steadfast soul. She recognised 
beauty and form as a child might, ^Yithout understanding 
their meaning, and somehow failed to make them even 
interpret her woman’s moods, which surely were nature’s 
too. So she painted everything with this innocent lust 
of the eye—flowers, birds, insects, landscapes, and figures 
—with a joyous fidelity, but no particular poetry. The 
bird never sang to her but one song, the flowers or trees 
sj)ake but one language, and her skies never brightened 
except in colour. She came out strong on the Catholic 
saints, and would toss you up a cleanly-shaven Aloysius, 
sweetly destitute of expression, or a dropsical, lethargic 
Madonna that you couldn’t have told from an old master, 
so bad it was. Her faculty of faithful reproduction even 
showed itself in fanciful lettering, and latterly in the imita¬ 
tion of rubrics and signatures. Indeed, with her eye for 
beauty of form she had always excelled in penmanship at 
the Convent, an accomplishment which the good Sisters 
held in great repute. 

In person she was petiUy with a still unformed girlish 
figure, perhaps a little too flat across the back, and with 
possibly a too great tendency to a boyish stride in walking. 
Her brow, covered by blueblack hair, was low and frank 
and honest; her eyes, a very dark hazel, were not particu¬ 
larly large, but rather heavily freighted in their melancholy 
lids with slipping passion ; her nose was of that unimpor- 
tant character which no man remembers ; her mouth was 
small and straight, her teeth white and regular. The whole 
expression of her face was piquancy that might be subdued 
by tenderness or made malevolent by anger. At present it 
was a salad in which the oil and vinegar were deftly com¬ 
bined. The astute feminine reader will of course under¬ 
stand that this is the ordinary superficial masculine criti¬ 
cism, and at once make up her mind both as to the char- 
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aclerof the young lady and ibe competency of the criiic. 
I only know that J ratlier liked her. And lier functions 
are somewhat important in this veracious history. 

She looked up, started to her feet, levelled her black 
brows at the intruder, but at a sign from her uncle, showed 
her wliite teeth and spake. 

It was only a senteime, and a rather common-place one 
at that; but if she could have put her voice upon her can¬ 
vas she might have retrieved the Garcia fortunes. For it 
was so musical, so tender, so sympatlusing, so melodious, 
so replete with the graciousness of womanhood, that she 
seemed to have invented the language. And yet that 
sentence was only an exaggerated foini of the “How d’ye 
do,” whined out, doled out, lisped out, or shot out from llie 
pretty mouths of my fair countrywomen. 

Miguel admired the paintings. He was struck particu¬ 
larly with a crayon drawing of a mule—“ Mother of God ! 
it is the mule itself—observe how it will not go.” Then 
the crafty Victor broke in with, “But it is nothing to her 
writing; look, you shall tell tome which is the handwriting 
of Pio Pico,” and from a drawer in the secretary he drew 
forth two signatures. One was affixed to a yellowish paper, 
the otlier drawn on plain white foolscap. Of course Miguel 
ook the more modern one with lover-like gallantry. “It 
is this is genuine ! ” Victor laughed triumphantly, Carmen 
echoed the laugh melodiously in childlike glee, and added, 
with a slight toss of her piquant head, “ It is mine ! ” The 
best of the sex will not refuse a just and overdue compli¬ 
ment from even the man they dislike. It’s llie principle 
they're after, not the sentiment 

But Victor was not satisfied with this proof of his niece's 
•kill. “Say to her,” he demanded of Miguel, “ what name 
thou lik’st and it shall be done before thee here.” Miguel 
was not so much in love but he perceived the drift of 

VOL. V. C 
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Victor’s suggestion, and remarked tliat the rubric of 
Governor Micheltorcna was exceedingly complicated and 
difficult. “She shall do it!” responded Victor, with 
decision. 

From a file of old departmental papers the Governor’s 
signature and that involved rubric, which must have cost 
his late Excellency many youthful days of anxiety, was 
produced and laid before Carmen. 

Carmen took her pen in her hand, looked at the brownish 
looking document and then at the virgin whiteness of the 
foolscap before her. “ But,” she said, pouting prettily, “ I 
should have to first paint this while paper brown. And it 
will absorb the ink more quickly than that. When I 
painted the San Antonio of the Mission San Gabriel, for 
Father Acolti, I had to put the decay in with my oils and 
brushes before the good I’adre would accept it.” 

The two scamps looked at each oilier. It was their 
supreme moment “ I think I have,” said Victor, with 
assumed carelessness, “ I think I have some of the old 
Custom-House paper.” He produced from the secretary a 
sheet of brown paper with a stamp. “Try it on that.” 

Carmen smiled with childish delight, tried it, and pro¬ 
duced a marvel I “ It is as magic,” said Miguel, feigning 
to cross himself. 

Victor’s role was more serious : he affected to be deeply 
touched; took the paper, folded it and placed it in his 
breast “I shall make a good fool of Don Josd Castro,” 
he said, “ he will declare it is the Governor’s own signature, 
for he was his friend; but have a care, Carmen! that you 
spoil it not by the opening of your red lips. When he is 
fooled I will tell him of this marvel—this niece of mine, 
and he shall buy her pictures. Eh, little one?” and he 
gave her the avuncular caress, r>., a pat of the hand on 
cither cheek, and a kiss. Miguel envied him, but cupidity 
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out-generaled Cupid, and presently the conversation flagged, 
until a convenient recollection of Victor’s—that himself 
and comrade were due at the Posada del Toros at lo o’clock 
—gave them the opportunity to retire. 

But not without a chance shot from Carmen. “Tell to 
me,” she said, half to Victor and half to Miguel, “what 
has chanced with Concho? He was ever ready to bring 
to me flowers from the mountain, and insects and birds. 
Thou knowest how he would sit, O my uncle, and talk 
to me of the rare rocks he had seen, ami the be.irs and 
tlie evil spirits, and now he comes no longer, my Concho ! 
How is this? Nothing evil has befallen him, surely?’’and 
her drooping lids closed half-pathelically. 

Miguel's jealousy took fire. “He is drunk, Senorita, 
doubtless, and has forgotten not only thee, hut mayhap his 
mule and pack ! It is his custom, ha ! ha !” 

The red died out of Carmen’s ripe lips, and she shut 
them together with a snap like a steel purse. The dove 
had suddenly changed to a hawk ; the child-girl into an 
antique virago \ the spirit hitherto dimly outlined in her 
face, of some shrewisli Garcia ancestress, came to the fore. 
She darted a quick look at her uncle, ami then, with her little 
hands on her rigid hips, strode with two steps up to Miguel. 

“ Possibly, O Senor Miguel Dominguez Perez (a profound 
courtesy here), it is as thou sayest Drunkard Concho 
may be; but drunk or sober, he never turned his back on 
his friend—or—(the words grated a little here)—his enemy.” 

Miguel would have replied, but Victor was ready. 
“Fool,” he said, pinching his arm, “’tis an old friend. 
And—and—the application is still to be filled up. Are 
you crazy ? ” 

But on this point Miguel was not, and with the revenge 
of a rival added to his other instincts, he permitted Victor 
to lead him awav. 
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On their return to the fo7id<i they found Master Manuel 
too far gone with aguardiente^ and a general animosity to 
tiie average Anieruano, to be of any service. So they 
worked alone, witli pen, ink and paper, in the stufiy, 
cigarrito-cloudcil back room of the fonda. It was midnight^ 
two hours after Concho had started, that Miguel clapped 
s[)urs to his horse for the village of 'Ires Pinos, with an 
application to Governor Micheltorena for a grant to the 
“ Rancho of the Red Rocks,” comfortably bestowed in his 
pocket. 


CHAPTER Vn. 

WHO PLEAD FOR IT. 

There can be little doubt the Coroner’s jury of Fresno would 
have returned a verdict of “death from alcoholism,” as the 
result of their inquest into the cause of Concho’s death, had 
not Dr. Guild fought nobly in support of the law and his 
own convictions. A majority of the jury objected to there 
being any inquest at all, A sincere juryman thought it 
hard that whenever a Greaser pegged out in a sneakin’ kind 
o' way, American citizens should be taken from their busi¬ 
ness to find out what ailed him. “’Spose he was killed,” 
said another, “ thar ain’t no time this thirty year he weren’t, 
so to speak, just sufferin’ for it, ez Iris nat’ral right ez a 
Mexican.” The jury at last compromised by bringing In a 
verdict of homicide against certain parties unknown. Yet 
it was understood tacitly that these unknown parlies were 
severally Wiles and Pedro; Manuel, Miguel, and Roscom¬ 
mon proving an unmistakable a/ibi. Wiles and Pedro had 
fled to Lower California, and Manuel, Miguel, and Ros. 
common deemed it advisable, in the then excited state of 
the public mind, to withhold the forged application and 
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claim from the courts and the public comment. So that 
for a year after the murder of Concho and the flight of his 
assassins “ The Bltie Mass Mining Company ” remained in 
undisturbed and actual possession of the mine, and reigned 
in their stead. 

But the spirit of the murdered Concho would not down 
any more than that of the murdered Banquo, and so 
wrought, no doubt, in a quiet, Concho-like way, sore trouble 
with the “ Blue Mass Company.” For a great Capitalist 
and Master of Avarice came down to the mine and founrl 
it fair, and taking one of the Company aside, offered to 
lend his name and a certain amount of coin for a control¬ 
ling interest, accompanying the generous offer with a 
suggestion that if it were not acceded to he would be com¬ 
pelled to buy up various Mexican mines and flood the 
market with quicksilver to the great detriment of the 
“Blue Mass Company,” which thoughtful suggestion, offered 
by a man frequently alluded to as one of “ California's 
great mining princes,” and as one wlio had “ done much to 
develop the resources of the State,” was not to be lightly 
considered, and so, after a cautious nonconsultation with 
the Company, and a commendable secrecy, the stockholder 
sold out. Whereat it was speedily spread abroad that lire 
great Capitalist had taken hold of “ Blue Mass,” and the 
stock went up and the other stockholders rejoiced—until 
• the Great Capitalist found that it was necessary to put up 
expensive mills, to employ a high salaried superintendent, 
in fact, to develop the mine by the spending of its earnings, 
so that the stock quoted at 112 was finally saddled with an 
assessment of $50 per share. Another assessment of $50 
to enable the superintendent to proceed to Russia and 
Spain and examine into the workings of the quicksilver 
mines there, and also a general commission to the gifted 
and scientific Pillagcman to examine into the various com- 
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ponenl parts of quicksilver, and report if it could not be 
manufactured from ordinary sandstone by steam or electri¬ 
city, speedily brought the other stockholders to their senses. 
It was at this time that the good fellow “ Tom,” tlie serious- 
minded “ Dick,” and the speculative but fortunate “ Harr)',” 
brokers of tire Great Capitalist, found it convenient to buy 
up, for the Great Capitalist aforesaid, the various other 
shares at great sacrifice. 

I fear that I have bored my readers in thus giving the 
tiresome details of that ingenuous American pastime, which 
my counlr)’nien dismiss in their epigrammatic way as the 
“ freezing-out process.” And lest any reader should question 
the ethics of the proceeding, I beg him to remember 
that one gentleman accomplished in this art was always a 
sincere and direct opponent of the late Mr. John Oakhurst, 
gambler. 

But for once the Great Master of Avarice had not taken 
into sufiicient account the avarice of others, and was sud¬ 
denly and virtuously shocked to learn that an application 
for a patent for certain lands, known as the “Red Rock 
Rancho,” wa.s about to be offered before the United States 
Land Commission. This claim covered his mining pro¬ 
perty. But the information came quietly and secretly, as 
all of the Great Master’s information was obtained, and he 
took the opportunity to sell out his clouded title and his 
proprietorship to the only remaining member of the original 
“Blue Mass” Company, a young fellow of pith, before 
many-tongued rumour had voiced the news far and wide. 
The blow was a heavy one to the party left in possession. 
Saddled by the enormous debts and expenses of the Great 
Capitalist, with a credit now further injured by the defec¬ 
tion of this lucky magnate, who was admired for his skill 
in anticipating a loss, and whose relinquishment of any 
project meant ruin to it, the single-handed, impoverished 
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possessor of the mine, whose title was contested and whose 
reputation was yet to be made—poor Biggs, first secretary 
and only remaining officer of the “ Blue Mass Company, 
looked ruefully over his books and his last transfer, and, 
sighed ! But I have before intimated that he was built of 
good stuff, and that he believed in his work—which was well 
—and in himself, which was belter, and so, having faith even 
as a grain of mustard seed, I doubt not he would have been 
able to remove that mountain of quicksilver beyond the over¬ 
lapping of fraudulent grants. And, again, Providence- 
having disposed of these several scamps—raised up to luni 
a friend. But that friend is of sufficient import.ince to 
this veracious history to deserve a paragraph to himself. 

The Pylades of this Orestes was known of ordinary 
mortals as Royal Thatcher. Ilis genealogy, birth and 
education are, I take it, of little account to this chronicle, 
which is only concerned with Ins friendship for Biggs and 
the result thereof. He had known Biggs a year or two 
previously; they had shared each other’s purses, bunks, 
cabins, provisions and often friends, with that perfect 
freedom from obligation which belonged to the pioneer 
life. The varying tide of fortune had just then stranded 
Thatcher on a desert sand-hill in San I'rancisco, with an 
uninsured cargo of Expectations, while to Thatcher’s active 
but not curious fancy it had apparently lifted bis friends 
bark, over the bar in the Monterey mountains, into an 
open quicksilver sea. So that he was considerably sur¬ 
prised on receiving a note from Biggs to this purport 


“Dear Rov, —Run down here and help a fellow. 1 ve too much 
of a load for one. Maybe we can make a team and pull ‘ Blue Mass 
out yet ” 


Thatcher, sitting in his scantily furnished lodgings, 
doubtful of his next meal and in arrears for rent, heard 
this Macedonian cry as St. Paul did. He wrote a promis- 
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sory and soothing note to his landlady, but fearing the 
“sweet sorrow” of a personal parting, let his collapsed 
valise down from his window by a cord, and by means of 
an economical combination of stage riding and pedes- 
irianism, he presented himself, at the close of the third 
day, at Biggs’ door. In a few moments he was in posses¬ 
sion of the story ; half an hour later in possession of half 
the mine, its infelix past and its doubtful future, equally 
with his friend. 

Business over, Biggs turned to look at his partner. 
“ You’ve aged some since I saw you last," he said. “ Star¬ 
vation luck, I 'spose. I’d know your eyes, old fellow, if 
I saw them among ten thousand, but your lips are parched 
.and your mouth’s grimmer than it used to be.” Thatcher 
smiled to show that he could still do so, but did not say, 
as he might have said, that self-control, suppressed resent¬ 
ment, dis.ippointment and occasional hunger had done 
something in the way of correcting Nature’s obvious mis¬ 
takes, and shutting up a kindly mouth. He only took off 
lus threadbare coat, rolled up his sleeves, and saying, 
“ We’ve got lots of work and some fighting before us," 
pitched into the “affairs” of the Blue Mass Company on 
the instant. 


CH.VPTER VIII. 

OF COUNSEL FOR IT, 

Meanwhile Roscommon had waited. Tlien, in Garcia’s 
name and backed by him, he laid his case before the Land 
Commission, filing the application (with forged indorse- 
ments) to Governor Micheltorena, and alleging that the 

original grant was destroyed by fire. And why? 

It seemed there was a limit to Miss Carmen’s imitative 
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talent. Admirable as it was, it did not reach to tiie repro¬ 
duction of lliat official seal, which would liave been a 
necessar)’ appendage to the Governor’s grant But there 
were letters written on stamped paper by Governor Michel* 
torena, to himself, Garcia and to Miguel, and to Manuels 
father, all of which were duly signed by the sign manual 

and rubric of Mrs.-Governor-Micheltorena-Cannen-de*Haro. 
And then there was “ parol ” evidence and plenty of it ; 
witnesses who remembered everything about it—namely, 
Manuel, Miguel, and the all-recollecting De Haro; here 
were details, poetical and suggestive; and D.i:ne-Quickl) ish, 
as when his late Excellency, sitting, not “by a sea-coal 
fire,” but with aguardiente and cigarros, had sworn to him, 
the ex-ecclesiastic Miguel, that he should grant and had 
granted Garcia’s request, 'riierc were clouds of witnesses, 
conversations, letters and records, glib and p.at to tiio 
occasion. Jn brief, there was nothing wanted but the 
seal of his Excellency. 'I'he only copy of that was in the 
possession of a rival school of renaissant art and the restor¬ 
ation of antiques, then doing business before the Land 
Commission. 

And yet the claim was rejected ! Having lately recom¬ 
mended two separate claimants to a patent for the same 
land, the Land Commission became cautious and con¬ 
servative. 

Roscommon was at first astounded, then indignant, and 
then warlike—he was for an “ appale to onst I ’* 

With the reader’s previous knowledge of Roscommon’s 
disposition this may seem somewhat inconsistent; but there 
are certain natures to whom litigation lias all the excitement 
of gambling, and it should be borne in mind that this was 
his first lawsuit. So that liis lawyer, Mr. Saponaceous 
Wood, found him in that belligerent mood to which counsel 
are obliged to hypocritically bring all the sophistries of 
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their profession. “ Of course you have your right to an 
appeal, but calm yourself, my dear sir, and consider. The 
case was presented strongly, the evidence overwhelming on 
our side, but we happened to be fighting previous decisions 
ofiheLand Commission that had brought them into trouble; 
so that if Micheltorena had himself appeared in Court and 
testified to his giving you the grant it would have made no 
difference—no Spanish grant had a show then, nor will it 
have for the next six months. You see, my dear sir, the 
Government sent out one of its big Washington lawyers to 
look into this business, and he reported frauds, sir, frauds^ 
in a majority of the Spanish claims. And why, sir; why? 
He was bought, sir, bought—body and soul—by the Ringl” 
“And fwhot’s the Ring?” asked his client, sharply. 

“The Ring is—ahem 1 a combination of unprincipled 
but wealthy persons to defeat the ends of justice.” 

“And sure, fwhot’s the Ring to do wid me grant as that 
tliaving Mexican gave me as the collatherals fcr tlic bourd 
he was owin’ me? Eh, mind that now 1” 

“ The Ring, my dear sir, is the other side. It is—ahem! 
always tlie Other Side.” 

“And why the divil haven’t we a Ring too? And ain’t 
I payin’ ye five hundred dollars—and the divil of Ring ye 
have—at all, at all? Fwhot am I payin’ ye fur, eh?” 

“That a judicious expenditure of money,” began Mr. 
Wood, “outside of actual disbursements, may not be of 
infinite service to you I am not prepared to deny— 
but”- 

“Look ye, Mr. Sappy Wood, it’s the ‘appale’ I want, 
and the grant I’ll have, more betoken as the old woman’s 
har-rut and me own is set on it entoirely. Get me the land 
and ril give ye the half of it—and it’s a bargain 1” 

“ But, my dear sir, there are some rules in our profession 
—technical though they may be”— 
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“The divil fly away ^Yid yer profession, Shure is it better 
nor me own ? If I’ve risked me provisions and me whisky, 
that cost me solid goold in Frisco, on the tliafe Garcia’s 
claim, bedad 1 the loikes of ye can risk yer law.” 

“ Well,” said W ood, with an awkward smile, “ I suppose 
that a deed for one half, on the consideration of friendship, 
my dear sir, and a dollar in hand paid by me, might be re¬ 
concilable.” 

“Now it’s talkin’ ye are. But who’s the felly we’re 
foighten, that’s got the Ring?” 

“ Ah, my dear sir, it’s the United States,” said the lawyer, 
wiilj gravity. 

“The States I the Government is it? And is’t that yc’r 
afeard of? Sure its the Gov’inent that I fought in me own 
counthree, it was the Gov’ment that druv nxe to Amcriky, 
and is it now that I’m goin' back on me principles?” 

“Your political senliment| do you great credit,” began 
Mr. Wood. 

“But fwhot’s the Gov’ment to do wid the aj)pale?” 

“The Government,” said Mr. Wood significantly, “will 
be represented by the District Attorney.” 

“And who’s the spalpeen?” 

“It is rumoured," said Mr. Wood, slowly, “that a new 

one is to be appointed. /, myself, have had some ambition 
that way.” 

His client bent a pair of cunning but not overwise grey 
eyes on his American lawyer. But he only said, “Ye 
have, eh ? ” 

“Yes,” said Wood, answering the look boldly, “and if I 
had the support ofa number of your prominent countrymen, 
who are so powerful with a// parties—men like jvu, my 
dear sir—why I think you might in time become a Conser¬ 
vative, at least more resigned to the Government” 

Then the lesser and the greater scamp looked at each 



The Sto)y of a Jl/i/ie. 

other, and for a moment or two felt a warm, sympathetic, 
friendly emotion for each other, and quietly shook hands. 

Depend upon it there is a great deal more kindly human 
sympathy between two openly confessed scamps than there 
is in that calm, respectable recognition that you and I, dear 
reader, exhibit when we happen to oppose each other with 
our respective virtues. 

“ And ye’ll get the appale ? ” 

« I will.” 

And he did ! And by a singular coincidence, got the 
District Attorneyship also. And with a deed for one half 
of the “ Red Rock Rancho ” in Ids pocket, sent a brother 
lawyer in court to appear for his client, the United States, 
as against himselfy Roscommon, Garcia €t a/. Wild horses 
could not have torn him from this noble resolution. There 
is an indescribable delicacy in the legal profession which 
we literary folk ought to imitate. 

The United States lost 1 Which meant ruin and destruc¬ 
tion to the Blue Mass Company, who had bought from a 
paternal and beneficent Government lands which didn’t 
belong to it. The Mexican grant, of course, antedated the 
occupation of the mine by Concho, Wiles, Pedro, ef a/., as 
well as by the “ Blue Mass Company,” and the solitary 
partners, Biggs and Thatcher. More than that, it swallowed 
up their improvements—it made Biggs and Thatcher respon¬ 
sible to Garcia for all the money the Grand Master of Avarice 
had made out of it. Mr. District .\ttorney was apparently 
distressed, but resigned. Messrs. Biggs and Thatcher were 
really distressed and combative. 

And then, to advance a few years in this chronicle, began 
real litigation with earnestness, vigour, courage, zeal and 
belief on the part of Biggs and Thatcher, and technicalities, 
delay, equivocation and a general Fabian-like policy on the 
part of Garcia, Roscommon, ft al Of all these tedious 
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processes I note but one. which for originality and audacity 
of conception appears to me to indicate more clearly the 
temper and civilisation of the epoch. A subordinate 
officer of the District Court refused to obey the mandate 
ordering a transcript of tlie record to be sent up to tlie 
United Slates Supreme Court. It is to be regretted that 
the name of this Ephesian youth, wlio litus firetl the dome 
of our constitutional liberties, should have been otherwise 
so unimportant as to be confined to the dusty records of that 
doubtful court of which be was a doubtful servitor, and that 
his claim to immortality ceased with his double-fee’d service. 
But there still stands on record a letter by this young gentle¬ 
man arraigning the legal wisdom of the land, which is not 
entirely devoid of amusement or even instruction to young 
men desirous of obtaining publicity and capital. Howbeit 
the Supreme Court was obliged to protect itself by procuring 
the legislation of his functions out of his local fingers into 
the larger palm of its own attorney. 

These various processes of law and equity, which, wlien 
exercised practically in the affairs of ordinary business, 
might have occupied a few months’ time, dragged, clung, 
retrograded or advanced slowly during a period of eight or 
nine years. But the strong arms of Biggs and Thatcher 
held Possession, and, possibly by the same tactics employed 
on the other side, arrested or delayed ejectment, and so 
made and sold quicksilver, while their opponents were 
spending gold, until Biggs, sorely hit in the interlacings of 
his armour, fell in the lists, his cheek growing waxen and 
his strong arm feeble, and finding himself in this sore 
condition, and passing, as it were, made over his share in 
trust to his comrade, and died. Whereat, from that time 
henceforward, Royal Thatcher reigned in his stead. 

And so, having anticipated the legal record, we will go back 
to the various human interests that helped to make it up. 
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To begin with Roscommon. To do justice to his later 
conduct and expressions, it must be remembered that when 
he accepted tlie claim for the “ Red Rock Rancho,” yet 
unquestioned, from tlie hands of Garcia, he was careless, 
or at least unsuspicious of fraud. It was not until he had 
experienced the intoxication of litigation that he felt, some- 
liow, that he was a wronged and defrauded man, but with 
the obstinacy of defrauded men, prefeired to arraign some 
one fact or individual as the impelling cause of his wrong, 
rather than the various circumstances that led to it. To 
his simple mind it was made patent that the “Blue Mass 
Company” were making money out of a mine which he 
claimed, and whicli was not yet adjudged to them. Every 
dollar they took out was a fresh count in this general 
indictment. Every delay toward this adjustment of rights 
—although made by his own lawyer—was a personal wrong. 
The mere fact that there never was or had been any quid 
pro quo for this immense property—th.it it had fallen to 
him for a mere song—only added zest to his struggle. 
The possibility of his losing this mere speculation afT.cted 
him more strongly than if he had already paid down the 
million he expected to get from tlie mine. I don’t know 
that I have indicated as plainly as I might that universal 
preference on the part of mankind to get something from 
nothing, and to acquire the largest return for the least 
possible expenditure, but I question my right to say 

that Roscommon was much more reprehensible than his 
fellows. 

But it told upon him as it did upon all whom the spirit 
of the murdered Concho brooded—upon all whom Avarice 
alternately flattered and tortured. From his quiet gains 
in his legitimate business, from the little capital accumu- 
lated through industry and economy, he lavished thousands 
on this chimera of his fancy. He grew grizzled and worn 
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over his self-imposed delusion ; he no longer jcsled wiih 
his customers, regardless of quality or station or importance j 
he had cliques to mollify, enemies to placate, friends to 
reward. The grocery suffered; through giving food and 
lodgment to clouds of unimpeachable witnesses before the 
Land Commission and the District Court, “Mrs. Ros.” 
found herself losing money. Even the bar failed ; there 
was a parly of Blue Mass employees who drank at the op¬ 
posite and cursed the Roscommon claim over the 

liquor. The calm, mechanical indifference with which 
Roscommon had served his customers was gone, 'riie 
towel was no longer used after its perfunctory fashion ; the 
counter remained unwiped ; the disks of countless glasses 
marked its surface, and indicated other pre-occupation on 
tlic part of the proprietor. I’he keen grey eye of tlie 
claimant of the Red Rock Rancho was always cn the look¬ 
out for friend or enemy. 

Garcia comes next: that gentleman’s inborn talent for 
historic misrepresentation, culminated unpleasantly tlirough 
a defective memory; a year or two after he had sworn in 
his application for the Rancho, being engaged in another 
case, some trifling inconsistency was discovered in his 
Statements, which had the effect of throwing llie weigiit of 
evidence to the party who bad paid him most, but was 
instantly detected by the weaker party. Garcia’s pre¬ 
eminence as a witness, an expert and general historian, 
began to decline. He was obliged to be corroborated, 
and this required a liberal outlay of his fee. With the loss 
of his credibility as a witness bad habits supervened. He 
was frequently drunk, he lost his position, he lost his house, 
and Carmen, removed to San Francisco, supported lum 
with lier brush. 

And this brings us once more to that pretty painter and 
innocent forger, whose unconscious act bore such baleful 
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fruit on tlie barren hill-sides of the Red Rock Rancho, and 
also to a later blossom of her life, that opened, however, 
in kindlier sunshine. 


CHAPTER IX. 

WHAT THE FAIR HAD TO DO APOUT IT. 

The house that Royal Thatcher so informally quitted in 
his exodus to the promised land of Biggs, was one of those 
over-sized, under-calculated dsvellings conceived and erected 
in the extravagance of the San Francisco builder’s hopes, 
and occupied finally to his despair. Intended originally 
as the palace of some inchoate Californian Aladdin, it 
usually ended as a lodging-house in which some helpless 
widow, or hopeless spinster, managed to combine respect¬ 
ability with the hard task of bread-getting. Tiiatcher’s 
landlady was one of the former class. She had unfortunately 
survived not only her husband, but his property, and living 
in some deserted chamber, had, after the fashion of the 
Italian nobility, let out the rest of the ruin. A tendency 
to dwell upon these facts gave her conversation a peculiar 
significance on the first of each month. Tliatcher had 
noticed this with the sensitiveness of an impoverished 
gentleman. But when, a few days after her lodger’s sudden 
disappearance, a note came from him containing a draft in 
noble excess of all arrears and charges, the widow’s heart 
was lifted, and the rock smitten with the golden wand 
gushed beneficence, that shone in a new gown for the 
widow, and a new suit for “Johnny,” her son, a new oil¬ 
cloth in the hall, belter service to the lodgers, and, let us 
be thankful, a kindlier consideration for the poor little 
black-eyed painter from Monterey, then dreadfully behind 
in her room rent. For, to tell the truth, the calls upon Miss 
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de Haro's scant purse by her uncle had lately been frequent, 
perjury having declined in the Monterey market, through 
excessive and injudicious supply, until the line of demarca¬ 
tion between it and absolute verity was so finely drawn 
that Victor Garcia had remarked that “he might as well 

tell the truth at once and save his soul, since the devil was 
in the market! ” 

Mistress Plodgitt, the landlady, could not resist the 
desire to acquaint Carmen de Haro with her good fortune. 
“He was always a friend of yours, my dear—and I know 
him to be a gentleman that would never let a poor widow 
suffer; and see what he says about you!” Here she pro¬ 
duced Thatcher's note and read: “Tell my little neighbour 
that I shall come back soon to carry her and her sketchin<^- 
t^ools off by force, and I shall not let her return until she 
has caught the black mountains and the red rocks she used 

to talk about, and put the Blue Mass Mill in the foreground 
of the picture I shall order.” 

What is this, little one? Surely, Carmen, thou needst 

not blush at tms, thy first grand offer. Holy Vindn ! Is it 

of a necessity that thou shouldst stick the n-rong end of thy 

brush in thy mouth, and then drop it in tl,y lap? Or was 

It taught thee by the good Sisters at the convent to stride 

m that boyish fashion to the si.le of thy elders and snatch 

tom their hands the missive thou ivouldst read ? htore of 

this we would know, O Carmen-smallest of brunettes- 

speak, little one, even in thine own melodious speech, that 

I may commend thee and thy rare discretion to my own 
fair countrywomen. ’ 

Alas 1 neither the present chronicler nor Mistress Plod-itt 
go any further information from the prudent Carmen, a°nd 

Wrl^"' <>>01 were already 

Mistress Carmen’s little room was opposite to Thatcher’s, 

D 
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and once or twice, the doors being open, Thatcher had a 
glimpse across the passage of a black-haired head and a 
sturdy, boyish little figure in a great blue apron, perched 
on a stool before an easel, and, on (he other hand, Carmen 
had often been conscious of the fumes of a tobacco pipe 
penetrating her cloistered seclusion, and had seen across 
the passage, vaguely enveloped in the same nicotine cloud, 
an American Olympian, in a rocking-chair, with his feet on 
the mantel-shelf. They had once or twice met on the 
staircase, on which occasion Thatcher had greeted her 
with a word or two of respectful yet half-humorous courtesy 
—a courtesy which never really offends a true woman, 
although it often piques her self-aplomb by the slight 
assumption of superiority in the humorist. A woman is 
quick to recognise the fact that the great and more dan¬ 
gerous passions are always serious, and may be excused it 
in self-respect she is often induced to try if there be not 
somewhere under the skin of this laughing Mercutio the 
flesh and blood of a Romeo. Thatcher was by nature a 
defender and protector; weakness, and weakness alone, 
stirred the depths of his tenderness—often, I fear, only 
through its half humorous aspects—and on this plane he 
was pleased to place women and children. I mention this 
fact for the benefit of the more youthful members of my 
species, and am satisfied that an unconditional surrender, 
and tlie complete laying down at the feet of Beauty of all 
strong masculinity, is a cheap Gallicism lliat is untranslat¬ 
able to most women worthy the winning. For a woman 
Must always look up to the man she truly loves—even if 
she has to go down on her knees to do it. 

Only the masculine reader will infer from this that 
Carmen was in love with Thatcher j the more critical and 
analytical feminine eye will see nothing herein that might 
not have happened consistently with friendship. For 
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Tiiatciier was no sentimentalist ; he had hardly paid a 
compliment to the girl—even in the unspoken but most 
delicate form of attention. There were days when his 
room door was closed; there were days succeeding these 
blanks when he met her as frankly and naturally as if he 
had seen her yesterday. Indeed on those days following 

his flight the simple-minded Carmen, being aware_heaven 

knows how—that he had not opened his door during that 
period, and fearing sickness, sudden death, or perhaps 
suicide, by her appeals to the landlady, assisted unwittingly 
in discovering Ids ilight and defection. .As she was fora 
few moments as indignant ns Mrs. Plodgitt, it i= evident 
that she had but little sympathy with the delinquent. And 
besides, hitherto she had known only Concho—her earliest 
friend—and was true to his memory—as against all Ameri- 
ronos, whom she firmly believed to be his murderers. 

So she dismissed the offer and the man from her mind, 
and went back to her painting—a fancy portrait of the 
good Padre junipero Serra, a great missionary, who, haply 
for the integrity of his bones and character, died some 
hundred years before the .Americans look poasession of 
California. The picture was fair but unsaleable, and slie 
began to think seriously of sign-painting, which was then 
much more popular and marketable. An unfinished head 
of San Juan de Bautista, artificially framed in clouds, she 
disposed of to a prominent druggist for $ 50 , where it did 
good service as exhibiting the effect of four bottles o( 
Jones Freckle Eradicaior/' and in a jilcasant and unob¬ 
trusive way revived the memory of the saint. Still she felt 
weary and was growing desi>ondent, and had a longing for 

the good Sisters and the blameless lethargy of conventual 
life, and then-- 

He came 1 

But not as the Prince should come, on a white charger, 
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to carry away this cruelly abused and enchanted damsel. 
He was sun-burned, he was bearded “ like the pard ; ” he 
was a little careless as to his dress, and preoccupied in his 
ways. But his mouth and eyes were the same, and when 
he repeated in his old frank, half-mischievous way the 
invitation of his letter, poor little Carmen could only hesi¬ 
tate and blush. 

A thought struck liim and sent the colour to his face. 
Your gentleman born is always as modest as a woman. 
He ran downstairs, and seizing the widowed Plodgitt, said 
hastily— 

“You’re just killing yourself here. Take a change. 
Come down to Monterey for a day or two with me, and 
bring Miss De Haro with you for company.” 

The old lady recognised tlie situation. Thatcher was 
now a man of vast possibilities. In all maternal daughters 
of Eve there is the slightest bit of the chaperone and 
match-maker. It is the last way of reviving the past 

She consented, and Carmen De Haro could not well 
refuse. 

The ladies found the Blue Mass Mills very much as 
Thatcher had previously described it to them, “a trifle 
rough and mannish.” But he made over to them the one 
tenement reserved for himself, and slept with his men, or 
more likely under the trees. At first Mrs. Plodgitt missed 
gas and running water, and the several conveniences of 
civilisation, among which I fear may be mentioned sheets 
and pillow cases; but the balsam of the mountain air 
soothed her neuralgia and her temper. As for Carmen, she 
rioted in the unlimited license of her absolute freedom froni 
conventional restraint and the indulgence of her childlike 
impulses. She scoured the ledges far and wide alone j she 
dipped into dark copses and scrambled over sterile patches 
of chimisal, and came back laden with the spoil of buckeye 
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blossoms, Manzanita berries and laurel. But she would 
not make a sketch of the Blue Mass Company’s mills on a 
Mercator’s projection ; someiliing that could be afterwards 
lithographed or chromoed, with the mills turning out tons 
of quicksilver through the energies of a happy and pictur¬ 
esque assemblage of n)iners—even to please her padrone, 
Don Royal Thatclier. On the contrary', she made a study 
of the ruins of the crumbled and decayed Red Rock 
furnace, with the black mountain above it, and the light of 
a dying camp fire shining upon it and the dull red excava¬ 
tions in the ledge. But even this did not satisfy her until 
she had made some alterations, and when she finally 
brought her finished study to Don Royal she looked at 
him a little defiantly. Thatcher admired honestly and 
then criticised a little humorously and dishonestly. •* But 
couldn t you, for a consideration, put up a signboard on 
that rock with the inscription, ‘ Road to the Blue Mass 
Company’s new mills to the right,' and combine business 
with art? That’s the fault of you geniuses. But what’s this 
blanketed figure doing here, lying before the furnace ? You 
never saw one of my miners there—and a Mexician, too, 
by his serapel" **Thal,” quoth Mistress Carmen coolly, 
*‘was put in to fill up the foreground ; I wanted something 
there to balance the picture.” “ But,” continued Thatcher, 
dropping into unconscious admiration again, “it’s drawn to 
the life. Tell me, Miss De Haro, before 1 ask the aid and 
counsel of Mrs. Plodgilt, who is my hated rival and 
your lay figure and model?” “ Oh,” said Carmen, with a 
little sigh, “it’s only poor Concho.” “And where is 
Concho?”(a little impatiently.) “He’s dead, Don Royal.” 
“Dead?” “Of a verity —very dead — murdered here 
by your countrymen.” “I see—and you knew him?” 

“ He was my friend.” 

« Oh I ” 
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Truly.” , ^ . 

“ But ” (wickedly), “ isn't this a rather ghastly advertise- 

n,ent—outside of an illustrated newspaper—of my pro¬ 
perty ? ” 

“ Gliastly, Don Royal Look you, he sleeps.” 

“ Ay” (in Spanish), “as the dead.” 

Carmen—(crossing herself hastily)—“ Afier the fashion 
of the dead.” 

They were botlt feeling uncomfortable. Carmen was 
shivering. But being a woman and tactful, she recovered 
her head first. “ It is a study for myself, Don Royal; I 
sliall make to you another.” And she slipped away, as she 
thought, out of the subject and his presence. 

But she was mistaken : in tlie evening he renewed the 
conversation. Carmen began to fence, not from cowardice 
or deceit, as the masculine reader would readily infer, but 
from some wonderful feminine instinct that told her to be 
cautious. But he got from her the fact, to him before 
unknown, that she was the niece of his main antagonist, 
and being a gentleman, so redoubled his attentions and his 
courtesy that Mrs. Plodgitl made up her mind tliat it was a 
foregone conclusion, and seriously reflected as to what she 
should wear on the momentous occasion. But that night 
poor Carmen cried herself to sleep, resolving that she would 
hereafter cast aside her wicked uncle foi this good-hearted 
j4mencano, yet never once connected her innocent pen¬ 
manship with the deadly leud between them. Women—the 
best of them—are strong as to collateral facts, swift of de¬ 
duction, but vague as children are to the exact statement 
or recognition of premises. It is hardly necessary to say 
that Carmen had never thought of connecting any act of 
hers with the claims of her uncle, and the circumstance of 
ilje signature she had totally forgotten. 

The masculine reader will now understand Carmen's con- 



The Sloiy of a Mine. 55 

fusion and blushes, and believe himself an ass to have 
Ihought them a confession of original affection. The 
feminine reader will, by this time, become satisfied that the 
deceitful minx’s sole idea was to gain the affections of 
Tiutchcr. And really I don’t know who is right. 

Nevertheless she painted a sketch for Thatcher—which 
now adorns the Company’s office in San Francisco—in 
which the properly is laid out in pleasing geometrical lines, 
and the rosy promise of the future instinct in every toucli 
of the brush, 'i'iien, having earned her “wage,” as she 
believed, she became somewhat cold and sliy to Thatcher. 
Whereat that gentleman redoubled his attentions, seeing 
only in her presence a certain mlfrise, which concerned licr 
more than himself. 'I'he niece of his enemy meant nothing 
more to him than an interesting girl—to be protected 
always—to be feared, never. But even suspicion may be 
insidiously placed in noble minds. 

Mistress Plo<lgiit, thus early estopped of match-making, 
of course put the blame on her own sex, and went over to 
the stronger side—the man’s. 

“It’s a great pity gals should be so curious,” slie said, 
sotto voce, to '1 hatcher, wiien Carmen was in one of her 
sullen moods. “Yet I ’spose it’s in her blood. Them 
Spaniards is always revengeful—like the Kyetalians.” 

Thatcher honestly looked his surprise. 

“Why, don’t you see, she’s thinking how all tliese lands 
might have been her uncle’s but for you. And instead 01 
trying to be sweet and ”-here slie slopped to cough. 

“Good God!” saiti Thatcher in great concern, “ I never 
ihought of that.” He stopped for a moment and then 
added with decision, “ I can’t believe it; it isn’t like her." 

Mrs. P. was piqued. She walked away, delivering, how¬ 
ever, this Parthian arrow: “Well, I hope 'iaint nothing 
worse,’* 
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Thatcher chuckled, then felt uneasy. When he next met 
Carmen she found his grey eyes fixed on hers with a curious, 
half-inquisitorial look she had never noticed before. This 
only added fuel to the fire. Forgetting their relations of 
host and guest, she was absolutely rude. Thatcher was 
quiet but watchful; got the Plodgitt to bed early, and 
un<ler cover of showing a moonlight view of the “ Lost 
Cliance Mill,” decoyed Carmen out of ear-shot, as far as the 
dismantled furnace. 

“What is the matter, Miss De Haro; have I offended 
you?” 

Miss Carmen was not aware that anything was the 
matter. If Don Royal preferred old friends, whose loyalty 
of course he knew, who were above speaking ill against a 
gentleman in his adversity —(O Carmen ! fie !) if he preferred 
their company to later friends —why—(the masculine reader 
will observe this tremendous climax and tremble)—why she 
didn’t know why he should blame her. 

Tliey turned and faced each other. Tlie conditions for 
a perfect misunderstanding could not have been better 
arranged between two people. Thatcher was a masculine 
reasoner. Carmen a feminine feeler—if I may be pardoned 
the expression. Thatcher wanted to get at certain facts, 
and argue therefrom. Carmen wanted to get at certain 
feelings and then fit tlie facts to them. 

“ But I am not blaming you, Miss Carmen,” he said 
gravely. “ It was stupid in me to confront you here with 
the property claimed by your uncle and occupied by me, 
but it was a mistake—no! (he added hastily)—it was not 
a mistake. You knew it and I didn’t. You overlooked it 
before you came, and I was too glad to overlook it after 
you were here.” 

“ Of course,” said Carmen, pettishly, “ I am the only 
one to be blamed. It’s like you men!'* (Mem. She was 
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just fifteen, and uttered this awful resume of experience just 
as if it hadn’t been tau^jht to her in her cradle.) 

Feminine generalities always stagger a man. Thatcher 
said nothing. Carmen became more enraged. 

“ Why did you want to take Uncle Victor s property, 
then?” she asked iriumphamly. 

“ I don’t know that it is your uncle’s property.” 

“You —don’t—know? Have you seen the application 
with Governor Micheltorena’s indorsement? Have you 
heard the witnesses?” she said passionately. 

“ Signatures may be forged and witnesses lie,” said 
Tiiatcher, quietly. 

“ What is it you call ‘ forged ? ’ ” 

Thatcher instantly recalled the fact that the Spanish 
language hehl no synonym for “ forgery.” The act was 
apparently an invention of Rl DiabU Americano. So he 
said, with a slight smile in his kindly eyes— 

“Anybody wicked enough and dexterous enough can 
imitate another's handwriting. When this is used to benefit 
fraud we call it ‘ forgery.* I beg your pardon—Miss De 
Haro, Miss Carmen—wliat is the matter?” 

She had suddeidy lapsed against a tree, quite helpless, 
nerveless, and witlt staring eyes fixed on his. As yet an 
embryo woman, inexperienced and ignorant, the sex’s 
instinct was potential; she had in one plunge fathomed all 
that his reason had been years groping for. 

Thatcher saw only that she was jiained, that she was 
helpless; that was enough. “ It is possible that your uncle 
may have been deceived,” he began, “ many honest men 
have been fooled by clever but deceitful tricksters, men and 
women ”- 

“ Stop! Afadre de Dios! Will you stop ? ” 

Thatcher for an instant recoiled from the flashing eyes 
and white face of the little figure that had, with menacing 
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and clenched baby fingers, strode to his side. He stopped. 
“Where is this application—this forgery?’ slie asked. 
“ Show it to me ! ” 

Thatcher felt relieved, and smiled the superior smile of 
our sex over feminine ignorance. “ You could hardly 
expect me to be trusted with your uncle’s vouchers. His 
jiapers of course are in the hands of his counsel.” 

“And when can I leave this place?” she asked, pas¬ 
sionately. 

“If you consult my wishes you will stay, if only long 
enough to forgive me. But if I have otTended you, unknow¬ 
ingly, and you arc implac.able”- 

“ I can go to-morrow, at sunrise, if I like ?” 

“As you will,” returned Thatcher, gravely. 

“ Gracias, Sehor.” 

They walked slowly back to the house. Thatcher with 
a masculine sense of being unreasonably afflicted. Carmen 
with a woman’s instinct of being hopelessly crushed. No 
word Avas spoken until they reached the door. Then 
Carmen suddenly, in her old, impulsive way, and in a 
childlike treble, sang out merrily, “Good-night, O Don 
Koyal, and pleasant dreams. Hasta Manana:' 

Thatcher stood dumb and astonished at this capricious 
girl. She saw his mystification instantly. “It is for the 
old Cat!” she whispered, jerking her thumb over her 
slioulder in the direction of the sleeping Mrs. P. “Good¬ 
night—go 1” 

He went to give orders for a pfon to attend the ladies 
and their equipage the next day. He awoke to find Miss 
De Haro gone, with her escort, towards Monterey. And 
without the Plodgitt. 

He could not conceal his surprise from the latter lady. 
She, left alone—a not altogether unavailable victim to the 
wiles of our sex—was embarrassed. But not so much that 


The Story of a Mine, 59 

she could not say to Thatcher : “I told you so—gone to 
her uncle . . . 'I'o tell him altf" 

“ All. D—n it, whai can she tell him ? ’’ roared Thatcher, 
stung out of his self-control. 

“Notliing, I hope, that she should not,” said Mrs. P., 
and chastely retired. 

She was right. Miss Carmen posted to Monterey, run¬ 
ning her horse nearly off its legs to do it, and then sent back 
her beast and escort, saying she would rejoin Mrs. Plodgitt 
by steamer at San Francisco. Then she went boldly to the 
jaw office of Saponaceous Wood, District Attorney and 
wlnlom solicitor of her uncle. 

With the majority of masculine Monterey Miss Carmen 
was known and respectfully admired, dcsj)iie tlie infelix 
reputation of her kinsman. Mr. Wood was glad to see her, 
and awkwardly gallant. Miss Carmen was cool and busi¬ 
ness-like ; she had come from her uncle to “ regard ” tire 
papers in the Red Rock Rancho case. 'Piicy were instantly 
produced. Carmen turned to the application for the grant. 
Her cheek paled slightly. ^Vith her clear memory and 
wonderful fidelity of perception she could not be mistaken. 
The sipiature of Micheltorena was in her erjon handwriting I 

Yet she looked up to tlic lawyer with a smile : “ May I 

take these papers for an hour to my uncle ? ” 

Even an older and better man than llie District Attorney 
could not have resisted those drooping lids and that gentle 
voice. 

“ Certainly.” 

I will return them in an hour.” 

She was as good as her word, and within the hour dropped 
the papers and a little courtesy to lier uncle’s legal advo¬ 
cate, and that night took the steamer to San Francisco. 

The next morning Victor Garcia, a little the worse for the 
previous night’s dissipation, reeled into Wood’s office. I 
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liave fears for my niece, Carmen. She is with the enemy,’* 
he said thickly. “ Look you at this.” 

Jt was an anonymous letter (in Mrs. Plodgitt’s own awk¬ 
ward fist), advising him of the fact that liis niece was bought 
by the enemy, and cautioning him against her. 

“ Impossible,” said the lawyer, “ it was only last week she 
sent thee $ 50 .” 

Victor blushed, even through his ensanguined cheeks, 
and made an impatient gesture with his hand. 

“ Besides,” added the lawyer coolly, “ site has been here 
to examine the papers at thy request, and returned them of 
yesterday.” 

Victor gasped—“ And—you—you—gave them to her?'* 

“ Of course!” 

“ All ? Even the application and the signature ? ” 

“ Certainly—you sent her.” 

” Sent her ? The devil’s own daughter?” shrieked Garcia. 

No ! A hundred million times, no ! Quick, before it is 
too late. Give to me the papers.” 

Mr. Wood reproduced the file. Garcia ran over it witli 
trembling fingers, until at last he clutched the fateful docu¬ 
ment. Not content with opening it and glancing at its text 
and signature, he took it to the window. 

“ It is the same,” he muttered with a sigh of relief. 

“Of course it is,” said Mr. Wood sharply. “The papers 
are all there. You’re a fool, Victor Garcia ! ” 

And so he was. And, for the matter of that, so was Mr. 
Saponaceous Wood, of counsel. 

Meanwhile Miss De Haro returned to San Francisco and 
resumed her work. A day or two later she was joined by 
her landlady. Mrs. P. has too large a nature to permit an 
anonymous letter, written by lier own hand, to stand be¬ 
tween her and her demeanour to her little lodger. So she 
coddled her and flattered her, and depicted in slightly ex- 
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aggerated colours llie grief of Don Royal at her sudden de¬ 
parture. All of which Miss Carmen received in a deniure- 
kitlen-likc way, but still kept quietly at her work. In due 
time Don Royal’s order was completed ; still she had leisure 
and inclination enough to add certain touches to her 
ghastly sketch of the crumbling furnace. 

Nevertheless, as Don Royal did not return, through 
excess of business, Mrs. Plodgiit turned an honest penny 
by letting his room, temporarily, to two quiet Mexicans, 
who, but for a beastly habit of cigarrito smoking which 
tainted tlie wljole house, were fair enough lodgers. If 
they failed in making the acquaintance of this fair country, 
woman, Miss De Haro, it was through that lady’s preoccu¬ 
pation in her over work, and not through their ostentatious 
endeavours. 

“MissDe Haro is peculiar,” explained the politic Mrs. 
P. to her guests, “she makes no acquaintances, which I 
consider bad for her business. If it had not been for me 
she would not have known Royal Thatcher, the great 
quicksilver miner—and had his order for a picture of his 
wine I’* 

The two foreign gentlemen exchanged glances. One 
said, “ Ah, God I this Is bad,” and the other, “It is not pos¬ 
sible ! ” and then, when the landlady’s back was turned, 
introduced themselves with a skeleton key into the then 
vacant bedroom and studio of their fair countrywoman, 
who was absent skctclnng. “Thou observest,” said Mr. 
Pedro, refugee, to Miguel, cx-ecclcsiastic, “ that this Ameri- 
eano is all powerful, and that tins Victor, drunkard as he 
is, is right in his suspicions.” 

“ Of a verity, yes,” replied Miguel, “ thou dost remember 
it was Jovita Castro who, for her Americano lover, betrayed 
llie Sobriente claim. It is only with us, my Pedro, that 
Mexican spirit, the real God and Liberty, yet lives 1” 
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They shook hands nobly and with sentimental fervour, 
and then went to work, />., the rummaging over of the 
trunks, drawers and portmanteaus of the ])Oor little painter, 
Carmen De Haro, and even ripped up tlie mattress of her 
virginal cot. But they found not wliat they sought. 

“ W'liat is that yonder on the easel, covered with a cloth? ” 
said Miguel; “it is a trick of these artists to put their 
valuables together.” 

Pedro strode to the easel and tore away the muslin cur¬ 
tain that veiled it; then uttered a shriek that appalled his 
comrade and brought him to his side. 

“ In the name of God,” said Miguel hastily, “ are you try¬ 
ing to alarm the house ? ” 

The ex-vaquero was trembling like a child. “ Look,” 
he said hoarsely, “look, do you see? It is the hand of 
God,” and fainted on the floor! 

Miguel looked. It was Carmen’s partly finished sketch 
of the deserted furnace. The figure of Concho, thrown out 
strongly by the camp fire, occupied the left foreground. 
But to balance her picture she had evidently been obliged 
to introduce another: the face and figure of Pedro, on all 
fours, creeping toward the sleeping man. 


CHAPTER X. 

WHO LOBBIED FOR IT. 

It was a midsummer’s day in Washington. Even at 
early morning, while the sun was yet level with the faces of 
pedestrians in its broad, shadeless avenues, it was insuffer¬ 
ably hot I.ater the avenues themselves shone like the 
diverging rays of another sun—the Capitol—a thing to be 
feared by the naked eye. Later yet it grew hotter, and then 
a mist arose from the Potomac, and blotted out the blazing 
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arch above and presently piled up along the horizon de- 
lus.ve Ihunder-clouds, that spent their strength and substance 
eiseuhere and left it hotter than before. Towards eveniiv- 
the sun came out invigorated-having cleared the heavenly 
brmv of perspiration, but leaving its fever unabated 

The c.ly was deserted. The few wiio remained ap,,ar. 
entlybuned themselves from the garish light of day in some 
dim cloistered recess of shop, hotel or restaurant, and the 
perspiring stranger, dazed by the outer glare, who broke in 
upon their quiet, sequestered repose, confronted collarless 
and coatless spectres of the past w„h fans in their hands 
who, after dreamily going through some perfunctory business’ 
immediately retired to sleep after the stranger had gone.’ 
Congressmen and Senalors had long since returned to their 
several constituencies with the various information that the 

hopeful and cheering, as the tastes of their constituency 
indicated. A few Cabinet officers still lingered, having by 
his tune become convinced that they could do nothin^ 
their own way or indeed in any way but the old way, ant] 
getting gloomily resigned to their situation. A body of 
earned cultivated men, representing the highest le^al 
ribunal in the land, still lingered in a vague idea of earnmg 

founders of the Government, ami listened patiently to the 
rgumcnts of Counsel, whose fees for advocacy of claims 
before them would have paid the life income of half the 
bench. There was Mr. Attorney General and his assistants 
still protecting the Governtnenfs millions from rapacious 
ban , and drawing the yearly public pittance that their 
Healthier private antagonists would have scarce given as a 
retainer to their junior counsel. The little stanLg army 

senseless and idiotic form of discipline the world has known 
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—a discipline so made up of Caprice, Expediency, 
Cowardice and Tyranny that its reform meant Revolution, 
not to be tolerated by legislators and lawgivers, or a Des¬ 
potism in wliich half a dozen accidentally chosen men in¬ 
terpreted their prejudices or preferences as being that Re¬ 
form. Administration after Administration and i’arty after 
Party had ]>ersisted in their desperate attempts to fit the 
youthful colonial garments, made by our fathers after by¬ 
gone fashion, over the expanded limits and generous out¬ 
line of a matured nation. Tliere were patches here and 
there, there were grievous rents and holes here and there, 
there were ludicrous and painful exposures of growing limbs 
everywhere, and the Party in Power and the Party out of 
Power could do nothing but mend and patch, and revamp 
and cleanse and scour, and occasionally, in the wildness of 
despair, suggest even the cutting off the rebellious limbs 
that persisted in growing beyond the swaddling clothes of 
its infancy. 

It was a capital of Contradictions and Inconsistencies. 
At one end of the Avenue sat the responsible High Keeper 
of the Military Honour, Valour and Warlike Prestige 
of a Great Nation, without the power to pay his own 
troops their legal dues until some selfish quarrel between 
Party and Party was settled. Hard by sat another 
secretary, whose established functions seemed to be the 
misrepresentation of the nation abroad by the least char¬ 
acteristic of its classes—the politicians—and only then 
when they had been defeated as politicians, and when 
their constituents had declared them no longer worthy to 
be even their representatives. This National Absurdity 
was only equalled by another, wherein an Ex-Politician 
was for four years expected to uphold the honour of a flag 
of a great nation over an ocean he had never tempted, 
with a discipline the rudiments of which he could scarcely 



The Story of a Mine. 65 

acquire before he was removed, or his term of oflice 
expired, receiving his orders from a superior oft'icer as 
Ignorant of his special duties as himself, and subjected to 
the revision of a Congress cognisant of him only as a 
politician. At the further end of the Avenue was another 
department, so vast in its extent and so varied in its func¬ 
tions that few of the really Great Practical Workers of the 
land would have accepted its responsibility for ten times 
its salary but which the most perfect Constitution in the 
^Vorld handed over to men who were obliged to make it n 
stepping stone to future preferment. There was another 
department, more suggestive of its financial functions 
from the occasional extravagances or economics exhibited 
in its pay-rolls—successive Congresses having taken other 
matters out of its hands—presided over by an official who 
bore the title and responsibility of the Custodian and 
Disburser of the Nation’s Purse, and received a salary that 
a bank president would have snilTcd at. For it was part 
of this Constitutional Inconsistency and Administrative 
Absurdity that in the matter of Honour, Justice, Fidelity 
to Trust, and even business Integrity, the official was 
always expected to be the superior of the Government he 
represented, ^et the crowning Inconsistency was that, 
from time to time, it was submitted to the soverci'^n 
people to declare if these various Inconsistencies were not 
really the perfect expression of the most perfect Govern- 
ment the world bad known. And it is to be recorded 
that the unanimous voices of Representative, Orator and 
Unfettered Poetry were that it was. 

Even the public press lent itself to the Great Inconsis- 
tency. It was as clear as crystal to the journal on one 
side of the Avenue that the country was going to the dogs 
unless the spirit of the fathers once more reanimated the 
public; It was equally clear to the journal on the other 

• OL» V» 
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side of the Avenue that only a rigid adherence to the Utter 
of the fatlicrs would save the nation from decline. It was 
obvious to the first-named journal that the “letter” meant 
Government patronage to the other journal; it was potent 
to that journal that the “Shekels” of Senator X. really 
animated the spirit of the fathers. Yet all agreed it was a 
great and good and perfect government—subject only to 
the predatory incursions of a hydra-headed monster known 
as a “Ring.” The Ring’s origin was wrapped in secrecy, 
Its fecundity was alarming; but although its rapacity was 
preternatural, its digestion was perfect and easy. It cir- 
cunivolved all affairs in an atmosphere of mystery; it 
clouded all things with the dust and ashes of distrust 'a 11 
disappointment of place, of avarice, of incompetency or 
ambition, was clearly attiibutable to it. It even per- 
nieatcd private and social life; there were Rings in our 
kitchen and household service ; in our public schools, that 
kept the active intelligences of our children passive; 
there were Rings of engaging, handsome, dissolute young 
fellows, who kept us moral but unengaging seniors from 
the favours of the Fair; there were subtle, conspiring 
Rings among our creditors, which sent us into bank¬ 
ruptcy and restricted our credit. In fact, it would not be 
hazardous to say that all that was calamitous in public and 
private experience was clearly traceable to that combina- 

lion of power in a minority over weakness in a maioritv— 
known as a “ Ring.” 

Haply there was a body of demigods, as yet uninvoked, 
who should speedily settle all that. When Smith of 
innesota, Robinson of Vermont, and Jones of Georgia, 
returned to Congress from those rural seclusions, so potent 
V.th .nformafon and so freed from local prejudices, it was 
derstood. vaguely, that great things would be done. 
This was always understood. There never was a time 
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in the history of American politics when, to use the 
expression of the journals before alluded to, “ the present 
session of Congress” did not “bid fair to be the most 
momentous m our history.” and did not. as far as the facts 
go, leave a vast amount of unfinished important business 
lying hopelessly upon its desks, having “bolted” the rest 
as rashly and with as little regird to digestion or assimi¬ 
lation as the American traveller has for his railway 
refreshment ^ 

In this capital, on this languid midsummer day, in an 
upper room of one of its second rate hotels, the Honour¬ 
able Mr. Pratt C. Gashwil-r sat at his writing-table. There 
are certain large, fleshy men with whom the omission of 
even a necktie or collar has all the effect of an indecent 
exposure. I he Honourable Mr. Gashwiler. in his trousers 
and shirt, was a sight to be avoided by the modest eve. 
Ilierc were such palpable suggestions of vast extents of 
unctuous flesh m the slight glimpse offered by his open 
Koat, tliat lus (iishabUU should have been as private as 
Us business. Nevertheless, when there was a knock at 
ins door he unhesitatingly said, “Come in ! ”_i>ushin.r 
away a goblet crowned with a certain aromatic herb with 
ns right hand, while he drew towards him with his left a 
ew proof slips of his forthcoming speech. The Gashwiler 
brow became, as it were, intelligently abstracted. 

le intruder regarded Gashwiler with a glance of familiar 
ecognition from his right eye, wliile his left took in a rapid 
surv^ey of the papers on the table, and gleamed sardoni- 

“ You^are at work. I see.” he said apologetically. 

Yts, replied the Congressman, with an air of perfunc- 
} ueanness-“one of my speeches. Thosed-d printers 

haul* ^ ‘ ^ 
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If the gifted Gashwiler had added that he did not write 
a very intelligent hand, or a very grammatical hand, and 
that his spelling was faulty, he would have been truthful, 
although the copy and proof before him might not have 
borne him out. The near fact was, that the speech was 
composed and written by one Expectant Dobbs, a poor 
retainer of Gashwiler, and the lionourable member’s labour 
as a proof-reader was confined to the introduction of such 
words as “ Anarcliy,’' “ Oligarchy,*’ " Satrap,” “ Palladium ” 
and “Argus-eyed,” in the proof, with little relevancy as to 
position or place, and no perceptible effect as to argument. 

The stranger suv all this with Ins wicked left eye, but 
continued to beam mildly with Ins right. Removing the 
coat and waistcoat of Gashwiler from a cliair, he drew it 
towards the table, pushing aside a portly, loud-ticking 
watch—the very image of Gashwiler—that lay beside him, 
and resting his elbows on the proofs, said— 

‘^Wcll?” 

“Have you anything new?” asked tlic Parliamentary 
Gashwiler. 

“Much! a woman!” replied the stranger. 

The astute Gashwiler, waiting further information, con¬ 
cluded to receive this fact gaily and gallantly. “A 
woman ?—my dear Mr. AViles—of course! The dear 
creatures,” he continued, with a fat, offensive chuckle, 
“somehow arc always making their charming presence felt. 
Ha I Ha ! A man, sir, in public life becomes accustomed 
to that sort of thing, and knows when he must be agreeable 
—agreeable, sir, but firm ! I’ve had my experience, sir— 
my 010/1 experience,”—and the Congressman leaned back 
in his chair, not unlike a robust St. Anthony, who had with¬ 
stood one temptation to thrive on another. 

“Yes,” said Wiles impatiently, “but d—n it,she’s on the 
of/ift' side.'* 
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“ The other si<Jc ! ” repeated Gasliwilcr vacantly. 

“ Yes. She’s a niece of Garcu’s. A little she-devil.” 

“But Garcia is on our side," rejoined Gashwiler. 

“ Yes ; but she is bought by the Ring.” 

“A woman,” sneered Mr. Gashwiler, “what can she do 
with men who won’t be made fools of? Is site so hand¬ 
some ?” 

“ I never saw any great beauty in her,” said Wiles, shortly, 
“although they say that she’s rather caught that d—d 
1 hatcher, in spite of his coldness. .At any rate she is his 
protegee. But she isn’t the sort you’re thinking of, Gash- 
wiier. Tiiey say she knows or pretends to know something 
about the grant. She may have got hold of some of hc^ 
uncles papers. Those Greasers were always d—d fools, 
and if he did anything foolish, like as not he bungled or 
didnt cover up his tracks. And with his knowledge and 
facilities too! Why if rd”-but here Mr. Wiles stopped 
to sigh over the inequality of fortune that wasted oppor¬ 
tunities on the less skilful scamp. 

Mr. Gashwiler became dignified. “She can do nothing 
with us,” he said potentially. 

Wiles turned his wicked eye on him. “Manuel and 
Miguel, who sold out to our man, are afraid of her. They 
were our witnesses. I verily believe they'd take back every¬ 
thing if she got after them. And as for Pedro, he thinks 
she holds the power of life and death over him.” 

“Pedro I Life and death—what’s ail this?” said the 
astonished Gashwiler. 

Wiles saw his blunder, but saw also that he had gone loo 
far to stop. “ Pedro,” he said, “ was strongly suspected of 
having murdered Concho, one of the original locatcrs.” 

Mr. Gashwiler turned while as a sheet, and then flushed 
again into an apoplectic glow. “ Do you dare to say," ho 
began as soon as he could find his tongue and his legs, for 
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in tlie exercise of his congressional functions these extreme 
members supported each other, “do you mean to say,” he 
stammered in rising rage, “ that you have dared to deceive 
an American lawgiver into legislating upon a measure con* 
nected with a capital offence ? Do 1 understand you to 
say, sir, that murder stands upon the record—stands upon 
tlie record, sir—of this cause to which, as a representative 
of Remus, I have lent my official aid ? Do you mean to 
say that you have deceived my constituency, whose sacred 
trust I hold, in inveigling me to hiding a crime from the 
Argus eyes of Justice ?” And Mr. Gashwiler looked towards 
the bell-pull as if about to summon a servant to witness this 
outrage against the established judiciary. 

“The murder, if it ivas a murder, took place before 
Garcia entered upon this claim or had a footing in this 
court,” returned Wiles blandly, “and is no part of the 
record.” 

“ You arc sure it is not spread upon the record !” 

“ I am. You can judge for yourself.” 

Mr. Gashwiler walked to the w’indow, returned to the 
table, finished his liquor in a single gulp, and then with a 
slight resumption of dignity, said— 

“ That alters the case.” 

Wiles glanced with his left eye at the Congressman. The 
right placidly looked out of tlie window. Presently he said 
quietly, “ I’ve brought you the certificates of stock ; do you 
wish them made out in your own name ? ” 

Mr. Gashwiler tried hard to look as if he were trying to 
recall the meaning of Wiles’ words. » Oh !—ah !—umph I 
—let me see—Oh yes, the certificates—certainly ! Of course 
you will make them out in the name of my secretary, Mr. 
Expectant Dobbs. They will perhaps repay him for the 
extra clerical labour required in the prosecution of your 
claim. He is a worthy young man. Although not a public 
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ofTicer, yet he is so near to me that perhaps I am wrong in 
permitting him to accept a fee for private interests. An 
American representative cannot be too cautious, Mr. Wiles. 
Perhaps you had better have also a blank transfer. The 
stock is, I understand, yet in the future. Mr. Dobbs, 
though talented and praiseworthy, is poor; he may wish 
to realise. If some—ahem ! some friend—hawtx circum¬ 
stanced should choose to advance the cash to him and run 
the risk—why it would only be an act of kindness.” 

“You are proverbially generous, Mr. Gashwilcr,” said 
Wiles, opening and shutting his left eye, like a dark 
lantern, on the benevolent representative. 

“ Youth, when faithful and painstaking, siiould be 
encouraged,” replied Mr. Gashwilcr. “ 1 lately imd occasion 
to point this out in a few remarks I had to make before 
the Sabbath school reunion at Remus. Thank you, I will 
see that they are—ahem—conveyed to him. I shall give 
them to him with my own hand,” he concluded, falling 
back in his chair, as if the better to contemplate the 
perspective of his own generosity and condescension. Mr. 
Wiles took his hat and turned to go. Before he reached 
the door Mr. Gashwiler returned to the social level with a 
chuckle— 

“You say this woman, this Garcia’s niece, is handsome 
and smart?” 

“ Yes.” 

“I can set another woman on the track that’ll euchre 
her every time ! ” 

Mr. Wiles was too clever to appear to notice the sudden 

lapse in the Congressman’s dignity, and only said, with his 
right eye— 

“ Can you ? " 

“By G—d I or I don’t know how to represent 
Remus." 
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Mr. thanked him with his right eye, looked a 

dagger with his left. “Good,” he said, and added per¬ 
suasively : “ Does she live liere ?” 

The Congressman nodded assent. “ .An awfully hand 
some woman—a particular friend of mine !” Mr. Gashwiler 
here looked as if he would not mind to have been rallied 
a little over his intimacy with the fair one, but the astute 
Mr. Wiles was at the same moment making up his mind, 
after interpreting the Congressman’s look and manner, that 
he must know this fair incognito if he wished to sway 
Gashwiler. He determined to bide his time. 

The door was scarcely closed upon him when anotlier 
knock diverted Mr. Gashwiler’s attention from his proofs. 
The door opened to a young man with sandy hair and 
anxious face. He entered the room deprccatingly, as if 
conscious of the presence of a powerful being, to be 
supplicated and feared. Mr. Gashwiler did not attempt 
to disabuse his mind. “Busy, you see,” he said shortly, 
“ correcting your work I ” 

“ I hope it is acceptable !” said the young man, timidly. 

“Well—yes—it will do,” said Gashwiler, “indeed I may 
say it is satisfactory on the whole,” he added with the 
appearance of a large generosity, “ quite satisfactory.” 

“ You have no news, I suppose,” continued the young 
man with a slight flush, born of pride or expectation. 

“ No, nothing as yet.” Mr. Gashwiler paused as if a 
thought had struck him. 

“ I have thought,” he said finally, “ that some position— 
such as a secretaryship with me—would help you to a 
better appointment Now, supposing that I make you my 
private secretary, giving you some important and confiden¬ 
tial business. Eh ? ” 

Dobbs looked at his patron with a certain wistful, dog¬ 
like expectancy, moved himself excitedly on his chair seat 
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in a peculiar canine-like anticipation of gratitude, slroncly 
suggesting tJiat he would have wagged his tail if he had 
had one. At which Mr. Gasliwiler became more impressive. 

Indeed, I may say I anticipated it by certain papers I 
have put in your charge and in your name, only taking 
from you a transfer—that might enable me to satisfy my 

conscience hereafter in recommending you as my—ahem_ 

()rivate secretary. Perhaps as a mere form you might now, 
while you are here, put your name to these transfers, and, 
so to speak, begin your duties at once.” 

The glow of pride and hope that mantled the cheek of 

poor Dobbs might have melted a harder heart than 

Gashwiler’s. But the Senatorial toga had invested Mr. 

Gashwiler with a more than Roman stoicism towards the 

feelings of others, and he only fell back in his chair in the 

pose of conscious rectitude as Dobbs hurriedly signed the 
paper. 

" I shall place litem in my porlman-tell,” said Gashwiler, 
suiting the word to the action, “ for safe keeping. I need’ 
not inform you, who are now, as it were, on the threshold 
of official life, that perfect and inviolable secrecy in all 
affairs of State”—Mr. G., here motioned toward his port¬ 
manteau as if it contained a treaty at least—“is most 
essential and necessary.” 

Dobbs assented; “Then my duties will keep me with 
you here?” be asked doubtfully. 

“No no,” said Gashwiler, hastily; then, correcting him¬ 
self, he added : “that is—for the present—no !” 

Poor Dobbs’ face fell. The near fact was that he had 

lately had notice to quit his present lodgings in consequence 

of arrears in his rent, and he had a hopeful reliance that 

his confidential occupation would carry bread and lodging 

with it. But he only asked if there were any new papers 
to make out 
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“Aliem? not at present; the fact is that I am obliged 
to give so much of my time to callers—I have to-day been 
obliged to see half-a-dozen—that I must lock myself up 
and say ‘ Not at home ’ for the rest of the day.” 

Feeling that this was an intimation that the interview 
was over, the new private secretary, a little dashed as to 
his near hopes, but still sanguine of the future, humbly 
took his leave. 

But here a certain Providence, perhaps mindful of poor 
Dobbs, threw into his simple hands—to be used or not, 
if he were worthy or capable of using it—a certain power 
and advantage. He had descended the staircase, and was 
passing through the lower corridor, when he was made the 
unwilling witness of a remarkable assault. 

It appeared that Mr. Wiles, who had quitted Gashwiler's 
presence as Dobbs was announced, had other business in 
the hotel, and in pursuance of it had knocked at room No. 
90. In response to the gruff voice that bade him enter, 
Mr. Wiles opened the door and espied the figure of a tall, 
muscular, fiery-bearded man extended on the bed, with the 
bed-clothes carefully tucked under his chin and his arms 
lying flat by his side. 

Mr. Wiles beamed with his right cheek, and advanced to 
the bed as if to take the hand of the stranger, who, how¬ 
ever, neither by word nor sign, responded to his salutation. 

“ Perhaps I’m intruding ? ” said Mr. Wiles blandly. 

“ Perhaps you are,” said Red Beard drily. 

Mr. Wiles forced a smile on his right clieek, which he 
turned to the smiter, but permitted the left to indulge in 
unlimite * malevolence. “ I wanted merely to know if you 
have loo..cd into that matter?” he said meekly. 

I’ve looked into it and round it, and across it and over 
it and through it,” responded the man gravely, with his 
eyes fixed on Wiles. 
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“And you have penised all the papers?'' continued 
Mr. Wiles. 

“I've read every paper, every speech, every affidavit, 
every decision, every argument,’* said the stranger, as if 
repeating a formula. 

Mr. Wiles attempted to conceal his embarrassment by 
an easy, right-lianded smile, that went off sardonically on 
the left, and continued, “Then I hope, my dear sir, that, 
having thoroughly mastered the case, you are inclined to 
be favourable to us?’' 

The gentleman in the bed did not reply, but apparently 
nestled more closely beneath the coverlids. 

“I have brought the shares I spoke of,’’continued Mr. 
Wiles insinuatingly. 

“Hev you a friend within call?” interrupted the recum¬ 
bent man gently. 

“I don’t quite understand!” smiled Mr. Wiles. “Of 
course any name you might suggest”_ 

“Hev you a friend:—any chap that you might waltz in 
here at a moment’s call?” continued the man in bed. 
“No? Do you know any of them waiters in the house? 
Thar’s a bell over yan!” and he motioned with his eyes 
towards the wall, but did not otherwise move his body. 

“ No,” said Wiles, becoming slightly suspicious and 
wrathful. 

“Mcbbe a stranger might do? I reckon lhar’s one 
passin’ in the hall. Call him in—he’ll do 1 ” 

Wiles opened the door a little impatiently, yet inquisi¬ 
tively, as Dobbs passed. The man in bed called out, “O 
stranger I” and as Dobbs stopped, said, “Come 'yar.” 

Dobbs entered a little timidly, as was his habit with 
strangers. 

“I don’t know who you be—nor care, I reckon,” said 
fhe stranger. “This yer man’’—pointing to Wiles—“is 
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Wiles. I’m Josh Sibblce of Fresno, Member of Congress 
from the 4th Consrcssional District of Californy. I’m jist 
lying here, with a derringer into each hand—jist lying here 
kivered up and holdin’ in on’y to keep from blowin’ the 
top o’ this d—tl skunk’s head off. I kinder feel I can’t 
hold in any longer. What I want to say to ye, stranger, 
is that this yer skunk—which his name is Wiles—hez bin 
tryin’ his d—dest to get a bribe onto Josh, and Josh, outo 
respect for his constituents, is jist waitin’ for some stranger 
to waltz in and stop the d—dest fight”- 

“But, my dear Mr. Sibblce, there must be some mis¬ 
take,” said Wiles earnestly. 

“Mistake? Strip me!” 

“No! no!” said Wiles hurriedly, as the simple-minded 
Dobbs was about to draw down the coverlid. 

“Take him away,” said the Honourable Mr. Sibblce, 
“ before I disgrace my constituency. They said I’d be in jail 
’afore I get through the session. Ef you’ve got any 
humanity, stranger, snake him out, and pow’ful quick too.” 

Dobbs, quite while and aghast, looked at Wiles and 
hesitated. There was a slight movement in the bed. 
Both men started for the door, and the next minute it 
closed very decidedly on the member from Fresno. 


CHAPTER XI. 

now IT WAS LOBBIED FOR. 

The Honourable Pratt C. Gashwiler, M.C., was of course 
unaware of the incident described in the last chapter. His 
secret, even if it had been discovered by Dobbs, was safe in 
that gentleman’s innocent and honourable hands, and cer¬ 
tainly was not of a quality that Mr. Wiles, at present, would 
have cared to expose. For, in spite of Mr. Wiles’ discom- 
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filure. he still had enough experience of character to know 
that the irate member from Fresno would be satisfied with 
his own peculiar manner of vindicating his own personal 
integrity, and would not make a public scandal of it. 
Again, Wiles was convinced that Dobbs was equally 
implicated with Gashwiler, and would be silent for his own 
sake. So that poor Dobbs as is too often the fate of 
simple but weak natures, had full credit for duplicity by 
every rascal in the land. 

From which it may be inferred that notliing occurred to 
disturb the security of Gnsliwilcr. When the door closed 
upon Mr. Wiles he indited a note, which, with a costly but 
exceedingly distasteful bouquet—re-arranged by Ids own 
fat fingers, and discord and incongruity visible in every 
combination of colour—he sent off by a special messenger. 
'I'hen he proceeded to nuke his toilet—an operation rarely 
graceful or picturesque in our sex, and an insult to the 
spectator when obesity is siijieraddcd. When he had put 
on a clean shirt, of whicli there was grossly too mucli, and 
added a white waistcoat, that seemed to accent his rotun¬ 
dity, he completed his attire with a black frock coat of the 
latest style, and surveyed himself complacently before a 
mirror. It is to be recorded that, however satisfactory the 
result may have been to Mr. Gashwiler, it W'as not so to 
the disinterested spectator. 'I'liere are some men on whom 
“ that deformed thief, Fashion," avenges himself by making 
their clothes appear perennially new'. The gloss of the 
tailor’s iron never disappears; the creases of the shelf 
perpetually rise in judgment against the wearer. Novelty 
was the general suggestion of Mr. Gashwiler’s full dress— 
It was never his and “Our own Make," “Nobby," 

and the “Latest Style, only $15," was as patent on the 
legislator’s broad back as if it still retained the shopman’s 
ticket. 
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Thus arrayed, within an hour he complacently followed 
the note and his floral offering. The house he sought had 
been once the residence of a foreign ambassador, who had 
loyally represented his government in a single unimportant 
treaty, now forgotten, and in various receptions and dinners, 
still actively remembered by occasional visitors to its salon^ 
now the average dreary American parlour. “ Dear me,” 
the fascinating Mr. X would say, “but do you know, love, 
in this very room I remember meeting the distinguished 
Marquis of Monte Pio,” or perhaps the fashionable Jones 
of the State Department instantly crushed the decayed 
friend he was perfunctorily visiting, by saying, “’Pon my 
soul, here—why the last lime I was in this room I gos¬ 

siped for an hour with the Countess de Castenet in that 
very corner.” For with the recall of the aforesaid Ambas¬ 
sador the mansion had become a boarding-house, kept by 
the wife of a departmental clerk. 

Perhaps there was nothing in the history of the house 
more quaint and philosophic than the story of its present 
occupant. Rogar Fauquier had been a departmental clerk 
for forty years. It was at once his practical good luck and 
his misfortune to have been early appointed to a position 
which required a thorough and complete knowledge of the 
formulas and routine of a department that expended millions 
of the public funds. Fauquier, on a poor salary, diminish¬ 
ing instead of increasing with his service, had seen suc¬ 
cessive Administrations bud and blossom and decay, but 
had kept his position through the fact that his knowledge 
was a necessity to the successive chiefs and employees. 
Once it was true that he had been summarily removed by 
a new Secretary, to make room for a camp follower, whose 
exhaustive and intellectual services in a political campaign 
had made him eminently fit for anything, but the alarming 
discovery that the new clerk's knowledge of grammar and 
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etymology was even worse than that of the Secretaiy him¬ 
self, and that, through ignorance of detail, the business of 
that department was retarded to a damage to the Govern¬ 
ment of over half a million of dollars, led to the reinstate¬ 
ment of Mr. Fauquier—<2/ a lower salary. For it was felt 
that something was wrong somewhere, and as it had 
always been the custom of Congress and the Administra¬ 
tion to cut down salaries as the first step to reform, they 
made of Mr. Fauquier a moral example. A gentleman 
born, of somewhat expensive tastes, having lived up to 
his former salary, this change brought another bread-winner 
into the field, Mrs. Fauquier, who tried, more or less un¬ 
successfully, to turn her old Southern habits of hospitality 
to remunerative account. Lut as poor Fauquier could 
never be prevailed upon to present a bill to a gentleman. 
Sir, and as some of the scions of the best Southern families* 
were still waiting for, or had been recently tlismissed from 
a position, the experiment was a pecuniary failure. Yet 
the house was of excellent repute and well patronised ; 
indeed, it was worth something to see old Fauquier silling 
at the head in his ancestral style, relating anecdotes of 
great men now dead and gone, interrupted only by occa¬ 
sional visits from importunate tradesmen. 

Prominent among what Mr. Fauquier called his “little 
family, was a black-eyed lady of great powers of fascina¬ 
tion, and considerable local reputation as a flirt Never¬ 
theless, these social aberrations were amply condoned by 
a facile and complacent husband, who looked with a lenient 
and even admiring eye upon the little lady’s amusement, 
and to a certain extent lent a tacit indorsement to her 
conduct Nobody minded Hopkinson ; in the blaze of 
Mrs. Hopkinson’s fascinations he was completely lost sight 
of. A few married women with unduly sensitive husbands, 
and several single ladies of the best and longest standing, 
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reflected severely on her conduct The younger men of 
course admired her, but I think she got her chief support 
from old fogies like ourselves. For it is your quiet, self- 
conceilcd, complacent, philosophic, broad-waisted pater¬ 
familias who, after all, is the one to whom the gay and 
giddy of the proverbially impulsive, unselfish sex owe their 
j)lace in the social firmament We are not inclined to be 
captious; we laugh at as a folly what our wives and 
slaughters condemn as a fault; our “ withers are unwrung," 
vet we still confess to the fascinations of a pretty face. 
We know, bless us, from dear experience, the exact value 
of one woman’s opinion of another; we want our brilliant 
little friend to shine; it is only the motlrs who will burn 
their two-penny immature wings in tlie flame ! And why 
should they not ? Nature has been pleased to supply more 
moths than candles ! Go to !—give the pretty creature— 
be she maid, wife or widow, a show I And so, my dear 
sir, while mater/amilias bends lier black brows in disgust, 
we smile our superior little smile, and extend to Mistress 
Anonyma our gracious indorsement. And if Giddiness is 
grateful, or if Folly is friendly—well, of course, tue can’t 
help that. Indeed it rather proves our theory. 

I had intended to say something about Hopkinson, but 
really there is very little to say. He was invariably good- 
humoured. A few ladies once tried to show him that he 
really ought to feel worse than he did about the conduct of 
his wife, and it is recorded that Hopkinson, in an excess of 
good-humour and kindliness, promised to do so. Indeed 
the good fellow was so accessible that it is said that young 
De Lancy of the Tape Department confided to Hopkinson 
his jealousy of a rival, and revealed the awful secret that 
he (De Lancy) had reason to expect more loyalty from his 
(Hopkinson’s) wife. The good fellow is reported to have 
been very sympathetic, and to have promised De Lancy tc 
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lend whatever influence he had with Mrs. Hopkinson in liis 
favour. “You see,” he said explanatorily to De Lancy, 
“she has a good deal to attend to lately, and I suppose has 
got rather careless—that’s women’s ways. But if / can't 
bring her round I’ll speak to Gashwiler—I’ll get him to use 
his influence with Mrs. Hop. So cheer up, my boy, hell 
make it all right.” 

The appearance of a bouquet on the table of Mrs. 
Hopkinson was no rare event; nevertheless Mr. Gashwiler’s 
was not there. Its hideous contrasts had offended her 
woman’s eye—it is obscr\ able that good taste survives the 
wreck of all the other feminine virtues—and she had dis¬ 
tributed it to make boulounihrcs for other gentlemen. Yet 
when he appeared she said to him hastily, pulling her little 
hand over the cardiac region— 

“I’m so glad you came. But you gave me such a fright 
an hour ago.” 

Mr. Gashwiler was both pleased and astounded. “ What 
have I done, my dear Mrs. Hopkinson ?” he began. 

“ Oh, don’t talk,” she said sadly. “ What have you done ? 
indeed ! Why, you sent me that beautiful bouquet. I 
could not mistake your taste in the arrangement of the 
flowers—but my husband was here. You know his jealousy. 

I was obliged to conceal it from him. Ka'tr —promise me 
now— 7 tever do it again.” 

Mr. Gashwiler gallantly protested. 

“ No! I am serious! I was so agitated; he must have 
seen me blush.” 

Nothing but the gross flattery of this speech could have 
clouded its manifest absurdity to the Gashwiler conscious¬ 
ness. But Mr. Gashwiler had already succumbed to the 
girlish half-timidity with which it was uttered. Neverthe¬ 
less, he could not help saying— 

“But why should he be so jealous now? Only day 

VOL. V. V 
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before yesterday I saw Simpson of Duluth hand you a nose¬ 
gay riglu before him !” 

“Ah,” returned the lady, “he was outwardly calm ///<?//, 
but you know nothing of the scene that occurred between 
us after you left.” 

“But,” gasped the practical Gashwiler, “Simpson had 
given your husband that contract—a cool fifty thousand in 
liis pocket! ” 

Mrs. Hopkinson looked as dignifiedly at Gashwiler as 
was consistent with five feet three (the extra three inches 
being a pyramidal structure of straw-coloured hair), a frond 
of faint curls, a pair of laughing blue eyes and a small belted 
waist Tlien she said, with a casting down of her lids— 

“You forget that my husband loves me.” And for once 
the minx appeared to look penitent. It was becoming, but 
as it had been originally practised in a simple while dress, 
relieved only with pale blue ribbons, it was not entirely in 
keeping with beflounced lavender and rose-coloured trim¬ 
mings. Yet the woman who hesitates between her moral 
expression and the harmony of her dress is lost And Mrs. 
Hopkinson was victrix by her very audacity. 

Mr. Gashwiler was flattered. The most dissolute man 
likes the appearance of virtue. “ But graces and accom¬ 
plishments like yours, dear Mrs. Hopkinson,” he said 
oleaginously, “belong to the whole country.” Which, 
with something between a courtesy and a stnit, he endeav¬ 
oured to represent, “And I shall want to avail myself of 
all,” he added, “ in the matter of the Castro claim. A little 
supper at Welcker’s, a glass or two of champagne, and a 
single flash of those bright eyes, and the thing is done.” 

“But,” said Mrs. Hopkinson, “I’ve promised Josiah that 
I would give up all those frivolities, and although my con¬ 
science is clear, you know how people talk I Josiah hears 
it Why, only last night, at a receptio'a at the Patagonian 
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Minister’s, every woman in the room gossiped about me 
because I led the German with him. As if a married 
woman, whose husband was interested in the Government, 
could not be civil to the representative of a friendly 
power?” 

Mr. Gashwiler did not see how Mr. Hopkinson’s late 
contract for supplying salt pork and canned provisions to 
the army of the United States sliould make his wife suscep¬ 
tible to the advances of foreign princes, but he prudently 
kept that to liimself. Still, not being himself a diplomate, 
he could not help saying— 

“But I understood that Mr. Hopkinson did not object 
to your interesting yourself in this claim, and you know 
some of the stock”— 

'I'he lady started, and said— 

“Stock! Dear Mr. Gashwiler, for heaven’s sake don’t 
mention that hideous name to me. Stock! I am sick of 
it! Have you gentlemen no other topic for a lady?” 

She punctuated her sentence with a mischievous look at 
her interlocutor. For a second time, I regret to say that 
Mr. Gashwiler succumbed. The Roman constituency at 
Remus, it is to be hoped, were happily ignorant of this last 
defection of their great legislator. Mr, Gashwiler instantly 
forgot his theme—began to ply the lady with a certain 
bovine-like gallantry, which, it is to be said to her credit, 
she parried with a playful, terrier-like dexterity, when the 
servant suddenly announced, “ Mr. Wiles.” 

Gashwiler started. Not so Mrs. Hopkinson, who, how¬ 
ever, prudently and quietly removed her own chair several 
inches from Gashwiler’s. 

“ Do you know Mr. Wiles?” she asked pleasantly. 

“NoI That is, I—ah—yes, I may say I have liad some 
business relations witli him,” responded Gashwiler, rising. 

“ Won’t you stay ? ” she added pleadingly. “ Do! ” 
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Mr. Gashwiler’s prudence always got the better of his 
gallantry. “ Not now,” he responded, in some nervousness. 
“Perhaps I had better go now, in view of what you have 
just said about gossip. You need not mention my name to 
this-er—this—Mr. Wiles.” And with one eye on the door 
and an awkward dash of his at the lady’s fingers, he 
withdrew. 

There was no introductory formula to Mr. Wiles’ inter¬ 
view. He dashed at once in tnedias res. “ Gashwiler 
knows a woman that, he says, can help us against that 
Spanish girl who is coming here with proofs, prettiness, 
fascinations and what not? You must find her out.” 

“Why?” asked the lady laughingly. 

“Because I don’t trust that Gashwiler. A woman with 
a pretty face and an ounce of brains could sell him out; 
ay, and us with him.” 

“Oh, say hvo ounces of brains. Mr. Wiles, Mr. Gash¬ 
wiler is no fool.” 

“ Possibly, except when your sex is concerned, and it is 
very likely that this woman is his superior.” 

“I should think so,” said Mrs. Hopkinson with a mis¬ 
chievous look. 

“ Ah, you know her, then ? ” 

“Not so well as I know him,” said Mrs. H., quite 
seriously. “ I wish I did.” 

“ Well, you’ll find out if she’s to be trusted! You are 
laughing—it is a serious matter ! This woman ”- 

Mrs. Hopkinson dropped him a charming courtsey and 
said— 

“ Cesi moi! ” 
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CHAPTER XII. 

A IL\CE FOR IT. 

Royal Thatcher worked hard. That the boyish little 
painter who shared his hospitality at the “Blue Mass” 
mine should afterward have little part in his active life, 
seemed not inconsistent with his habits. At present the 
mine was his only mistress, claiming his entire time, 
exasperating him with fickleness, but still requiring that' 
supreme devotion of which his nature was capable. It is 
possible that Miss Carmen saw this too, and so set about 
with feminine tact, if not to supplement, at least to make 
her rival less pertinacious and absorbing. Apart from this 
object she zealously laboured in her profession, yet with 
small pecuniary result, I fear. Local art was at a discount 
in California. The scenery of the country had not yet 
become famous; rather it was reserved for a certain 
Eastern artist, already famous, to make it so, and people 
cared little for the reproduction, under their very noses, 
of that which they saw continually with their own eyes and 
valued not. So that little Mistress Carmen was fain to 
divert her artist soul to support her plump little material 
body, and made divers excursions into the region of 
ceramic art, pointing on velvet, illuminating missals, decor¬ 
ating china, and the like. I have in my possession some 
wax-flowers—a startling fuchsia, and a bewildering dahlia- 
sold for a mere piuance by this little lady, whose pictures 
lately look the prize at a foreign exhibition, shortly after 
she had been half-starved by a California public, and 

claimed by a California press as its fostered child of 
genius. 

Of these struggles and triumphs Thatcher had no know- 
ledge, yet he was perhaps more startled than he would 
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own to himself, when, one December day, lie received this 
despatch : 

“Come to Washington at once. Carmen de Haro." 

“ Carmen de Haro! " I grieve to state that such was 
the pre occupation of this man, elected by fate to be the 
hero of tlie solitary amatory episode of this story, that for 
a moment he could not recall her. When the honest little 
figure that had so manfully stood up against him, and had 
proved her sex by afterwards running away from him, 
came back at last to his memory, he was at first mystified 
and then self*reproachful. He had been, he felt vaguely, 
untrue to himself. He had been remiss to the self-con* 
fessed daughter of his enemy. Yet why should she tele¬ 
graph to him, and what was she doing in Washington ? 
To all these speculations, it is to be said to his credit, that 
he looked for no sentimental or romantic answer. Iloyal 
Thatcher was naturally modest and self-depreciating in his 
rel.ations to the other sex, as indeed most men, who are 
apt to be successful with women, generally are—despite a 
vast degree of superannuated bosh to the contrary. In 
the half-dozen women who are startled by sheer audacity 
into submission, there are scores who are piqued by a self- 
respectful patience. And where a woman has to do half 
the wooing, she generally makes a pretty sure thing of it. 

In his bewilderment Thatcher liad overlooked a letter 
lying on his table. It was from his Washington lawyer. 
The concluding paragraph caught his eye—“Perhaps it 
would be well if you came here yourself; Roscommon is 
here, and they say there is a niece of Garcia’s, lately 
appeared, who is likely to get up a strong social sympathy 
for the old Mexican. I don’t know that they expect to 
jirove anything by her, but I’m told she is attractive and 
clever, and has enlisted the sympathies of the delegation,” 
Thatch.er laid the letter down a little indignantly. Strong 



The Siory of a Mine. 87 

men are quite as liable as weak women are to sudden 
inconsistencies on any question they may have in common. 
What right had this poor little bud he had cherished—he 
was quite satisfied now that he had cherished her, and 
really had suffered from her absence—what right had she 
to suddenly blossom in the sunshine of power, to be, per¬ 
haps, plucked and worn by one of his enemies. He did 
not agree with his lawyer tliat she was in any way connected 
with his enemies; he trusted to her masculine loyalty that 
far. Ijut here was something vaguely dangerous to the 
feminine mind—position, flattery, power. He was almost 
as firmly satisfie<l now that he had been wronged and 
neglected as he had been positive a few moments before 
that he had been remiss in his attention. Tiie irritation, 
although momentary, was enough to decide this strong 
man; he telegraphed to San Francisco, and having missed 
llie steamer, secured an overland passage to \\’ashinglon; 
thought better of it, and partly changed his mind an hour 
after the ticket was purch.ascd—but, manlike, having once 
made a practical step in a wrong direction, he kept on 
ratlier tlian admit an inconsistency to himself. Yet he 
was not entirely satisfied that his journey was a business 
one. The impulsive, weak little Mistress Carmen had 
evidently scored one against the strong man. 

Only a small part of the present great transcontinental 
railway at this time had been built, and was but piers at 
either end of a desolate and wild expanse as yet unbridged. 
When the overland traveller left the rail at Reno, he left, 
as it were, civilisation with it, and until he reached the 
Nebraska frontier, the rest of his road was only the old 
emigrant trail traversed by the coaches of tlie Overland 
Company. Excepting a part of “ Devil’s Caiion,” the way 
was unpicturesque and flat, and the passage of the Rocky 
Mountains, far from suggesting the alleged poetry of that 
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region, was only a reminder of those sterile distances of a 
level New England landscape. The journey was a dreary 
monotony, that was scarcely enlivened by its discomforts, 
never amounting to actual accident or incident, but utterly 
destructive to all nervous tissue. Insanity often super¬ 
vened. “On the third day out,” said Hank Monk, driver, 
speaking casually but charitably of a “fare”—“on the 
third day out, after axing no end of questions and getting 
no answers, he took to chewing straws that he picked outer 
the cusliion, and kinder cussin’ to hisself. From that very 
day I knew it was all over with him, and I handed him 
over to his friends at ‘Shy Ann,* strapped to the back 
scat, and ravin* and cussin’at Ben Holliday, the gent’manly 
proprietor.” It is presumed that the unfortunate tourist’s 
indignation was excited at the late Mr. Benjamin Holliday, 
then the proprietor of the line—an evidence of his insanity 
that no one wlm knew that large-liearted, fastidious, and 
elegantly cultured Californian, since allied to foreign 
nobility, will for a moment doubt. 

Mr. Royal Thatcher was too old and experienced a 
mountaineer to do aught but accept patiently and cynically 
his brother Californian’s method of increasing his profits. 
As it was generally understood that any one who came 
from California by that route had some dark design, the 
victim received little sympathy, Thatcher’s equable tem¬ 
perament and indomitable will stood him in good stead, 
and helped him cheerfully in this emergency. He ate his 
scant meals, and otherwise took care of the functions of 
his weak human nature, when and where he could, without 
grumbling, and at times earned even the praise of his 
driver by his ability to “rough it.” Which “roughing it,” 
by the way, meant the ability of the passenger to accept 
the incompetency of the company. It is true there were 
times when he regretted that he had not taken the steamer, 
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but then he reflected that he was one of a Vigilance 
Committee, sworn to hang that admirable man, the late 
Commodore William H. Vanderbilt, for certain practices 
and cruelties done upon the bodies of certain steerage 
passengers by his line, and for divers irregularities in their 
transportation. I mention this fact merely to show how 
so practical and stout a voyager as Thatcher might have 
confounded the perplexities attending the administration 
of a great steamship company with selfish greed and 
brutality, and that lie, with other Californians, may not 
have known the fact, since recorded by the Commodote’s 
family-clergyman, that the great millionaire was always 
true to the hymns of his childhood. 

Nevertheless Thatcher found time to be cheerful and 
helpful to his fellow passengers, and even to be so far 
interesting to “ Yuba Bill,” driver, as to have the bo.x seat 
placed at his disposal. “ But,” said Thatcher, in some 
concern, “ the bo.x seat was purchased by that oilier gentle¬ 
man in Sacramento. He paid extra for it, and his name’s 
on your way-bill!” “That,” said Yuba Bill, scornfully, 
“don’t fetch me even efhe’d chartered the whole shebang. 
Look yar, do you reckon Tm goln' to spile my temper by 
setting next to a man with a game eye. And such an eye! 
Gcwhillikins ! Why, darn my skin, the other day when we 
war watering at Webster’s, he got down and passed in front 
of the off-leader—tliat ycr pin/o colt that’s bin accustomed 
to injins, grizzlies and buffalo, and I’m blest ef, when her 
eye tackled his, ef she didn’t jist git up and rar 'round, that 
I reckoned Td hev to go down and take them blinders off 
from her eyes and clap ’em on his.” “ But he paid his 
money and is entitled to his seat,” persisted Thatcher. 
“Mebbe he is in the office of the kempeny,” growled 
Yuba Bill, “but it’s time some folks knowed that out in 
the plains I run this ycr team myself.” A fact which was 
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self-evident to most of the passengers. “-I suppose his 
authority is as absolute on this dreary waste as the captain 
of a ship’s in mid-ocean,” explained Thatcher to the baleful¬ 
eyed stranger. Mr. Wiles—whom the reader has recognised 
—assented with the public side of his face, but looked 
vengeance at Yuba Bill with the other, while Thatcher, 
innocent of the presence of one of his worst enemies, 
])lacated Bill so far as to restore Wiles to his rights. Wiles 
thanked him. “Shall I have the pleasure of your company 
far ? ” Wiles asked insinuatingly. “ To Washington,” replied 
Thatcher frankly. “Washington is a gay city during the 
session,” again suggested the stranger. “ I’m going on busi¬ 
ness,” said Thatcher bluntly. 

A trifling incident occurred at Pine Tree Crossing which 
did not heighten Yuba Bill’s admiration of the stranger. 
As Bill opened the double-locked box in the “ boot ” of the 
coach—sacred to Wells, Fargo & Co.’s Express and the 
Overland Company’s treasures—Mr. Wiles perceived a 
small, black morocco portmanteau among the parcels. 
“ Ah, you carry baggage there too ? ” lie said sweetly. 
“ Not often,” responded Yuba Bill shortly. “ Ah, this then 
contains valuables?” “ It belongs to that man whose seat 
you’ve got,” said Yuba Bill, wlio, for insulting purposes of 
liis own, preferred to establish the fiction that Wiles was an 
interloper, “ and ef he reckons, in a sorter mixed kempeny 
like this, to lock up his portmantle, I don’t know who’s 
business it is. Who? ” continued Bill, lashing himself into 
a simulated rage, “ who, in blank, is running this yer team ? 
Hey ? Mebbe you think, sittin’ up thar on the box-seat, you 
are. Mebbe you think you kin see ’round corners with that 
thar eye, and kin pull up for teams 'round comers, on down 
grades, a mile ahead ? ” But here Thatcher, who with some¬ 
thing of Launcelot’s concern for Modred, had a noble pity 
for all infirmities, interfered so sternly that Yuba Bill stopped. 
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On the fourth day they struck a blinding snow storm 
while ascending the dreary plateau that henceforward for 
SIX liundred miles was to be tlieir road bed. Tiie horses 
after floundering through the drift, gave out completely on 
reaching the next station, and the prospects ahead, to all 
but the experienced eye, looked doubtful. A few passengers 
advised taking to sledges, others a postponement of°he 
journey until the weather changed. Vul)a Bill alone was 
for pressing forward as they were. “Two miles more and 
were on the high grade, whar the wind is strong enough to 
blow you through the windy and jist peart enough to pack 
away over them cliffs every inch of snow that falls. I’ll 
jtst skirmish round in and out o' them drifts on these four 
wlicels, whar ye can't drag one o’them flat-bottomed dry 
goods boxes through a drift.” IJ.H had a California whips 
contempt for a sledge. But he was warmly seconded by 
J hatcher, who had ilie next best thing to experience, the 
instinct that taught him to read char.ictcr, and take advan¬ 
tage of another man’s experience. “Them that wants to 
Slop kin do so,” said Bill, authoritatively, cutting the 
Gordian knot, «them as wants to take a sledge can do so— 
thar’s one in the barn. 'I'hem as wants to go on witli me 
and the relay will come on.” Ur. Wiles selected the 
sledge and a driver, a few remained for the next stage, and 
riiatcher, with two others, deciderl to accompany Yuba 
Bill. Ihese changes took up some valuable time, and the 
storm continuing, the stage was run under the shed, the 

passengers gathering around the station fire, and not until 

after midnight did Yuba Bill put in the relays. " I wish 
you a good journey,” said Wiles, as lie drove from Die shed 
as Bill entered. Bill vouchsafed no reply, but addressing 
himself to the driver, saui curtly, as if giving an order for 
the delivery of goods, “ Shove him out at Rawlings,” passed 
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contemptuously around to the tail-board of the sled and 
returned to the harnessing of his relay. 

The moon came out and shone high as Yuba Bill once 
more took the reins in his hands. The wind, which in¬ 
stantly attacked them as they reached the level, seemed to 
make the driver's theory plausible, and for half a mile the 
road bed was swept clean and frozen hard. Farther on a 
tongue of snow extending from a boulder to the right, 
reached across their path to the height of two or three feet. 
But Yuba Bill dashed through a part of it, and by skilful 
manoeuvring circumvented tlie rest. But even as the 
obstacle was passed the coach dropped with an ominous 
lurch on one side, and the off fore wheel flew off in the 
darkness. Bill threw the horses back on their haunches, 
but before their momentum could be checked the rear hind 
wheel slipped away, the vehicle rocked violently, plunged 
backwards and forwards, and stopped. 

Yuba Bill was on the road in an instant with his lantern. 
Then followed an outbreak of profanity which I regret, for 
artistic purposes, exceeds that generous limit which a 
sympathising public has already extended to me in the 
explication of character. Let me slate, therefore, that in a 
very few moments he succeeded in disparaging the charac¬ 
ters of his employers, their male and female relatives, the 
coach builder, the station keeper, the road on which he 
travelled and the travellers themselves, with occasional broad 
expletives addressed to himself and his own relatives. For 
the spirit of this and a more cultivated poetry of expression, I 
beg to refer the temperate reader to the 3d chapter of Job. 

The passengers knew Bill, and sat, conservative, patient 
and expectant. As yet the cause of the catastrophe was not 
known. At last Thatcher’s voice came from the box-seat-^ 
What’s up. Bill?" 



93 


TJie Story 0/ a Mute. 

Not a blank linch-pin in the whole blank coacli,” was 
the answer. 

There was a dead silence. Yuba Bill executed a wild 
war dance of helpless ra^e. 

“ Blank the blank enchanted thing to blank ! ’’ 

(I beg here to refer the fastidious and cultivated reader 
to the only adjective I have dared transcribe of this actual 
oath which I once had the honour of hearing. He will, I 
trust, not fail to recognise the old classic damon in this 
wild Western objurgation.) 

“ Who did it ? ” asked Thatcher. 

Yuba Bill did not reply, but dashed up again to the box, 
unlocked the “ boot," and screamed out— 

“ The man that stole your portmantle—Wiles ! ’’ 
Thatcher laughed— 

“ Don’t worry about that, Bill. A ‘ biled ’ shirt, an extra 
collar and a few papers. Nothing more.” 

Yuba Bill slowly descended. When he reached the 

ground he plucked Thatcher aside by his coat sleeve_ 

“Ye don’t mean to say ye had nothing in that bag ye 
waz trying to get away with ? ’’ 

“ No,” said the laughing Thatcher frankly. 

“ And that Wiles warn’l one 'o them detectives?” 

“ Not to my knowledge, certainly.” 

Yuba Bill sighed sadly and relumed to assist in the 
replacing of the coach on its wheels again. 

««Never mind, Bill,” sai<i one of the passengers sympalhis* 
ingly, “ we’ll catch that man Wiles at ‘ Rawlings' sure,” 
and he looked around at the inchoate vigilance committee 
already “ rounding into form ” about him. 

“Ketch him!” relumed Yuba Bill derisively, “why 
weVe got to go back to the station, and afore we’re oflf agin 
he’s pinted fur Clarmont on the relay we lose. Ketch 
him 1 H—ll’s full of such ketches !” 
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There was clearly nothing to do but to go back to the 
station to await the repairing of the coach. While this 
was being done Yuba Bill again drew Thatcher aside— 

“I allcrs suspected that chap’s game eye, but I didn’t 
somehow allow for anything like this. I reckoned it was 
only the square thing to look arter things gen’rally, and 
’specially your traps. So, to purvent troubil and keep 
things about ’ekal, ez he was goin’ away, I sorter lifted this 
yer bag of hiz outer the tail-board of his sleigh. I don’t 
know as its any ex-change or 'compensation, but it may 
give ye a chance to spot him agin, or him you. It strikes 
me as bein’ far-minded and squar,” and with these words 
he deposited at the feet of the astounded Thatcher the black 
travelling bag of Mr. Wiles. 

“ But, Bill—see here ! I can’t lake this ! ” interrupted 
Thatcher hastily. “You can’t swear that he’s taken my 
bag—and—and—blank it all—this won’t do, you know. 
I’ve no right to this man’s things, even if”- 

“ Hold your bosses,” said Bill gravely, “ I ondertook to 
take charge o’ your traps. I didn’t—at least that d—d 
wall eyed—Thar’s a portmantle. I don’t know who’s it is. 
Take it” 

Half amused, half embarrassed, yet still protesting, 
Thatcher took the bag in his hands. 

“ Ye might open it in my presence,” suggested Yuba 
Bill gravely. 

Tliatcher, half-laugliingly, did so. It was full of papers 
and semi-legal looking documents. Thatcher's own name 
on one of them caught his eye ; he opened the paper hastily 
and perused it The smile faded from his lips. 

“ Well,” said Yuba Bill," suppose we call it a fair exchange 
at present.” 

Thatcher was still examining the papers. Suddenly this 
cautious, strong-minded man looked up into Yuba Bill’s 
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waiting face, and said quietly, in the despicable slang of the 
epoch and region— ^ 

“ It’s a go ! Suppose we do." 


CHAPTER XIII. 

HOW IT BECAME FAMOUS. 

Yuba Bill was right in believing that Wiles would lose no 
time at Rawlings. He left there on a fleet horse before 
Bill had returned with the broken-down coach to the last 
station, and distanced the telegram sent to detain him two 
hours. Leaving the stage road and its dangerous tele- 
graphic slations, he pushed southward to Denver over the 
army trail, in company with a half-breed packer, crossing 
he Missouri before Thatcher had reached Julesburg. 
Uhen Thatcher was at Omaha, Wiles was already in St. 
l^uis, and as the Pullman car containing the hero of the 
B ue Mass Mine " rolled into Chicago, Wiles was already 
walking the streets of the National Capital. Nevertheless 
he had lime rau/g to sink in the waters of the North 
1 latte, with many expressions of disgust, the little black 
portmanteau belonging to Thatcher, containing his dressin- 
case, a few unimportant letters and an extra shin, to 
wonder why simple men did not travel with their important 
documents and valuables, and to set on foot some prudent 
and cautious inquiries regarding his own lost carpct.ba<T 
and Its important contents. ° 

But for these trifles he had every reason to be satisfied 
with the progress of his plans. “ It’s all right,” said Mrs 
Hopkinson merrily, « while you and Gashwiler have been 
working with your ■ stock ’ and treating the whole world as 

‘““‘‘I done more with that earnest, 

self-beheving, self-deceiving and perfectly pathetic Ros 
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common than all you fellows put together. Why I’ve told 
his pitiful story and drawn tears from the eyes of senators 
and cabinet ministers. More than that, I’ve introduced 
him into society, put him in a dress coat—such a figure 
and you know how the best folk worship everything that is 
ouire as the sincere thing ; I’ve made him a complete suc¬ 
cess. Why, only the other night, when Senator Misnancy 
and Judge Fitzdawdle were here, after making him tell his 
story—which you know I think he really believes—I sang, 
‘There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin,’ and my 
liusband told me afterwards it was worth at least a dozen 
votes.” 

“ But about tins rival of yours—this niece of Garcia’s?” 

“ Another of your blunders—you men know nothing of 
women. Firstly, she’s a swarthy little brunette, with dots 
for eyes, and strides like a man, dresses like a dowdy, don’t 
wear slays and has no style. Then she’s a single woman 
and alone, and although she affects to be an artist and has 
Bohemian ways, don’t you see she can’t go into society with¬ 
out a chaperon or somebody to go with her. Nonsense.” 

“But,” persisted Wiles, “she must have some power; 
there’s Judge Mason and Senator Peabody, who are con¬ 
stantly talking about her, and Dinwiddle of Virginia 
escorted her through the Capitol the other day.” 

Mistress Hopkinson laughed. “ Mason and Peabody 
aspire to be thought literary and artistic, and Dinwiddle 
wanted to pique mel'^ 

“ But Thatcher is no fool ”- 

“ Is Thatcher a lady’s man ? ” queried the lady sud¬ 
denly. 

“ Hardly, I should say,” responded Wiles. “ He pre¬ 
tends to be absorbed in his swindle and devoted to his 
mine, and I don’t think that even you ”—he stopped with 
a slight sneer. 
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“There, you are misundcrstandijig me again, and what 
IS worse, you are misunderstanding your case. Thatcher is 
pleased with her because he has probably seen no one else. 
Wait till he comes to Washington and has an opportunity 
for comparison,” and she cast a frank glance at her mirror, 
where Wiles, with a sardonic bow, left her standicg. 

Gasliwiler was c^uite as confident of his own success 
with Congress. “Ue are within a few days of the end of 
the session. We will manage to have it taken up and 
rushed through before that fellow Thatcher knows what he 
is about” 


“ If it could be done before he gets iicre,” s.aid Wiles, 
“it’s a reasonably sure thing. He is delayed two days— 
he might have been delayed longer.” Here Mr. Wiles 
sighed ; if the accident had hapjiened on a mountain road, 
and the stage had been precipitated over the abyss? What 
valuable time would have been saved and success become 
a surety. Cut Mr. Wiles’ functions as an advocate did not 
include murder; at least he was doubtful if it could be 
taxed as costs. 


“We need have no fears, sir,” resumed Mr. Gashwiler, 
the matter is now in the han ‘s of the highest t. '.bunal of 
appeal in the country. It will meet, sir, with inflexible 

justice. I have already prepared some remarks”_ 

“ By the way,” interrupted Wiles infelicitously, “ where’s 
your young man—your private secretary—Dobbs?” 

The Congressman for a moment looked confused. “He 
IS not here. And I must correct your error in applying 
that term to him. I have never put my confidence in the 
hands of any one.” 

“ But you introduced liim to me as your secretary?” 

“A mere honorary title, sir. A brevet rank. I might, 
it is true, have thought to repose such a trust in him. But 
I was deceived, sir, as I fear I am too apt to be when 1 

N'OL. V. _ 
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permit my feelings as a man to overcome my duly as an 
American legislator. Mr. Dobbs enjoyed my patronage 
and the opportunity it gave me to introduce him into 
public life only to abuse it. He became, 1 fear, deeply 
indebted. His extravagance was unlimited, his ambition 
unbounded, but without, sir, a cash basis. I advanced 
money to him from time to time upon the little property 
you so generously extended to him for his services. But 
it was quietly dissipated. Yet, sir, such is the ingratitude 
of man that his family lately appealed to me for assistance. 
I felt it was necessary to be stern, and I refused. I would 
not for the sake of his family say anything, but I have 
missed, sir, books from my library. On the day after he 
left two volumes of Patent Office reports and a Blue 
Book of Congress, purchased that day by me at a store 
on Pennsylvania avenue, were missing ! I had 

difficulty, sir, great difficulty in keeping it from the 
papers I ” 

As Mr. \\'iles had heard the story already from Gashwiler’s 
acquaintance, with more or less free comment on the gifted 
legislator’s economy, he could not help thinking that the 
difficulty had been great indeed. But he only fixed his 
malevolent eye on Gashwiler and said— 

“ So he Is gone, eh ?" 

“ Yes.” 

“ And you’ve made an enemy of him ? That’s bad.” 

Mr. Gashwiler tried to look dignifiedly unconcerned, 
but something in his visitor’s manner made him uneasy. 

“ I say it’s bad, if you have. Listen. Before I left here 
I found at a boarding-house where he had boarded, and 
still owed a bill, a trunk which the landlord retained. 
Opening it I found some letters and papers of yours, with 
certain memoranda of his, which I thought ought to be in 
your possession. As an alleged friend of his I redeemed 
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tlie trunk by paying the amount of his bill, and secured the 
more valuable papers.” 

Gashwilcr's face, which had grown apoplectically siifTused 
as Wiles went on, at last gasped—“ But you got the tiunk 
and have the papers ? ” 

“ Unfortunately no ; and that’s why it’s bad.” 

“But good God ! what have you done with them?” 

“I’ve lost them somewhere on the Overland Koad.'* 

Mr. Gashwiler sat for a few moments speechless, vacillat¬ 
ing between a purple rage and a pallid fear. 'I’licn he said 
hoarsely— 

“Tliey are all blank forgeries—every one of them.” 

“ Oh no ! ” said Wiles, smiling blankly on his dexter side, 
and enjoying the whole scene malevolently with his sinister 
eye. “ Your papers are ail genuine, and I won't say are 
not all right, but unfortunately I had in the same bag some 
memoranda of my own for the use of my client, that, you 
understand, might be put to some bad use if found by a 
clever man.'* 

The two rascals looked at each other. There is, on the 
whole, really very little “ honour among thieves”—at least 
great ones—and the inferior rascal succumbed at the reflec¬ 
tion of what he might do if he were in the other rascal’s 
I>lace. “See here, Wiles,” he said, relaxing his dignity 
with the perspiration that oozed from every pore, and made 
the collar of his shirt a mere limp rag. “See here, lYe’* 
—this first use of the plural was equivalent to a confe.ssion 
—“ toe must get them papers.” 

“Of course,” said Wiles cooL’y, “if we ea//^ and i! 
Thatcher don't get wind of them.” 

“ He cannot.” 

“He was on the coach when I lost mem, coming 
r.asl.” 

Mr. Gashwiler paled again. In the emergency he had 



!0O 


The Story of a Mine, 

recourse to tlie sideboard and a bottle, forgetting Wiles. 
Ten minutes before, Wiles would have remained seated ; 
but it is recorded that lie rose, took the bottle from the 
gifted Gashwiler’s fingers, helped himself first and then sat 
down. 

“ Yes, but, my boy," saiil Gashwiler, now rapidly changing 
situations with the cooler Wiles, “yes, but, old fellow," he 
added, poking Wiles with a fat fore-finger, “don’t you see 
the whole thing will be up before he gets here." 

‘‘ Yes,’ said Wiles gloomily, “ but those lazy, easy, honest 
men have a way of popping up just at the nick of time. 
Tiiey never need hurry; all things wait for them. Why, 
don’t you remember that on the very day Mrs. Hopkinson 
and me and you got the President to sign that patent, that 
very day one of them d—n fellows turns up from San 
I'lancisco or Australia, having taken his own time to get 
here; gets here about half an hour after the President had 
signed the patent and sent it over to the office, finds the 
right man to introduce him to the President, has a talk 
with him, makes him sign an order countermanding its 
issuance, and umlocs all that has been done in six years in 
one hour." 

“Yes, but Congress is a tribunal that does not revoke its 
decrees," said Gashwiler with a return of his old manner; 
“ at least," he added, observing an incredulous shrug in the 
shoulders of his companion, “at least during the session^' 
We shall see," said Wiles, quietly taking his hat. 

“ Wc shall see, sir," said the member from Remus with 
dignity. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

WHO INTRIGUED FOR IT. 

There was at tliis time in the Senate of the United States 
an eminent and respected gentleman, scholarly, orderly, 
honourable and radical—the fit representative ofa scholarly] 
orderly, honourable and radical commonwealth. For many 
years he had held his trust with conscious rectitude, and a 
slight depreciation of other forms of merit, and for as many 
years had been as regularly returned to his seat by his con¬ 
stituency with equally conscious rectitude in themselves, 
and an equal scepticism regarding others. Removed by 
his nature beyond the reach of certain temptations, and by 
circumstances beyond even the knowledge of others, his 
social and political integrity was spotless. An orator and 
practical debater, his refined tastes kept him from person¬ 
ality, and the public recognition of the complete unselfisli- 
ness of his motives and the magnitude of his dogmas, 
protected him from scurrility. His principles had never 
been appealed to by a bribe \ he had rarely been approached 
by an emotion. 

A man of polislicd taste in art and literature, and pos¬ 
sessing the means to gratify it, his luxurious home was 
filled with treasures he had himself collected, and further 
enhanced by the stamp of his own appreciation. His 
library had not only the elegance of adornment that his 
wealth could bring and his taste approve, but a certain 
refined negligence of habitual use and the easy disorder of 
the artist’s workshop. All this was quickly noted by a 

young girl who stood on its threshold at the close of a dull 
January day. 

The card that had been brought to the Senator bore the 
name of “Carmen de Haro," and modestly, in the right- 
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hand corner, in almost microscopic script, the further de¬ 
scription of herself as “Artist.” Perhaps the picturesque* 
ness of the name and its historic suggestion caught the 
scholar’s taste, for, wlicn to his request, through his servant, 
that she would be kind enough to state her business, slie 
replied as frankly that her business was personal to himself, 
he directed that she should be admitted. Then, entrench¬ 
ing himself behind his library table, overlooking a bastion 
of books, and a glacis of pamphlets and papers, and 
throwing into his forehead and eyes an expression of utter 
disqualification for anything but the business before him, he 
calmly awaited the intruder. 

She came, and for an instant stood, liesitatingly, framing 
herself as a picture in the door. Mrs. Hopkinson was 
right—she had “no style,” unless an original and half 
foreign quaintness could be called so. There was a 
desperate attempt visible to combine an American shawl 
with the habits of a mantUla, and it was always slipping 
from one shoulder, that was so supple and vivacious as to 
betray the deficiencies of an education in stays. There 
W'as a cluster of black curls around her low forehead, fitting 
her so closely as to seem to be a part of the seal-skin cap 
she wore. Once, from the force of habit, she attempted 
to put her shawl over her head and talk through the folds 
gathered under her chin, but an astonished look from the 
Senator checked her. Nevertheless, he felt relieved, and, 
rising, motioned her to a chair with a heartiness he would 
have scarcely shown to a Parisian toilleta. And when, with 
two or three quick, long steps, she reached his side, and 
showed a frank, innocent, but strong and determined little 
face, feminine only in its Hash of eye and beauty of lip and 
chin curves, he put dowm the pamphlet he had taken up some¬ 
what ostentatiously, and gently begged to know her business. 

I think I have once before spoken of her voice—an 
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organ more often cultivated by iny fair countr>'vvomen for 
hinging than for speaking, wliich, considering that much 
of our practical relations with tlie sex are carried on with¬ 
out the aid of an opera score, seems a mistaken notion of 
theirs—and of its sweetness, gentle inflexion and musical 
emphasis. She had the advantage of having been trained 
in a musical language, and came of a race with whom 
catarrhs and sore throats were rare. So that in a few brief 
phrases she sang the Senator into acquiescence as she 
imparted the plain libretto of her business—namely, a 
“desire to sec some of his rare engravings." 

Now the engravings in question were certain etchings 
of the early great apprentices of the art, and were, I am 
happy to believe, extremely rare. From my unprofessional 
view they were exceedingly bad—showing the mere genesis 
of something since perfected, but dear, of course, to the 
true collector’s soul. I don’t believe that Carmen really 
admired them either. Cut the minx knew that the Senator 
l)rided himself on having the only “pot-hooks" of the 
great “A” or the first artistic efl’orts of “C"—I leave the 
real names to be filled in by the connoisseur—and the 
Senator became interested. For the last year two or three 
of these abominations had been hanging in his study, 
utterly ignored by the casual visitor. But here was appre¬ 
ciation ! “ She was,” she added, “ only a poor young 

artist, unable to purchase such treasures, but equally 
unable to resist the opportunity afforded her, even at the 
risk of seeming bold, or of obtruding upon a great man's 
privacy,” &c., &c. 

This flattery, which, if offered in tlie usual legal tender 
of the country, would have been looked upon as counter¬ 
feit, delivered here in a foreign accent, with a slightly 
tropical warmth, was accepted by the Senator as genuine. 
These children of the Sun are so im[)ulsivc I We, of 
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course, feci a litilc pity for the person who thus transcends 
our standard of good taste and violates our conventional 
canons—but they are always sincere. The cold New 
Englander saw nothing wrong in one or two direct and 
extravagant compliments, that would have insured his 
visitor’s early dismissal if tendered in the clipped metallic 
phrases of the commonwealth he represented. 

So that in a few moments the black, curly head of the 
little artist and the white, flowing locks of the Senator were 
close together bending over the rack that conUined the 
engravings. It Avas then iliat Carmen, listening to a 
graphic description of the early rise of Art in the Nether¬ 
lands, forgot herself and put her shawl around her head, 
holding its folds in her little brown hand. In this situation 
they Avere, at different times during the next two hours, 
interrupted by five Congressmen, three Senators, a Cabinet 
officer, an<l a Judge of the Supreme Bench—each of Avhom 
were quickly but courteously dismissed. Popular sentiment, 
hoAveAcr, broke out in the hall. 

“Well, I’m blanked, but this gets me.” (The speaker 
was a Territorial delegate.) 

At his time o life, too, lookin’ o\'er pictures with a gal 
young enough to be his grandchild. (This from a venerable 
official, since suspected of various erotic irregularities.) 

She don t handsome any.” (The honourable member 
from Dakotah.) 

This accounts for Ids protracted silence during the 

session.” (A serious colleague from the Senator’s OAvn 
Slate.) 

“ Oh, blank it all! ” {fimnes.") 

Four went home to tell their Avives. Tliere are fcAv things 
more touching in the matrimonial compact than the superb 
frankness with which each confide to each the various 
irregularities of their fiiends. It is upon tliese sacred con- 
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fiHences that the firm foundations of marriage rest un¬ 
shaken. 

Of course the objects of this comment, at least one of 
them, were quite oblivious. » I trust,” said Carmen timidly, 
>\hen they had for the fourth time regarded in rapt admira¬ 
tion an abominable something by some Dutch wood- 
chopper, “1 trust I am not keeping you from your great 
friends”—her pretty eyelids were cast down in tremulous 
distress—“I should never forgive myself. Perhaps it is 
important business of the State 

“Oh dear, no! They will come again—it’s their 
business.” 

The Senator meant it kindly. It was as near the perilous 
edge of a compliment as your average cultivated Poston 
man ever ventures, and Carmen picked it up, femininely, 

by its sentimental end. “And I supi)osc 1 shall not 
trouble you again ?” 

“I shall always be proud to place the portfolio at your 
disposal. Command me at any time,” said the Senator, 
with dignity. ’ 

“ You are kind. You are good,” said Carmen, “and I— 

I am but—look you—only a poor girl from California, that 
you know not” 

“ Pardon me. I know your country well” And indeed 
he could have told her the exact number of bushels of 
wheat to the acre in her own county of Monterey, its voting 
population, its political bias. Yet of the more important 
product before him, after the manner of book-read men, he 
knew nothing. 

Carmen was astonished, but respectful. It transpired 
presently that she was not aware of the rapid growth of the 
silk-worm in her own district, knew nothing of the Chinese 
question, and very little of the American mining laws. 
Upon these questions the senator enlightened her fully. 
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“Your name is historic, by the way,” he said pleasantly; 
“there was a Knight of Alcantara, a ‘de Haro,’ one of the 
emigrants with I^s Casas.” 

Carmen nodded her head quickly, “Yes; my great-great- 
great-g-r-c-a-t grandfather!” 

The Senator stared. 

“ Oh yes. I am the niece of Victor Castro, wlio married 
my father’s sister.” 

“The Victor Castro of the Blue Mass Mine?” asked 
the Senator abruptly, 

“ Yes,” quietly. 

Had the Senator been of the Gashwiler type he would 
have expressed himself, after the average masculine fasliion, 
by a long-drawn wlustle. But Ins only perceptible appre¬ 
ciation of a sudden astonishment and suspicion in his mind 
was a lowering of the social thermometer of the room so 
decided that poor Carmen looked up innocently, chilled, 
and drawing her shawl closer around her shoulders. 

“I have something more to ask,” said Carmen, hanging 
her head—“ it is a great, oh, a very great favour.” 

The Senator had retreated behind his bastion of books 
again, and was visibly preparing for an assault. He saw it 
all now. He had been, in some vague way, deluded. He 
had given confidential audience to the niece of one of the 
Great Claimants before Congress. The inevitable axe had 
come to the grindstone. What might not this woman dare 
ask of him ? He was the more implacable that he felt he 
had already been prepossessed—and honestly prepossessed 
—in her favour. He was angry with her for having pleased 
him. Under the icy polish of his manner there were certain 
Puritan callosities caused by early straight-lacing. He was 
not yet quite free from his ancestor’s cheerful ethics, that 
Nature, as represented by an Impulse, was as much to be 
restrained as Order represented by a Quaker. 
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Without apparently noticing his manner, Carmen went 
on, with a certain potential freedom of style, gesture and 
manner scarcely to be indicated in her mere words. “ You 
know, then, I am of Sjjanish blood, and that, in what was 
my adopted country, our motto was, ‘God and Liberty.’ 
It was of you, sir—the great Emancipator—the apostle of 
that Liberty—the friend of the down-trodden and oppressed 
—that I, as a child, first knew. In the liistories of this 
great country I liave read of you, I have learned your ora¬ 
tions. I have longed to liear you in your own pulpit 
deliver tlie creed of my ancestors. To hear you, of your¬ 
self, speak, ah! Madre de Dios I what shall I say—speak 
the oration eloquent to make the—what you call—the de¬ 
bate, that is what I have for so long hoped. Eh ! Pardon 

—you arc thinking me foolish—wild, eh—a small child 
—eh ? ” 

becoming more and more dialectical as she went on, she 
said suddenly, “I have you of myself offended. You are 
mad of me as a bold, bad child? Is it so?” 

The Senator, as visibly becoming limp and weak again 
behind his entrenchments, managed to say, “ Oh no! ” then 
“really]” and finally, “Tha-a-nks 1” 

“ I am here but for a day. I return to California in a 
day, as it were to-morrow. 1 shall never—never hear you 
speak in your place in the Capitol of this great country?” 

The Senator said, hastily, that he feared, he in fact was 
convinced, that his duly during this .session was required 
more at his desk, in the committee work, than in speaking, 
&:c,, &c. 

“Ah,” said Carmen, sadly, “it is true, then, all this that 
I liave lieard. It is true that what they have told me—that 
you have given up the great parly—that your voice is not 

longer heard in the old—what you call this—eh—the old 
issues 1 ” 
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“ Ifany one has told you that, Miss De Haro,” responded 
the Senator, sharply, “ he has spoken foolishly. You have 
been misinformed. May I ask who”- 

“Ah! "said Carmen, “I know not I It is in the air! 
I am a stranger. Perhaps I am de-ceived. But it is of all. 
I say to them, When shall I hear him speak? I go day 
after day to the Capitol, I watch him—the great Emanci¬ 
pator—but it is of business, eh ?—it is the claim of that 
one, it is the Tax, eh ? it is the Impost, it is the Post office, 
but it is the great speech of Human Rights— tiever^ never. 
I say, * How arrives all this ? ’ And some say and shake 
their heads, * never again he speaks.' He is what you call 
‘ played —yes, it is so, eh ? ‘ played out.’ I know it not— 

it is a word from Bos-ton perhaps? They say he has_eh, 

I speak not the English well—the party he has *sliaken,’ 
‘ shook ’—yes—he has the Party * shaken,’ eh ? It is right 
—it is the language of Boston, eh ? ” 

“Permit me to say. Miss De Haro,” returned the Senator, 
rising with some asperity, “that you seem to have been 
unfortunate in your selection of acquaintances, and still more 
so in your ideas of the derivations of the English tongue. 
The—er—the—er—expressions you have quoted are not 
common to Boston, but emanate, I believe, from the 
West.” 

Carmen De Haro contritely buried everything but her 
black eyes in her shawl. 

“No one,” he continued, more gently, sitting down 
again, “has the right to forecast from my past what I 
intend to do in the future, or designate the means I may 
choose to serve the principles I hold or the Party I repre¬ 
sent Those are my functions. At the same time, should 
occasion—or opportunity—for we are within a day or two 
of the close of the Session”-- 

“Yes,” interrupted Carmen sadly, “I sec—it wdll be 
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some business, some claim, someihing for somebody—ah ! 
Madre de Dios —you will not speak, and I ”- 

“When do you think of returning ?” asked the Senator, 
with grave politeness, “ when are we to lose you ? ” 

“I shall stay to the last—to the end of the Session,'’ said 
Carmen. ** And note I shall go.” She got up and pulled 
her shawl viciously over her shoulders with a pretty pettish¬ 
ness, perhaps the most feminine thing she had done th.it 
evening. Possibly, the most genuine. 

The Senator smiled affably: “ You do not deserve to 
be disappointed in either case; but it is later than you 
imagine; let me help you on the shorter distance with my 
carriage ; it is at the <Ioor.” 

He accompanied her gravely to the carriage. As it 
rolled away she buried her little figure in its ample cushions 
and chuckled to herself, albeit a little hysterically. When 
she had reached her destination she found herself crying, 
and hastily, and sonjewhat angrily, dried her eyes as she 
drew up at the door of her lodgings. 

“How have you prospered?" asked .Mr. Harlowe, of 
counsel for Royal Thatcher, as he gallantly assisted her 
from the carriage. “ I have been waiting here for two 
hours; your interview must have been prolonged—that was 
a good sign.” 

“Don't ask me now," said Carmen, a little savagely, 
“ I’m worn out and tired." 

Mr. Harlowe bowed. “I trust you will be better 
to-morrow, for we expect our friend, Mr. Thatcher.” 

Carmen’s brown check flushed slightly. “He should 
have been here before. Where is he? What was he 
doing?’’ 

“ He was snowed up on the plains. He is coming as 
fast as steam can carry him, but l»e may be loo late." 
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Cam.en did not reply. 

The lawyer lingered. “ How did you find the great 
New England Senator?” he asked, with a slight profes¬ 
sional levity. 

Carmen was tired, Carmen was worried, Carmen was a 
little self-reproachful, and she kindled easily. Consequently 
she said icily— 

“ I found him a gentleman ! 


CHAPTER XV. 

HOW IT BECAME UNFINISHED BUSINESS. 

The closing of the LXIX Congress was not unlike the 
closing of the several preceding Congresses. There was 
the same unbusiness like, impractical haste; the same 
hurried, unjust and utterly inadequate adjustment of un* 
finished, ill-digested business, that would not have been 
tolerated for a moment by the sovereign people in any 
])rivate interest they controlled. Tliere were frauds rushed 
through; there were long-suffering, righteous demands 
shelved; there were honest, unpaid debts dishonoured by 
scant appropriations ; there were closing scenes which only 
the saving sense of American humour kept from being 
utterly vile. The actors, tlie legislators tliemselves, knew 
it and laughed at it; the commentators, the Press, knew it 
and laughed at it; the audience, the great American 
people, knew it and laughed at it And nobody for an 
instant conceived that it ever, under any circumstances, 
might be otherwise. 

The claim of Roscommon was among the Unfinished 
Business. The claimant himself, haggard, pathetic, impor¬ 
tunate and obstinaie. was among the Unfinished Business. 
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Various Congressmen, more or less interested in the success 
of the claim, were among the Unfinished Business. The 
member from Fresno, who had changed his derringer for a 
speech against the claimant, was among the Unfinished 
Business. The gifted Gashwiler, uneasy in his soul over 
certain other unfinished business in the shape of his missin<» 
letters, but dropping oil and honey as he mingled with his 
brothers, was King of Misrule and Lord of the Unfinished 
Business. Pretty Mrs Hopkinson, prudently escorted by 
Jier husband, but imprudently ogled by admiring Congress¬ 
men, lent the charm of her presence to the finishing of Un¬ 
finished Business. One or two editors, who had dreams 
of a finished financial business, arising out of unfinished 
business, were there also, like ancient bards, to record with 
1 -aan or threnody the completion of Unfinished Business. 
Various unclean birds, scenting carrion in Unfinished Busi¬ 
ness, hovered in the halls or roosted in the Lobby. 

The lower house, under the tutelage of the gifted Gash¬ 
wiler, drank deeply of Roscommon and his intoxicating 
claim, and passed the half empty bottle to the Senate as 
Unfinished Business. But alas! in the very rush and storm 
and tempest of the finishing business, an unlooked-for inter¬ 
ruption arose in the person of a great Senator whose power 
none could oppose, whose right to free and extended utter¬ 
ance at all times none could gainsay. A claim for poultry, 
violently seized by the army of Sherman during his march 
through Georgia, from the hen-coop of an alleged loyal 
Irishman, opened a constitutional question, and with it the 
lips of the great Senator. 

For seven hours he spoke eloquently, earnestly, con¬ 
vincingly. For seven hours the old issues of party and 
policy were severally taken up and dismissed in the old 
forcible rhetoric tliat had early made him famous. Inter- 
ruption from other Senators, now forgetful of Unfinished 



I 12 


The Story of a Aline, 

Business and wild with reanimated party zeal; interruptions 
from certain Senators mindful of Unfinished Business, and 
unable to pass the Roscommon bottle, only spurred him to 
fresh exertion. The tocsin sounded in the Senate was 
heard in the lower house. Highly excited members congre¬ 
gated at the doors of the Senate, and left Unfinished Busi¬ 
ness to take care of itself. 

Left to itself for seven hours, Unfinished Business gnashed 
its false teeth and tore its wig in impotent fury in corridor 
and hall. For seven hours the gifted Gashwiler had con¬ 
tinued the manufacture of oil and honey, whose sweetness, 
liowever, w.is slowly palling upon the Congressional lip; 
for seven hours Roscommon and friends beat with impatient 
feet the lobby and shook fists, more or less discoloured, at 
the distinguished senator. For seven hours the one or two 
editors were obliged to sit and calmly compliment the great 
.••peech which that night flashed over the wires of a continent 
witli the old electric thrill. And, worse than all, they were 
obliged to record with it the closing of the LXIX Congress, 
with more than the usual amount of Unfinished Business. 

A little group of friends surrounded the great Senator 
with hymns of praise and congratulations. Old adversaries 
saluted him courteously as tliey passed by, with the respect 
of strong men. A little woman with a shawl drawn over 
her shoulders, and held with one small brown hand, 
approached him timidly— 

“ I speak not the English well,” she said gently, “ but 1 
have read much. I have read in the plays of your 
Shakspeare. I would like to say to you the words of 
Rosalind to Orlando, when he did fight: ‘Sir, you have 
wrestled well, and have overthrown more than your 
enemies.’” And with these words she was gone. 

Yet not so quickly but that pretty Mrs. Hopkinson, 
coming—as Victrix always comes to Victor—to thank the 
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great Senator, albeit tl)e faces of her escorts were shrouded 
in gloom, saw the shawled figure disappear. 

“ There,” she said, pinching Wiles mischievously, “ there! 
that's the woman you were afraid of. Look at her. Look 
at that dress. Ah, Heavens; look at that shawl. Didn’t 
I tell you she had no style > '* 

“Who is she?” said Wiles sullcnlv. 

“Carmen de Haro, of course,” said the lady vivaciously. 
“ What are you liurrying away so for ? You're absolutely 
pulling me along.” 

Mr. Wiles had just caught siglit of tlie travel-worn face of 
Royal Tliatchcr among the crowd that thronged the stair¬ 
case. Thatcher appeared pale and distrait; Mr Harlowe, 
his counsel, at his side, rallied him. 

“No one would think you had just got a new lease of 
your property, and escaped a great swindle. What’s the 
matter with you ? Miss De Haro passed us just now. It 
was she who spoke to the Senator. Why did you not 
recognise her?” 

“ 1 was thinking,” said 'I’liatcher gloomily. 

“ Well, you take things coolly ! And certainly you are 
not very demonstrative towards the woman who saved you 
to-day. For as sure as you live it was she who drew that 
speech out of the Senator.” 

'I hatcher did not reply, but moved away. He had 
noticed Carmen De Haro, and was about to greet her with 
mingled pleasure and embarrassment. Dut he had heard 
lier compliment to the Senator, and this strong, preoccupied, 
automatic man, who only ten days before had no thought 
beyond his property, was now thinking more of tliat compli¬ 
ment to another than of his success—and was beginning to 
liate the Senator who had saved him, the lawyer who stood 
beside him, and even the little figure that had tripped down 
the steps unconscious of him. 

VOL. V. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

AND WHO FORGOT IT. 

It was somewhat inconsistent with Royal Thatcher’s embar* 
rassment and sensitiveness that he should, on leaving the 
Capitol, order a carriage and drive directly to the lodgings 
of Miss De Haro. That on finding she was not at home 
lie should become again sulky and suspicious, and even be 
ashamed of the honest impulse that led him there, was, I 
suppose, man-like and natural. He felt that he had done 
all that courtesy required ; he had promptly answered her 
despatch with his presence. If she chose to be absent at 
such a moment, he had at least done his duty. In short, 
there was scarcely any absurdity of the imagination which 
this once practical man did not permit himself to indulge 
in, yet always with a certain consciousness that he was al¬ 
lowing his feelings to run away with him—a fact that did 
not tend to make him better humoured, and rather inclined 
liim to jdace the responsibility of the elopement on some¬ 
body else. If Miss De Haro had been home, &c, &c., 
and not going into ecslacies over speeches, &c., &c., and 
had attended to her business—/. <•., being exactly what he 
liad supposed her to be—all this would not have liappened. 

I am aware that tliis will not heighten the reader’s respect 
for my hero. But I fancy that the imperceptible progress 
of a sincere passion in the matured strong man is apt to be 
marked with even more than the usual haste and absurdity 
of callous youth. The fever that runs riot in the veins of 
the robust is apt to pass your ailing weakling by. Possibly 
there may be some immunity in inoculation. It is Lothario 
who is always self-possessed and does and says the right 
thing, while poor honest Calebs becomes ridiculous with 
genuine emotion. 
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He rejoined liis lawyer in no very gracious niooj. 'I'hc 
chambers occupied by Mr. Ilarlowc were in the basement 
of a private dwelling once occupied and made historic by 
an Honourable Somebody, who, however, was remembered 
only by the landlord and the last tenant. There were various 
shelves in the walls divided into compartments, sarcastically 
known as “pigeon-holes,” in which the dove of peace had 
never rested, but which still perpetuated, in their legends, 
the feuds and animosities of suitors now but common dust 
together. There was a portrait, aj>parently of a cherub, 
which on nearer inspection turned out to be a famous Eng¬ 
lish Lord Chancellor in his flowing wig. There were books 
with dreary, unenlivening titles—egotistic always, as record¬ 
ing Smith’s opinions on this, and Jones' commentaries on 
tliaL There was a handbill tacked on the wall, which at 
first offered hilarious suggestions of a circus or a steamboat 
excursion, but which turned out only to be a sheriff"s sale. 

1 here were several od<lly-slraped packages in newspaper 
wrappings, mysterious and awful in dark corners, that miglit 
have contained forgotten law papers or the previous week’s 
washing of the eminent counsel. There were one or two 
newspapers, which at first offered entertaining prospects to 
the waiting client, but always proved to be a law record or 
a Supreme Court decision. There was the bust of a late 
distinguished jurist, which apparently had never been dusted 
since he himself became dust, and had already grown a per¬ 
ceptibly dusty moustache on his sevcrcly-judicial upper lip. 

It was a cheerless place in the sunshine of day; at night, 
when it ought, by every suggestion of its dusty past, to 
have been left to the vengeful ghosts, the greater part of 
whose hopes and passions were recorded and gathered 
there when in the dark the dead hands of forgotten men 
were stretched from their dusty graves to fumble once more 
for their old title deeds—at night, when it was lit up by 
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flaring gaslight, the liollow mockery of this dissipation was 
so apparent that people in the streets, looking through the 
illuminated windows, felt as if the privacy of a family vault 
had been intruded upon by body-snatchers. 

Royal Thatcher glanced around the room, took in all its 
dreary suggestions in a half-weary, half-indiffcient sort of 
way, and dropped into tlie lawyer’s own revolving chair as 
that gentleman entered from the adjacent room. 

“ Well, you got back soon, I see,” said Harlowe briskly. 

“ Yes,” said his client without looking up, and with this 
notable distinction between himself and all other previous 
clients, that he seemed absolutely less interested than the 
lawyer. “ Yes, I’m here, and upon my soul I don’t exactly 
know why.” 

“You told me of certain papers you had discovered,” 
said the lawyer suggestively. 

“ Oh yes,” returned Thatcher with a slight yawn. “ I’ve 
got here some papers somewhere”—he began to feel in his 
coat-pocket languidly—“ but, by the way, this is a rather 
dreary and God-forsaken sort of place 1 Let's go up to 
Welcker’s, and you can look at them over a bottle of 
ch.ampagne.” 

“ After I’ve looked at them, I’ve something to show you 
myself,” said Harlowe, “and as for the champagne, we’ll 
liave that in the other room, by and by. At present I w’ant 
to liave my head clear, and yours too—if you’ll oblige me 
by becoming sufficiently interested in your own affairs to 
talk to me about them.'’ 

Thatcher was gazing abstractedly at tl)e fire. He started. 
“ I dare say,” he began, “ I’m not very interesting ; yet it’s 
possible that my affairs have taken up a little too much of 
my lime. However—” he stopped, took from his pocket an 
envelope and threw it on the desk—“ there are some papers. 
I don’t know what value they may be; that is for you to 
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determine. I don’t know that I’ve any legal right to tlieir 
possession—that’s for you to say, too. They came to me in 
a queer way. On the overland journey here I lost my bag, 
containing my few traps and some letters and papers ‘ of no 
value,’ as the advertisements always say, ‘ to any but tiie 
owner.* Well, the bag was lost, but tlie stage-driver declares 
that it was stolen by a fellow passenger, a—man by the name 
of Giles, or Stiles, or Ililes”- 

“Wiles,” said Harlowe earnestly. 

“ Yes,” continued Tintclier, suppressing a yawn; “yes, 
I guess you’re right—Wiles. Well, the stage-driver, firmly 
believing this, goes to work and quietly and unostentatiously 
steals—I say, have you got a cigar? ’ 

“ I’ll get you one.” 

Harlowe disappeared in the adjoining room. Th.itchcr 
dragged Harlowe’s heavy revolving desk chair, wliicli never 
before hatl been removed from his sacred position, to the 
fire, and began to poke the coals abstractedly. 

Harlowe reappeared with cigars and matches. Thatcher 
lit one mechanically, and said, between the puffs— 

“ Do you—ever—talk—to yourself?” 

“I thought I heard your voice just now in the other 
room. Anyhow, this is an awful spooky place. If I stayeil 
here alone half an hour I’d fancy that the Lord Chancellor 
up there would step down in his robes, out of his frame, to 
keep me company.’* 

“Nonsense! When I'm busy I often sit here and write 
until after midnight. It’s so quiet 1" 

“ D-mnably so ! *’ 

“ Well, to go back to the papers. Somebody stole your 
bag, or you lost it. You stole *’- 

“The driver stole,” suggest'd Thatcher, so languidly 
that it could hardly be called an interruption. 
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“ Well, we’ll say the driver stole, and passed over to you 
as his accomplice, confederate, or receiver, certain papers 
belonging ” - 

“ See here, Harlowe, I don’t feel like joking in a ghostly 
law office after midnight. Here arc your facts. Yuba Bill, 
the driver, stole a bag from this passenger, Wiles, or Smiles, 
and handed it to me to insure the return of my owa I 
found in it some papers concerning my case. There they 
are. Do witli them what you like.” 

Thatclier turned his eyes again abstractedly to the fire. 

llariowe took out the first paper— 

“ A-w, this seems to be a telegram. Yes, eh? ^Come 
to Washington at once. Carmen de Haro. 

Thatcher started, blushed like a girl, and hurriedly 
reached for the jiaper. 

“ Nonsense. Thai’s a mistake. A despatch I mislaid 
in the envelope.” 

“ I see,” said the lawyer drily. 

“ I thought I had torn it up,” continued Thatcher, after 
an awkward pause. I regret to say that here that usually 
truthful man elaborated a fiction. He had consulted it a 
dozen times a day on the journey, and it was quite worn in 
its enfoldings. Harlowe’s quick eye had noticed this, but 
lie speedily became interested and absorbed in the other 
jiapers. Thatcher lapsed into contemplation of the fire. 

“ Well,” said Harlowe, finally turning to his client, 
iiere’s enough to unseat Gashwiler, or close his moullu 
As to the rest, it’s good reading—but I needn’t tell you— 
no evidence. But it’s proof enough to stop them 
from ever trying it again—when the existence of this record 
is made known. Bribery is a hard thing to fix on a man j 
the only witness is naturally particeps cr/W«w—but it would 
not be easy for them to explain away this rascal’s record. 
One or two things I don’t understand; What’s this 
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opposite the Hon. X. s name, ‘ Took the medicine nicely, 
and feels better?’ and here—just in the margin, after Y.'s, 
‘ Must be laboured with ?’” 

“ I suppose our California slang borrows largely from the 
medical and spiritual professions,” returned Thatcher. “ But 
isn t it odd that a man shouUl keep a conscientious record 
of his own villany ? ” 

Harlowe, a little abashed at his want of knon]e<lge of 
American metaphor, now felt himself at home. “ Well, no. 
Its not unusual. In cne of those books yonder there is 
the record of a case where a man, who had committed a 
scries of nameless atrocities, c.xlending over a period of 
years, absolutely kept a memorandum of them in hisj)Ocket 
diary. It was produced in Court Wiiy, my dear fellow, 
one half our business arises from the fact that men and 
women are in the habit of keeping letters and documents 
that they might—I don't say, you know, that they ousht, 
that's a question of sentiment or ethics—but that they 
destroy.'' 

1 hatcher, half-mcchanically, took the telegram of poor 

Carmen and threw it in the fire. Jiarlowe noticed tlie act 
and smiled. 

“ I'll venture to say, however, that there’s nothing in tlie 
bag that^vtt lost that need give ycu a moment’s uneasiness. 
Its only your rascal or fool who carries with him that which 
makes him his own detective. 

“ I had a friend/' continued Harlowe, “ a clever fellow 
enough, but who was so foolish as to seriously complicate 
himself with a woman. He was himself the soul of honour, 
and at the beginning of their correspondence he proposed 
that they should each return the other's letters with their 
answer. They did so for years, but it cost him ten thousand 
doll.ars and no end of trouble, after all” 

** W hy ?” asked Thatcher simply. 
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“ Because he was such an egotistical ass as to keep the 
Utter proposing it, which she had duly returned, among his 
papers as a sentimental record. Of course somebody 
eventually found it.” 

“Goodnight,” said Thatcher, rising abruptly, “If I 
stayed here much longer I should begin to disbelieve my 
own mother.” 

“ I have known of such hereditary traits,” returned Har* 
lowe, with a laugh. “ But come, you must not go without 
the champagne.” He led the way to the adjacent room, 
which proved to be only tiie antechamber of another, on 
the threshold of which Thatcher stopped with genuine sur¬ 
prise. It was an elegantly furnished library. 

" Sybarite ! Wliy was I never here before?' 

“Because you came as a client; to-night you are my 
guest All who enter here leave their business, with their 
hats, in the hall. Look; there isn’t a law-book on those 
shelves; that table never was defaced by a title-deed or 
parchment. You look puzzled? Well, it was a whim of 
mine to put my residence and my workshop under the same 
roof, yet so distinct that they would never interfere with 
each other. You know the house above is let out to 
lodgers. I occupy the first floor with my mother and sister, 
and this is my parlour. I do my work in that severe room 
that fronts the street; here is where I i)iay. A man must 
have something else in life than mere inisiness. I find it 
less harmful and expensive to have my pleasure here.” 

Thatcher had sunk moodily in the embracing arms of an 
easy chair. He was thinking deeply; he was fond of books 
too, and like all men who have fared hard and led wander¬ 
ing lives, he knew the value of cultivated repose. Like all 
men wlio have been obliged to sleep under blankets and in 
the open air, he appreciated the luxuries of linen sheets and 
a frescoed roof. It is, by the way, only your sick city clerk 
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or your dyspeptic clergyman, who fancy that they iiave 
found in the bad bread, fried steaks and frowzy flannels of 
mountain picnicing the true art of living. And it is a 
somewhat notable fact that your true mountaineer or your 
gentleman who has been obliged to honestly “rough it,” do 
not, as a general thing, write books about its advantages or 
implore their fellow mortals to come and share their sohtude 
and their discomforts. 

Thorougidy appreciating the taste and comfort of Mar¬ 
lowe’s library, yet half envious of its owner, and half suspi¬ 
cious that his own earnest life for the past few years might 
have been different, Thatcher suddenly started from his 
seat and walked towards a parlour easel, whereon stood a 

picture. It was Carmen de Haro’s first sketch of the furnace 
and the Mine. 

“ I see you are taken with that picture,” said Harlowe, 

pausing wnli the champagne bottle in his liand. “You 

show your good taste. It's been much admired. Observe 

how splendidly that firelight plays over the sleeping face 

of that figure, yet brings out by very contrast its almost 

fieath-hke repose. Those rocks are powerfully handled ; 

what a suggestion of mystery in those shadows ? You 
know the painter?” 

Thatcher murmured » Miss de Haro,” with a new and 
rather odd self-consciousness in speaking her name. 

“ Yes. And you know the story of the jiicture, of 
course?” 

Thatcher thought he didn’t—well no, in fact, he did not 
remember. 

“Why, this recumbent figure was an old Spanish lover 
of hers, whom she believed to have been murdered there 
It’s a ghastly fancy, ain’t it ? ” 

I wo things annoyed Thatcher; first, the epithet “lover,” 
as applied to Concho by another man; second, that the 
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picture belonged to him; and what the d—1 did she mean 
by "- 

“Yes,” he broke out finally, “but how did^v» get it?” 

“Oh, I bought it of her. I’ve been a sort of patron of 
hers ever since I found out how she stood towards us. 
As she was quite alone here in Washington, my mother 
and sister have taken her up, and have been doing the 
social thing.” 

“ How long since?” asked Thatcher. 

“ Oh, not long. The day she telegraphed you she came 
here to know what she could do for us, and when I said 
nothing could be done except to keep Congress off—why, 
she went and did it. For x//r, and she alone, got that 
speech out of the Senator. But,” he added, a little mis¬ 
chievously, “you seem to know very little about her?” 

“No !—I—that is—I’ve been very busy lately,” returned 
Thatcher, staring at the picture, “ does she come here 
often ?” 

“ Yes, lately, quite often—she was here this evening with 
mother; was here, I think, when you came.” 

Thatcher looked intently at Harlowe. But that gentle¬ 
man’s face betrayed no confusion. Thatcher refilled his 
glass a little awkwardly, tossed off the liquor at a draught, 
and rose to his feet 

“ Come, old fellow, you're not going now, I shan’t permit 
it,” said Harlowe, laying his hand kindly on his client’s 
shoulder. “ You’re out of sorts! Slay here with me to¬ 
night Our accommodations are not large, but are elastic. 
I can bestow you comfortably until morning. Wait here 
a moment while I give tlie necessary orders.” 

Thatcher was not sorry to be left alone. In the last 
half-hour he had become convinced that his love for 
Carmen de Haro had been in some way most dreadfully 
abused. ^Vhile he was hard at work in California, she was 
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being introduced in Washington society by parties with 
eligible brothers who bought her paintings. It is a relief 
to the truly jealous mind to indulge in plurals. Thatcher 
liked to think that she was already beset by hundreds of 
brothers. 

He still kept staring at the picture. By and by it faded 
away in part, and a very vivid recollection of the misty, 
midnight, moonlit walk he had once taken with her came 
back and refilled the canvas with its magic He saw the 
ruined furnace; the dark, overhanging masses of rock, the 
trembling intricacies of foliage, and, above all, the flash of 
<lark eyes under a inanlilla at liis shoulder. M'hat a fool 
lie had been! Had he not really been as senseless and 
stupid as this very Concho, lying here like a log. And 
slie had loved that man. What a fool she must have 

thought him that evening? What a snob she must tliink 
him now? 

He was startled by a slight rustling in the passage, that 
ceased almost as he turned. Thatcher looked towards the 
door of the outer office, as ifhalf expecting that the Lord 
Chancellor, like the commander in Don Juan, might have 
accepted his thoughtless invitation. He listened again; 
everj'thing was still. He was conscious of feeling ill at 
case and a trifle nervous. What a long time Harlowe took 
to make his preparations. He would look out in the hall. 
'J'o do this it was necessary to turn up the gas. He did 
so, and in his confusion turned it outl 

Where were the matches? He remembered that there 
was a bronze Something on the table that, in the irony of 
modem decorative taste, might hold ashes or matche.s or 
anything of an unpicturesque character. He knocked 
something over, evidently the ink, something else—this 
time a champagne glass. Becoming reckless and now 
grojiing at random in ilie ruins, he overturned the bronze 
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Mercury on the centre table, and then sat down hopelessly 
in his chair. And then a pair of velvet fingers slid into 
his with the matches, and this audible, musical state¬ 
ment— 

“ It is a match you are seeking? Here is of them.” 

Thatcher flashed, embarrassed, nervous—feeling the 
ridiculousness of saying “Thank you” to a dark Some¬ 
body-struck the match, beheld by its brief, uncertain 
glimmer, Carmen de Haro beside him, burned his fingers, 
coughed, dropped the match, and was cast again into 
outer darkness. 

“ Let me try 1 ” 

Carmen struck a match, jumped briskly on the chair, lit 
the gas, jumped lightly down again and said—“You do 
like to sit in the dark—eh? So am I—sometimes, alone.” 

“ Miss de Haro,” said Thatcher, with sudden, honest 
earnestness, advancing with outstretched hands, “believe 
me, I am sincerely delighted, overjoyed again to meet”' 

She had, however, quickly retreated as he approached, 
csconcing herself behind the high back of a large antique 
chair, on the cushion of which she knelt. I regret to add 
also that site slapped his outstretched fingers a little sharply 
with her inevitable black fan as he still advanced. 

“We are not in California. It is Washington. It is 
after midnight. I am a poor girl, and I have to lose— 
what you call—‘a character.’ You shall sit over there,” 
she pointed to the sofa, “and I shall sit here,” she rested 
her boyish head on the top of the chair, “and we shall 
talk, for I have to speak to you—Don Royal.” 

Thatcher took the seat indicated, contritely, humbly, 
submissively. Carmen’s little heart was touched. But 
she still went on over the back of the chair. 

“ Don Royal,” she said, emphasising each word with her 
an at him, “ before I saw you—ever knew of you—I was 
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a child. Yes, I was but a child ! I was a bold, bad child 
—and I was what you call a—a—‘ forgaire ! ’ *’ 

“A what ? ” asked Thatcher, hesitating between a smile 
and a sigh. 

“A forgaire!” continued Carmen demurely. “I did 
of myself write the names of ozzer peoples,” when Carmen 
was excited she lost the control of the English tongue, “ I 
did write just to please myself—it was my onkle that did 
make of it money—you understand, eh ? Shall you not 
speak? Must I again hit you?” 

"Go on,” said Thatcher, laughing. 

" I did find out, when I came to you at the Mine, that I 
had forged against you the name of -Micheltorena. I to 

the lawyer went, and found that it was so—of a verity_ 

so! so ! all the time. Look at me not now, Don Royal— 
it is a ‘ forgaire ’ you stare at! ” 

" Carmen ! ” 

" Hoosh ! Shall I have to Iiit you again? I did over¬ 
look all the papers. I found the application; it was 
written by me. Titere. ’ 

She tosscfl over the back of her chair an envelope to 
'riiatcher. He opened it. 

"I see, he said gently, "you repossessed yourself of 
it !” 

" What is that-‘ r-r-r-c-possess ? ’ ” 

" \\ hy ! ’ Thatcher hesitated—"You got possession of 
this paper—this innocent forgery—again.” 

" Oh I You think me a thief as well as a ‘ forgaire.’ Go 
away I Get up. Get out.” 

" My dear girl ”- 

" Look at the paper! Will you? Oh, you Silly I ” 

J hatcher looked at the paper. In paper, handwriting, 
age and stamp it was identical with the formal, clerical 
application of Garcia for the grant. The indorsement of 



126 


The Siory of a Aline. 

Midieltorenn was unquestionably genuine. But the appli-> 
cation teas made for Royal Thatcher. And liis own signa¬ 
ture was imitated to the life. 

“ I had but one letter of yours wiz your name,” said 
Carmen apologetically—“and it was the best poor me 
could do." 

“ Why, you blessed little goose and angel," said 
^’hatc]te^, with the bold, mixed metaphor of amatory 
genius, “don't you see"- 

“ Ah, you don’t like it—it is not good ? ’’ 

“ My darling !" 

“ Hoosh 1 There is also an old cat upstairs. And 
now I have, here, a character. Will you sit down ? Is it 
of a necessity that up and down you should walk and 
awaken the whole house. There 1" she had given him a 
vicious dab with her fan as he passed. He sat down. 

“And you have not seen me nor written to me for a 
year ? ” 

“Carmen !” 

“Sit down, you bold, bad boy. Don’t you see it is of 
business that you and I talk down here, 4nd it is of 
business that ozzer people upstairs are thinking. Eh? " 

“ D—n business ! See here. Carmen, my darling, tell 
me "—I regret to say he had by this lime got hold of the 
back of Carmen’s chair—“tell me, my own little girl— 
about—about that Senator. You remember what you said 
to him?" 

“ Oh, the old man ? Oh, that was business. And you 
say of business d—n." 

“ Carmen I ” 

“ Don Royal!" 

• • • • . , 

Although Miss Carmen had recourse to her fan fre¬ 
quently during this interview, the air must have been chilly. 
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For, a moment later, on his way downstairs, poor Harlowe, 
a sufferer from bronchitis, was attacked witii a violent fit 
of coughing, which troubled liim all the way down. 

“Well,” he said, as he entered the room, “ I see you 
have found Mr. Thatcher and shown those papers. I trust 
you have, for you’ve certainly had time enough. I am 
sent by mother to dismiss you all to bed.” 

Carmen, still in the arm-chair, covered with her mantilla 
did not speak. ’ 

“I suppose you are by this time lawyer enough to 
know,” continued Harlowe, “that Miss Dc Haro’s papers, 

though ingenious, are not legally available, unless ”_ 

“ I chose to make her a witness. Harlowe! you’re a 
good fellow ! I don’t mind saying to you that these are 
jiapers I prefer that my wife should not use. We’ll leave it 
for the present—Unfinished Business.” 

u evening our hero brought Mrs. 

Royal Thatcher a paper containing a touching and beauti¬ 
ful tribute to the dead Senator. 

‘‘There, Carmen, love, read that. Don’t you feci a little 
ashamed of your—your—your lobbying”_ 

V Carmen promptly. “It^was business-and, 

» all lobbying business was as honest—well ? ”_ 
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A ROMANCK OF THE JERSEYS. 

(1779) 

PART I. 

The time was the year of grace 1779 j the locality, Morris¬ 
town, New Jersey. 

It was bitterly cold. A north easterly wind had been 

slilTening the mud of the morning's thaw into a rigid record 

of that day’s wayfaring on the Baskingridge road. The 

hoof prints of cavalry, the deep ruts left by baggage waggons, 

and the deeper channels worn by artillery lay stark and 

cold in the waning light of an April day. There were 

icicles on the fences, a rime of silver on the windward bark 

« 

of maples, and occasional bare spots on the rocky protuber¬ 
ances of the road, as if nature had worn herself out at the 
knees and elbows through long wailing for the tardy spring. 
A few leaves, disinterred by the thaw, became crisp again, 
and rustled in the wind, making tlie summer a thing so 
remote that all human hope and conjecture fled before 
them. 

Here and there the wayside fences and walls were broken 
down or dismantled, and beyond them fields of snow, down¬ 
trodden and discoloured and strewn with fragments of 
leather, camp equipage, harness, and cast-off clothing, 
showed traces of the recent encampment and congregation 
of men. On some there were still standing the ruins of 
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rudely-constructed cabins, or the semblance of foriiilcalions 
equally rude and incomplete. A fox stealing along a half- 
filled ditch, a wolf slinking behind an earthwork, typified 
the human abandonment and desolation. 

One by one the faint sunset tints faded from the sky, 
the far-o/T crests of the Orange hills grew darker, the nearer 
files of pines on the Whatnong mountain became a mere 
black background, and with the coming on of night, came, 
too, an icy silence that seemed to stiffen and arrest the 
very wind itself; the crisp leaves no longer rustled, the 
waving whips of alder and willow snapped no longer, the 
kiclcs no longer dropped a cold fruitage from barren branch 
and spray, and the roadside trees relapsed into stony quiet. 
So that the sound of horse’s hoofs breaking tltrough the 
thin, dull, lustreless films of ice that patched the furrowed 
road might have been heard by the nearest Continental 
picket a mile away. 

Either a knowledge of this or the difiicuhies of the road 
evidently irritated the viewless horseman. Long before he 
became visible his voice was heard in half-suppressed 
objurgation of the road, of his beast, of the country folk, 
and the country generally. ‘‘Steady, you jade ! ” “Jump, 
you devil, jump!” “Curse the road and the beggarly 
farmers that durst not mend it.” And then the moving 
bulk of horse and rider suddenly arose above the hill, 
floundered and splashed, and then as suddenly disappeared, 
and the rattling hoof beats ceased. 

The stranger had turned into a deserted lane, still 
cushioned with untrodden snow. A stone wall on one hand 
—in belter keeping and condition than the boundary monu- 
ments of the outlying fields—bespoke protection and exclu¬ 
siveness. Halfway up the lane the rider checked his speed, 
and dismounting, tied his horse to a wayside sapling. This 
done he went cautiously forward toward the end of the lane 

VOL. V. , ' 
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.ind a farmhouse from whose gable window a liglit twinkled 
tlirough the deepening night. Suddenly lie stopped, hesi¬ 
tated, and uttered an impatient ejaculation. The light had 
disappeared. He turned sharply on his heel, and retraced 
liis steps until opposite a farm-shed tliat stood a few 
paces from the wall. Hard by a large elm cast the gaunt 
shadow of its leafless limbs on the wall and surrounding 
snow. The stranger stepped into this shadow, and at once 
seemed to become a part of its trembling intricacies. 

At the present moment it was certainly a bleak place for 
a tryst. There was snow yet clinging to the trunk of the 
tree, and a film of ice on its bark ; the adjacent wait was 
slippery with frost and fringed with icicles. Yet in all 
there was a ludicrous suggestion of some sentiment past and 
unseasonable—several dislodged stones of the wall were so 
disposed as to fom> a bench and seats, and under the elm 
tree’s film of ice could still be seen carved on its bark the 
effigy of a lieart, divers initials, and the legend, “ Thine for 
ever.” 

The stranger, however, kept his eyes fi.'^ed only on the 
farm-shed, and the open field beside it. Five minutes 
passed in fruitless expectancy. Ten minutes ! And then 
the rising moon slowly lifted herself over the black range 
of the Orange hills, and looked at him, blushing a little, as 
if tlie appointment were her own. 

Tile face and figure thus illuminated was that of a 
strongly-built, handsome man of thirty, so soldierly in 
bearing that it needed not the buff epaulets and facings to 
show his captain’s rank in the Continental army. Yet 
there was sometliing in Ids facial expression that contra¬ 
dicted the manliness of Ids presence—an irritation and 
quendousness, tliat were inconsistent with Ids size and 
strength. Tins fretfulness increased as the moments went, 
by without sign or motion in the faintly lit field beyond,. 
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until, in peevish exasperation, he began to kick the nearer 
stones against the wall, 

“ Moo-oo-\v! ” 

The soldier started. Not that he was frightened, nor 
that he I>ad failed to recognise in these prolonged syllables 
the deep-chested, half-drowsy low of a cow, but that it was 
so near him—evidently just beside the wall. If an object 
so bulky could have ai)proached him so near without his 
knowledge, might not she- 

“ Moo- 00 ! ” 

He drew near the wall cautiously. “So, Cushy! 
Mooly!” “Come up, Bossy!” he said persuasively. 
“ Moo—“ but here the low unexpectedly broke down, and 
ended in a very human and rather musical little lau'dj, 

“Thankful 1” exclaimed the soldier, echoing the laugh 
a trifle uneasily and aflectedly as a hooded little head arose 
above the wall. 

“ Well,” replied the figure supporting a prettily-rounded 
chin on her hands, as she laid her elbows complacently on 
the wall. “Well, what did you expect? Did you want me 
to stand here all night while you skulked moonstruck under 
a tree? or did you look for me to call you by name; did 
you expect me to shout out Captain ,\llan Brewster?” 

“Thankful, hush I” 

“Captain Allan Brewster of the Connecticut Contingent,” 
continued the girl with an affected raising of a low pathetic 
voice that was, however, inaudible beyond the tree. 
“Captain Brewster, behold me—your oblecgcd and humble 
servant, and sweetheart to command.” 

Captain Brewster succeeded, after a slight skirmish at 
the wall, in possessing himself of the girl’s hand. At which, 
although still struggling, she relented slightly. 

“It isn’t every lad that I’d low for,” she said, with an 
affected pout, “and there may be others that would not 
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lake it amiss. Though there be fine ladies enough at the 
Assembly balls at Morristown as might think it hoydenish.' 

“Nonsense, love,” said the Captain, who had by this 
time mounted ilie wail and encircled the girl’s waist with 
his arm. “Nonsense! you startled me only. But,” he 
added, suddenly taking her round chin in his hand and 
turning her face toward the moon, with an uneasy half 
suspicion, “why did you take that light from the window! 
What has happened?” 

“ W’c had unexpected guests, sweetlicart,” said Thankful; 
“ the Count just arrived.” 

“ That infernal‘Hessian !” He stopped and gazed ques- 
tioningly into her face. The moon looked upon her at the 
same time—the face was as sweet, as placid, as truthful as 
her own. Possibly these two inconsiants understood each 
other. 

“ Nay, Allan, he is not a Hessian ; but an exiled gentle¬ 
man from abroad. A nobleman ”- 

“There are no noblemen, now,” sniffed the trooper con¬ 
temptuously. “Congress has so decreed it All men arc 
born free and equal.” 

“But they are not, Allan,” said Thankful, with a pretty 
trouble in her brows. “Even cows are not born equal. 
Is yon calf that was dropped last niglit by Brindle the equal 
of my red heifer whose mother came by herself in a ship 
from Surrey ? Do they look equal ? ” 

“Titles are but breath,” said Captain Brewster doggedly. 
There was an ominous pause. 

“Nay, there is one nobleman lefi,” said Thankful, “and 
he is my own—my nature's nobleman.” 

Captain Brewster did not reply. From certain arched 
gestures and wreathed smiles with which this forward young 
woman accompanied her statement, it would seem to be 
implied that the gentleman who stood before her was the 
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robleman alluded to. At least he so accepted it, and em. 
braced her closely, her arms and part of her mantle clin<7in" 
around his neck. In this attitude they remained quiet for 
some moments, slightly rocking from side to side, like a 
metronome—a movement, I fancy, peculiarly bucolic, pas¬ 
toral, and idyllic, and as sucli, I wot, observed by Theocritus 
and Virgil 

At these supreme moments weak woman usually keeps 
her wits about her much better than your superior reasoning 
masculine animal, and while the gallant Captain was losing 
himself upon her perfect lips, Miss Thankful distinctly 
heard the farm gate click, and otherwise noticed that the 
moon was getting high and obtrusive. She half-released 
herself from the Captain’s arms, thoughtfully and tenderly, 
but firmly. “Tell me all about yourself, Allan dear," she 
said quietly, making room for him on the wall, “all every- 
thing." 

She turned upon him her beautiful eyes; eyes habitually 
earnest and even grave in expression, yet holding in their 
brave brown depths a sweet, chiUMike reliance and depend¬ 
ency; eyes with a certain lender deprecating droop in the 
brown fringed lid, and yet eyes that seemed to say to every 
man that looked upon them, “ I am truthful, be frank with 
me.” Indeed, I am convinced there is not one of my im¬ 
pressible sex, who, looking in those pleading eyes, would 
not have perjured himself on the spot rather than have dis¬ 
appointed their fair owner. 

Captain Brewster’s mouth resumed its old expression of 
discontent. 

“Everything is growing worse, Thankful, and the cause 
is lost. Congress does nothing, and Washington is not the 
man for the crisis. Instead of marching to Philadelphia 
and forcing that wretched rabble of Hancock and Adams 
at the point of the bayonet, he writes letters.” 



134 Thankful Blossom. 

“A dignified, formal old fool,” interrupted Mistress 
Thankful indignantly; “and look at his wife! Didn’t 
Mistress Ford and Mistress Baily—ay, and the best blood 
of ^^or^is county—go down to his Excellency’s in their finest 
bibs and tuckers; and didn’t they find niy lady in a pinafore 
doing chores? Vastly polite treatment, indeed. As if the 
whole world didn’t know that the General was taken by 
surprise when my Lady came riding up from Virginia with 
all those fine cavaliers, just to see what his Excellency was 
tloing at these Assembly balls. And fine doings, I dare 
say,” 

“ This is but idle gossip. Thankful,” said Captain Brewster, 
with the faintest appearance of self-consciousness; “the 
Assembly balls are conceivetl by the General to strengthen 
the confidence of the townsfolk, and mitigate the rigours of 
the winter encampment. I go there myself rarely. I liave 
but little taste for junketting and gaviotting with my country 
in such need. No, 'Hiankful! what we want is a leader I 
And the men of Connecticut feel it keenly. If I have been 
spoken of in that regard,” added the Captain, with a slight 
inflation of his manly breast, “it is because they know of 
my sacrifices—because as New England yeomen tliey know 
my devotion to the cause. They know of my suffer¬ 
ing”— 

The bright face that looked into his was suddenly afire 
with womanly sympathy, tlie pretty brow was knit, the sweet 
eyes overflowed with tenderness. “Forgive me, Allan. 
I forgot—perhaps, love—perliaps, dearest, you are hungry 
now.” 

“ No, not now,” replied Captain Brewster, with gloomy 
stoicism; “yet,” he added, “it is nearly a week since I 
have tasted meat.” 

“ I—I—brought a few things with me,” continued the 
girl, with a certain hesitating timidity. She reached down 
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and produceil a basket from the shadow of the wall. 
“'I'hese chickens,”—she held up a pair of pullets—“the 
Coinraander-in-Chief himself could not buy. I kept them 
for my Commander ! And this pot of marmalade, which 
I know my Allan loves, is the same I put up last suminer. 
I thought (very tenderly) you might like a piece of that 
bacon you liked so once, dear. Ah, sweetheart, shall we 
ever sit down to our little board? Siiall we ever seethe 
end of this awful war? Don’t you think, dear (very plead¬ 
ingly), it would be best to give it up? King George is 
not such a very bad man, is he ? I've tiiought, sweelhcari 
(very confulently), that mayhap, you and he might make 
it all up without the aid of those Washingtons, who do 
nothing but starve one to death. And if the King only 
knew you, Allan—should see you as I do, sweetheart— 
he'd do just as you saj-.” 

During this speech she handed liim the several articles 
alluded to, and he received them, storing them away in such 
receptacles of his clothing as were convenient. With this 
notable difference; that with her the act was graceful and pic¬ 
turesque; with him there was a ludicrousnc^s of suggestion 
that his broad shoulders and uniform only heightened. 

“I think not of myself, lass," he said, ptitiing tlie eggs 
in his pocket, and buttoning the chickens within lus martial 
breast “I think not of myself, and pcrliaps I often spare 
that counsel which is but little lieerled. But I have a duty 
to my men—to Connecticut (He licrc lied liie marmalade 
up in his liandkcrchief.) I confess I have sometimes 
thought I might, under provocation, be driven to extreme 
measures for the good of the cause. I make no pretence 
to leadership, but"- 

“ With you at the head of the army," broke in Thankful 
enthusiastically, “peace would be declared within a fort¬ 
night !" 
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There is no flatter}', however outrageous, that a man 
will not accept from the woman whom he believes loves 
him. He will, perhaps, doubt its influence in the colder 
judgment of mankind, but he will consider that this poor 
creature, at least, understands him, and in some vague way 
represents the eternal but unrecognised verities. And 
when this is voiced by lips that are young, and warm, and 
red, it is somehow quite as convincing as the bloodless, 
remoter utterance of posterity. 

Wherefore the trooper complacently buttoned the com¬ 
pliment over his chest with the pullets. 

" I think you must go now, Allan,” she said, looking at 
liim with that pseudo-maternal air which the youngest of 
women sometimes assume to their lovers, as if the doll had 
suddenly changed sex and grown to man's estate. “ You 
must go now, dear—for it may so chance that father is 
considering my absence over much. You will come again 
a’ \Vednesday, sweetheart, and you will not go to the 
assemblies, nor visit Mistress Judith, nor take any girl 
pick-a-back again on your black horse, and you will let me 
know when you are hungry ? ” 

She turned her brown eyes lovingly, yet with a certain 
pretty trouble in the brow, and such a searching, pleading 
inquiry in her glance that the Captain kissed her at once. 
Then came the final embrace, performed by the Captain 
in a half-pcrfunctory quiet manner, witli a due regard for 
the friable nature of part of his provisions. Satisfying 
himself of the integrity of the eggs by feeling for them in 
his pocket, he waved a military salute with the other hand 
to Miss Thankful, and was gone. A few minutes later the 
sound of his horse’s hoofs rang sharply from the icy hill-side. 

But as he reached the summit, two horsemen wheeled 
suddenly from the shadow of the roadside, and bade him 
halt. 
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“ Captain Brewster—if this moon does not deceive me ? " 
queried the foremost stranger with grave civility. 

“The same. Major Van Zandt, I calculate?” returned 
Brewster querulously. 

“Your calculation is quite right. I regret, Captain 
Brewster, that it is my duty to inform you iliat you are 
under arrest.” 

“ By whose orders?” 

“The Commander-in-Chiefs.” 

“ For what ? ” 

“ Mutinous conduct, and disrespect of your superior 
officers.” 

Ihe sword that Captain Brewster had drawn at the 
sudden appearance of the strangers quivered for a moment 
in his strong hand. Then, sharply striking it across the 
pommel of his saddle, he snapped it in twain, and cast the 
pieces at the feet of the speaker. 

“Go on,” lie sai<l doggedly. 

“ Captain Brewster,” said Major Van Zandt, with infinite 
gravity, “ it is not for me to point out the danger to you of 
this outspoken emotion, except, practically, in its effect 
upon the rations you have in your pocket. U I mistake 

not, they have suffered equally with your steel. Forwartl, 
march ! ” 

Captain Brewster looked down and then dropper! to the 
rear, as the diseased yolks of Mistress Thankful’s most 
precious gift slid slowly and pensively over his horse’s 
flanks to the ground. 
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PART II. 

Mistress Thankful remained at the wall until her lover 
had disappeared. Tlien she turned, a mere lissom shadow 
in that uncertain liglit, and glided under the eaves of the 
shed, and tlience from tree to tree of the orchard, lingering 
a moment under each as a trout lingers in llie shadow of 
tlie bank in passing a sliallow, and so reached the farm- 
house and the kitchen door, where slie entered. Tlience 
by a back staircase she slipped to her own bower, from 
whose window lialf an hour before she had taken the 
signalling light This she lit again and placed upon a 
chest of drawers, and taking off her hood and a shapeless, 
sleeveless mantle she had worn, went to tiie mirror and 
jiroceeded to readjust a high horn comb that had been 
somewhat displaced by the Captain’s arm, and otherwise, 
after tlie fashion of her sex, to remove all traces of a pre¬ 
vious lover. It may be here observed that a man is very 
apt to come from the smallest encounter with his Dulcinea, 
distrait^ bored, or shamefaced—to forget that his cravat is 
awry, or that a long blonde hair is adhering to his button. 
But as to MademoistlU —well, looking at Miss Pussy’s sleek 
paws and spotless face, would you ever know lliat she had 
been at the cream jug? 

Thankful was, 1 think, satisfied with her appearance. 
Small doubt but she had reason for it And yet her gown 
was a mere slip of flowered chintz, gathered at the neck, 
and falling at an angle of fifteen degrees to within an inch 
of a short petticoat of grev flannel. But so surely is the 
complete mould of symmetry indicated in the poise or line 
of any single member, that, looking at the erect carriage of 
lier graceful brown head, or below to the curves that were 
lost in her sliapely ankles, or the little feet that hid llienv 
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selves in the broad-buckled shoes, you knew that the rest 
was as genuine and beautiful. 

Mistress Thankful, after a pause, opened the door and 
listened. Tlien she softly slippe<l down tlie b.ick staircase 
to the front hall. It was dark, but the door of the 
“company room” or parlour was faintly indicated by the 
light that streamed beneath it. She stood stiil for a 
moment, hesitatingly, when suddenly a hand grasped her 
own, and half led, half dragged her into the sitting-room 
opposite. It was daik. Tiiere was a momentary fumbling 
for the tinder-box and Hint, a muttered oath over one or 
two impeding articles of furniture, and Tiiankfitl laughed. 

1 t ten the h^ht was lit, and her father, a grey, wrinkled 
man of sixty, still holding her h.ind, stood before her. 

“You have been out, Mistress?" 

“ I have,” said Thankful. 

“And not alone,” growled tlie old man angrily. 

“No,” said Mistress Tltankful, witli a smile that began 
in the corners of her brown eves, ran down into the 
dimpled curves of her mouth, and hnally ended in the 
sudden revelation of Iter wltiic teeth ; “no, not alone." 

“With whom?” asked tltc old man, gradually weakening 
under her strong, saucy presence. 

“Well, fatlicr,” said Thankful, taking a seat on a table, 
and swinging her little feet sonicwliat ostentatiously toward 
him, “I was with Captain Allan Brewster of the Connecticut 
Contingent.” 

“That man?” 

“ 'Phat man ! ” 

“I forbid you seeing him again.” 

Tltankful gripped the table with a hand on each side of 
her, to emphasise the statement, and swinging licr feet, 
replied— 

" I shall see him as often as 1 like, fallier 1 ” 
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“Thankful Blossom!'* 

“ Abner Blossom ! ” 

“I see you know not,” said Mr. Blossom, abandoning 
tlie severely paternal mandatory air for one of confidential 
disclosure, “I see you know not bis reputation. He is 
accused of inciting his regiment to revolt—of being a 
traitor to the cause.” 

“.And since when, Abner Blossom, have jwr felt such 
concern for the cause? Since you lefused to sell supplies 
to the Continental commissary, except at double profits? 
Since you told me you were glad I had not politics like 
Mistress Ford”- 

“ Hush !” said the father, motioning to the parlour. 

“Hush!” echoed Thankful indignantly, “I won’t be 
hushed ! Everybody says ‘ hush ’ to me. The Count says 
‘ hush ! ’ Allan says ‘ hush ! ’ You say * hush ! ’ I'm aweary 
of this hushing. Ah, if there was a man who didn’t say 
it to mel” and Mistress Thankful lifted her fine eyes to 
the ceiling. 

“You are unwise. Thankful; foolish, indiscreet. That 
is why you require much monition.” 

Thankful swung her feet in silence for a few moments, 
then suddenly leaped from the table, and seizing the old 
man by the lappels of his coat, fixed her eyes upon him, 
and said, suspiciously— 

“ Why did you keep me from going into the company 
room? Why did you bring me in here?” 

Blossom senior was staggered for a moment. “ Because, 
you know, the Count ”- 

“And you were afraid the Count should know I had a 
sweetheart ? Well—I’ll go in and tell him now,” she said, 
marching toward the door. 

“Tlien why did you not tell him when you slipped out 
an hour ago? Eh, lass?” queried the old man, grasping 
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her hand. “ But 'tis all one, Thankful—’tvvas not for him 
I stopped you. Tiierc is a young spark with liim—ay, 
came even as you left, lass—a likely young gallant, and he 
and the Count are jabbering away in their own lingo—a 
kind of Italian, belike—eh, Thankful?” 

“ I know not,” she said thoughtfully. “ Which way 
came the other?" In fact, a fear that this young stranger 
might have witnessed the Captain’s embrace, began to 
creep over her. 

“From town, my lass.” 

Thankful turned to her father as if she had been wailin'^ 
a reply to a long-asked question. “ tVell ?” 

“Were it not well to put on a few furbelows and a 
tucker?” queried the old man. “’Tis a g.allant young 
t>park; none of your country folk.” 

“No,” said Thankful, with the promptness of a woman 
who was looking her best, and knew it. And the old man, 
looking at her, accepted her Judgment, and without another 
word led her to the parlour door, and opening it, said 
briefly, “My daughter, Mistress 'I'hankful Blossom.” 

With the opening of the door came the sound of earnest 
voices that instantly ceased upon the appearance of 
Mistress TliankfuL Two gentlemen lolling before the fire 
arose instantly, and one came for%vard with an air of 
familiar yet respectful recognition. 

“ Nay, this is far too great happiness, Mistress Thankful,” 
he said, with a strongly-marked foreign accent and a still 
more strongly-marked foreign manner. “ I Iiave been in 
despair, and my friend here, the Baron Pomposo, likewise.” 

The slightest trace of a smile and the swiftest of reproach¬ 
ful glances lit up the dark face of the Baron as he bowed 
low in the introduction. Thankful dropped the courtesy 
of the period a duck, with semi-circular sweep of the 
right foot forward. But the right foot was so pretty and 
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tlic grace of ilic little figure so perfect, that the Baron raised 
his eyes from tlie foot to the face in serious admiration. In 
the one rapid feminine glance she had given him she had 
seen that he was liandsome; in the second, which she 
could not help from his protracted silence, she saw that 
his beauty centred in his girlish, half fawn-like, dark 
eyes. 

“ The Baron,” explained Mr. Blossom, rubbing his hands 
togellier, as if, through mere friction, he was trying to im¬ 
part a warmth to the reception wliich his hard face dis¬ 
countenanced, “the Baron visits us under discouragement 
Me comes from far countries. It is the custom of gentle 
folk of—of—foreign extraction to wander through strange 
lands, commenting upon the habits and doings of the 
peoples. He will find in Jersey,” continued Mr. Blossom, 
appealing to Thankful, yet really evading her contemptuous 
glance, “a liard-working yeomanry, ever ready to welcome 
the stranger, and account to him penny for penny, for all 
his necessary expenditure. For which purpose, in these 
troublous times, lie will provide for himself gold or other 
moneys not affected by these local disturbances.” 

“ He will find, good friend Blossom,” said the Baron, in 
a rapid, voluble way, utterly at variance with the soft, quiet 
gravity of his eyes, “ Beauty, Grace, Accom—plishment, 
and—eh—Santa Maria! what shall I say?” He turned 
appealingly to the Count 

“ Virtue,” nodded the Count 

“ Truly, Birtoo 1 all in the fair lady of thecs countries. 
.\h, believe me, honest friend Blossom, there is mooch 
more in thees than in thoss 1 ” 

So much of this speech was addressed to Mistress 
Thankful that she had to show at least one dimple in reply, 
albeit her brows were slightly knit, and she had turned upon 
the speaker her honest questioning eyes. 
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“And then the General Washington has been kind 
enough to offer his protection,” added the Count. 

“ Any fool—any one,” supplemented Thankful hastily, 
with a slight blush, “ may have the General’s pass—ay, 
and his good word. But what of Mistress Prudence Book- 
staver ? She that has a sweetheart in Knyphausen’s Brigade 
—ay, I warrant a Hessian, but of gentle blood, as Mistress 
Prudence has often told me ; and look you, all her letters 
stopped by the General—ay, I warrant read by my Lady 
^Vashington, too—as if ’twerc her fault that her lad was in 
arms against Congress. Ridtlle me that, now?” 

“’Tis but prudence, lass,” said Blossom, frowning on 
the girl, “'lis that she might disclose some movement 
of the army tending to defeat the enemy.” 

“ And why should she not try to save her lad from cap¬ 
ture or ambuscade, such as befell the Hessian commissary 
with the provisions that you ”- 

Mr. Blossom, in an ostensible fatherly embrace, manage*! 

to pinch Mistress Thankful sharply. “ Hush, lass,”'*he 

said, with simulated playfulness; “your tongue clacks like 

the Whippany mill. My daughter has small concern—'tis 

the manner of women folk—in politics,” he explained to 

his guests. “These dangersome days have given her sore 

affliction, by way of parting comrades of her childhood and 

others whom she has much affected. It has in some sort 
soured her." 

Mr. Blossom would have recalled this speech as soon as 
it escaped him, lest it should lead to a revelation from the 
truthful Mistress Thankful of her relations with the Con¬ 
tinental Captain. But to his astonishment, and I may add, 
to my own, she showed nothing of that disposition she had 
6xhtbiled a few moments before. On the contraiy, she 
blushed slightly, and said nothing. 

And then the conversation changed—upon tiic weather. 
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Ihe hard winter, the prospects of the cause, a criticism 
upon the Commanderdn-Chiers management of affairs, the 
attitude of Congress, 5:c., &c,, between Mr. Blossom and 
the Count, cliaracterised, I hardly need say, by that posi¬ 
tiveness of opinion that distinguishes the unprofessional. 
In another part of the room it so chanced tliat Mistress 
Thankful and the Baron were talking about themselves, the 
.Assembly balls, who was the prettiest woman in Morristown, 
and whetlier General Washington’s attentions to Mistress 
Pyne were only perfunctory gallantry or what, and if Lady 
Washington’s hair was really gray, and if that young aide-de- 
camp Major Van Zandt were really in love with Lady W., or 
whetlier his attentions were only the zeal of a subaltern. 
In the midst of which a sudden gust of wind shook the 
liouse, and Mr. Blossom, going to the front door, came back 
with the announcement that it was snowing heavily. 

And indeed, within that past hour, to their astonished 
eyes the whole face of nature had changed. The moon 
was gone, the sky hidden in a blinding, whirling swarm of 
slinging flakes. The wind, bitter and strong, had already 
fashioned while, feathery drifts upon the threshold, over 
llie painted benches on the porch, and against the door 
posts. 

Mistress Thankful and the Baron had walked to the rear 
door—the Baron with a slight, tropical shudder—to view 
this meteorological change. As Mistress Thankful looked 
over the snowy landscape, it seemed to her that all record 
of her past experience had been effaced—lier very foot¬ 
prints of an hour before were lost—the gray wall on which 
she leaned was white and spotless nowj even the familiar 
farm-shed looked dim and strange and ghostly. Had she 
been there—had she seen the Captain—was it all a fancy ? 
She scarcely knew. 

A sudden gust of wind closed the door behind them with 
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a crash, and sent Mistress Thankful, with a slight feminine 
scream, forward into the outer darkness. But the Baron 
cauglit her by the waist, and saved her from Heaven knows 
what imaginable disaster, and the scene ended in a half 
liystcrical lauglu But the wind then set upon them both 
with a malevolent fury, and the Baron was, I presume, 
obliged to draw her closer to his side. 

They were alone—save for the presence of those 
mischievous confederates, Nature an<i Opportunity. In the 
lialf obscurity of the slonn siie could not help turning her 
mischievous eyes on his; but she was perhaps surprised to 
find them luminous, soft, and as it seemed to her at that 
moment, grave beyond the occasion. An embarrassment 
utterly new and singular seized upon her, and when, as she 
hair feared yet half expected, he bent down and pressed his 
lips to hers, she was for a inomcni powerless ; but in the 
next instant she boxed his ears sharjdy and vanished in the 
darkness. A\hen Mr. B.ossom opened the door to the 
Baron he was surprised to find that gentleman alone, and 
still more surprised to find, when they rc-cntcrcd the house, 
to see Mistress Thankful enter at the same moment, 
demurely, from the front door. 

When Mr. Blossom knocked at his daugl»ier’s door the 
next morning it opened upon her completely dressed, but 
withal somewhat pale, and if the truth must be told, a 
little surly. ’ 

“And you were stirring so early, Thankful,” lie said; 
“’twould have been but decent to have bidden Godspeed . 
to the guests—especially the Baron, who seemed much 
concerned at your absence.” 

Miss Thankful blushed slightly, but answered witlx 
savage celerity, And since when is it necessary that I 
should dance attendance upon every foreign jack-in-the-box 
that may lie at the house?” 

VOL. V. 
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“ He has sliown great courtesy to you, mistress—and is 
a gentleman.” 

“ Courtesy, indeed ! ” said Mistress Thankful. 

“He has not presumed?” said Mr. Blossom suddenly, 
bringing his cold, gray eyes to bear upon his daughter’s. 

“No, no,” said Thankful liurriedly, flaming a bright 
scarlet; “but—nothing. But what have you there—a 
letter?” 

»«Ay—from the Captain, I warrant! ” said Mr. Blossom, 
handing her a three-cornered bit of paper; “’twas left 
here by a camp-follower. Thankful,” he continued, with a 
meaning glance, “you will heed my counsel in season. 
The Captain is not meet for such as you.” 

Thankful suddenly grew pale and contemptuous again as 
she snatched the letter from his hand. When his retiring 
footsteps were lost on the stairs, she regained Iter colour 
and opened the letter. It was slovenly written, grievously 
misspelled, and read as follows 

“SwEETHE.\RT,— A tyranous Act, begotten in Envy and 
Jealousie, keeps me here a prisoner. Last night I was 
Basely arrested by Servile Hands for that Freedom of 
Thought and Expression for which I have already Sacrifized 
so much—aye all that Man hath but Love and Honour. 
Bui the End is Near. When for the Maintenance of Power, 
the Liberties of the Peoples are subdued by Martial 
Supremacy and the Dictates of Ambition the State is Lost. 
I He in vile Bondage here in Morristown under charge of 
Disrespeck—me that a twelvemonth past left a home and 
Respectable Connexions to serve my Country. Believe me 
still your own Love, albeit in the Power of Tyrants and 
condemned it may be to the scaffold. 

“ The Messenger is Trustworthy and will speed safely to 
pie such as you may deliver unto him. The Provender 
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sanklified by your Hands and made precious by yr. Love 
was wrested from me by Servil Hands and the 
Sweetheart, uere somewliat Addled. Tiie Bacon is, me- 
thinks, by this time on the Table of the Com"-in-chicr. 
Such is Tyranny and Ambition. Sweetheart, farewell for 
the presenL Allan.” 

Mistress Tliankful read this composition once, twice, 
and then tore it up. Tlien, reflecting that it was the Aral 
letter of her lover’s that she had not kept, she tried to put 
together again the torn fragments, but vainly—and tlien in 
a pet, new to her, cast tiiem from the window. During the 
rest of the day slie was considerably distiaite, and even 
manifested more temper than she was wont to do, and 
later, when her father rode away on his daily visit to 
Morristown, she felt strangely relieved. By noon tiie snow 
ceased, or rather turned into a driving sleet that again in 
turn gave way to rain. By this time she became absorbed 
in her household duties—in which sIjc was usually skilful— 
and in her own thoughts that to-day had a novelty in their 
meaning. In the midst of this, at about dark, her room 
being in rear of the house, she was perhaps unmindful of 
liie trampling of horse witliout, or the sound of voices in 
tiie liall below. Neither were uncommon at that time. 
Although protected by the Continental army, from forage 
or the rudeness of soldiery, the Blossom farm had always 
been a halting place for passing troopers, commissary team¬ 
sters, and reconnoitring officers. General Sullivan and 
Colonel Hamilton liad watered their horses at its broad 
substantial wayside trough, and sat in the shade of its porclu 
Mistress 1 hankful was only awakened from her day 
dream by the entrance of the negro farm hanti, C^sar. 

Fo God, Missy Thankful, tiiem sogers is g'wine into 
camp in the road, I reckon, for they’s jest makin’ they 
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seves free afo’ the house, and they s an officer in the 
company room with his spurs cocked on the table, readin’ 
a book.” 

A quick flame leaped into Thankful’s cheek, and her 
])retty brows knit themselves over darkening eyes. She 
arose from her work—no longer the moody girl, but an 
indignant goddess, and pushing the servant aside, swept 
tlown the stairs and threw open the door. 

An officer, sitting by the fire in an easy, lounging attitude 
tliat justified the seiwant’s criticism, arose instantly, with 
an air of evident embarrassment and surprise that was, 
however, as quickly dominated and controlled by a gentle¬ 
man’s breeding. 

“ I beg your pardon,” he said, with a deep inclination of 
his handsome head, “ but I had no idea that there was any 
member of this household at liome—at least a lady.” He 
liesitated a moment, catching in the raising of her brown- 
fringed lids a sudden revelation of her beauty, and partly 
losing his composure. “I am Major Van Zandtj I have 
the honour of addressing”- 

“Thankful Blossom,” said Thankful, a little proudly, 
divining with a woman’s swift instinct the cause of the 
Major’s hesitation. But her triumph was checked by a 
new embarrassment, visible in the face of the officer at the 
mention of her name. 

“ Thankful Blossom,” repeated tiie officer quickly. 
“You are then the daughter of Abner Blossom? ” 

“ Certainly,” said Thankful, turning her inquiring eyes 
upon him; “he will be here betimes. He has gone only 
to Morristown.” In a new fear tliat had taken possession 
of her, her questioning eyes asked, “ Has he not ? ” 

The officer answering her eyes rather than her lips, came 
toward her gravely. “ He will not return to day, Mistress 
Thankful, nor perhaps even to-morrow. He is—a prisoner.” 
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Tliaiikful oi)cnc(l her brown eyes aggressively on the 
Major. “A prisoner—for what?’' 

“For aiding and giving comfort to the enemy, and for 
Itarbouring spies,” replied the Major, with military curtness. 

Mistress 'I'liankful’s cheek flushed slightly at the last 
sentence ; a recollection of the scene on the porcli and the 
Uaron’s stolen kiss flaslied across her, and for a moment 
she looked as guilty as if the man before her h.nl been a 
witness to the deed. He saw it, and misinterpreted her 
confusion. 

“Belike, then,” said Mistress Thankful, slightly raising 
lier voice, and standing squarely before the Major, “ Belike, 
then, / should be a prisoner, loo, for the guests of this 
house, if llicy be spies, wore my guests, and as my father’s 
daughter, I was their hostess. .Ay, man, and right glad to 
be the hostess of such gallant gentlemen. Gentlemen, I 
warrant, too fine to insult a defenceless girl—gentlemen 
spies that tiiil not cock their bools on the table or turn an 
honest farmer's house into a tap-room.” 

An expression of half pain, half amusement covered the 
face of the Major, but he ma<le no other reply than by a 
profound and graceful bow. Courteous and deprecatory 
as it was, it apparently exasperated Mistress Thankful only 
the more. 

“ And pray who are these spies, anil who is the 
infonner?” said Mistress Tliankful, facing the soldier, with 
one hand truculently placed on her flexible hip, and the 
other slipped behind her. “Methinks ’tis only honest wc 
should know when and how we have entertained both.” 

“Your father, Mistress Thankful.” said Major Van 
Zandt gravely, “ has long been suspected of favouring the 
enemy; but it has been the policy of the Commander-in- 
Chief to overlook the political preferences of non-com¬ 
batants, and to strive to win their allegiance to the good 
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cause by liberal privileges. But when it was lately dis* 
covered that two strangers, although bearing a pass from 
him, have been frequenters of this house under fictitious 
names ”- 

“You mean Count Ferdinand and the Baron Pomposo,” 
said Thankful quickly; two honest gentlefolk, and it 
they choose to pay their devoirs to a lass—although, 
perhaps, not a quality lady, yet an honest girl ”- 

“Dear Mistress Thankful,” said the Major, with a pro¬ 
found bow and smile that, spite of its courtesy, drove 
lliankful to the verge of wrathful hysterics, “if you 
establish that fact—and from this slight acquaintance with 
your charms, I doubt not you will—your father is safe from 
further inquiry or detention. The Commander-in-Chief is 
a gentleman who has never underrated the influence of 
your sex, nor held himself averse to its fascinations.” 

“ What is the name of this informer? ” broke in Mistress 
Thankful angrily. “ Who is it that has dared ”_ 

“It is but King’s evidence, mayhap. Mistress Thankful, 
for the informer is himself under arrest. It is on the 
information of Captain Allan Brewster, of the Connecticut 
Contingent.” 

Mistress Thankful whitened, then flushed, and then 
whitened again. Then she stood up to the Major. 

“ It’s a lie—a cowardly lie ! ” 

Major Van Zandt bowed. Mistress Thankful flew up 
stairs, and in another moment swept back again into the 
room in riding hat and habit. 

“ I suppose I can go and see—my father,” she said, 
without lifting her eyes to tlie officer. 

“You are free as air, Mistress Thankful. My orders 
and instructions, far from implicating you in your father's 
offences, do not even suggest your existence. Let me help 
you to your horse.” 
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Tlie girl did not reply. During that brief interval, how 
ever, Caesar had saddled lier white mare and brought it to 
tlie door. Mistress Tlrankful, disdaining the offered hand 
of the Major, sprang to the saddle. 

The Major still held the reins, “One moment, Mistress 
Thankful.” 

“I.et me go,” she said, with suppressed passion. 

“One moment, I beg.” 

His hand still heUI the bridle-rela The mare rcare<I, 
nearly upsetting her. Crimson with rage and mortification, 
she raised her riding-whip and laid it smartly over the face 
of the man before her. 

He dropped the rein instantly. Tiicn lie raised to her 
a face, calm and colourless but for a red line extending 
from his eyebrow to his chin, and said quietly— 

“ I had no desire to detain you. I only wished to say 
that when you sec General Washington I know you will be 
just enough to tell him that Major Van Zandt knew nothing 
of your wrongs, or even your (rrcsence Itcre, until you pre¬ 
sented them, and tliat since then he has treated you as 
became an officer and gentleman.” 

Yet even as he spoke she was gone. At the moment 
that her fluttering skirt swept in a furious gallop down the 
hill-side, the Major turned and re-entered the house. The 
few lounging troopers wlio were witnesses of the scene 
prudently turned their eyes from the white face and blazing 
eyes of their officer as he strode by them. Nevertheless, 
when the door closed behind him, contemporary criticism 
broke out— 

“'Tis a Tory jade, vexed that she cannot befool the 
Major as she has the Captain,” muttered Sergeant 'ribbitts. 

“And going to try her tricks on the General,” added 
Private Hicks. 

Howbeit, both these critics may liave been wrong. For 
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as Mistress Ihaiikful thundered down the Morristown road 
she thought of many things. She thought of her sweet¬ 
heart, Allan, a prisoner, and pining for lur help and h<f 
solicitude, and yet—how dared he—if he had really be¬ 
trayed or misjudged her! And then she thought bitterly 
of the Count and the Baron—and burned to face the latter, 
and in some vague way charge the stolen kiss upon him as 
the cause of all her shame and mortification. And, lastly 
she thought of her father, and began to hate everybody. 
But, above all, and through all, in her vague fears for her 
father, in her passionate indignation against the Baron, in 
her fretful impatience of Allan, one thing was ever dominant 
and obtrusive—one thing she tried to put away, but could 
not—the handsome, colourless face of Major Van Zandt 
with the red welt of her riding-whip overlying its cold 
outlines. 

BART in. 

Ihe rising wind, which had ridden much faster than 
Mistress Thankful, had increased to a gale by the time it 
reached Morristown. It swept tlirough the leafless maples, 
and rattled the dry bones of the elms. It whistled through 
the quiet Presbyterian churchyard, as if trying to arouse 
the sleepers it had known in days gone by. It shook the 
blank, lustreless windows of the Assembly Rooms over tin 
Freemasons lavem, ami wrought in their gusty curtains 
moving shadows of those amply-petticoated dames and 
tightly-hosed cavaliers who had swung in “ Sir Roger,” or 
jigged in “ Money Musk ” the night before. 

But, I fancy, it was around the isolated “Ford Mansion,” 
better known as the “Head-quarters," that the wind 
wreaked its grotesque rage. It howled under its scant 
eaves, it sang under its bleak porcli, it tweaked the peak 
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of its front gable, it niiistlcd through every cliiiik and 
cranny of its square, solid, unpicturesque structure. Situ¬ 
ated on a lull-side that descended rapidly to the Whippany 
river, every summer zephyr that whispered through the 
porches of the Morristown farmhouses, charged as"a stiff 
breeze upon the swinging half-doors and windows of the 
“Ford Mansion," every wintry wind became a gale that 
threatened its security. 'I'he sentry who paced before its 
front porch knew from experience when to linger under its 

lee and adjust his threadbare outer coat to the bitter north 
wind. 


Within the house something of this cheerlessness pre¬ 
vailed. It had an ascetic gloom, which the scant fircliglit 
of the reception-room, and the dying embers on the dinin-- 
room hearili failed to dissipate. Ti.e central hall wls 
broad, and furnished plainly with a few rush-boltomcd 
chairs, on one of which half dozc<l a black body servant of 
the Commander-In-Chief. Two officers in the dining-room, 
drawn close by the chimney corner, chatted in undertones’ 
as if mindful that the door of tlie tirawing-room was open, 
and their voices might break in upon its sacred privacy’ 
The swinging liglu in li>e hall partly illuminated, or rather 
glanced gloomily from the black, polished furniture, the. 
lustreless chairs, the quaint cabinet, the silent spinnet the 
skelelon-legged centre table, and finally, upon the motion- 
less figure of a man seated by the fire. 


It was a figure, since so well-known to tlie civilised 
world, since so celebrated in print and painting as to need 
no description here. Its rare combination of gentle dignity 

with profound force—of a set resoluteness of purpose'vvith 

a philosophical patience have been so frequently delivered 
to a people not particularly remarkable for these qualities, 
that I fear it has too often provoked a spirit of playful 
aggression, in which the deeper underlying meaning w.is 
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forgotten. So let me add that in manner, physical cqui- 
poise, and even in the mere details of dress, this figure 
indicated a certain aristocratic exclusiveness. It was the 
presentment of a King—a King who, by the irony of cir¬ 
cumstances was just then waging war against all kingship : 
a ruler of men who just then was fighting for the right of 
these men to govern themselves, but wliom, by his own 
inherent right, he denotninated. From the crown of his 
])Owdered head to the silver buckle of his shoe, he was so 
royal that it was not strange that his brother, George of 
England and Hanover—ruling by accident, otherwise 
impiously known as the “Grace of God”—could find no 
better way of resisting his power than by calling him “Mr. 
Washington.” 

The sound of horses’ hoofs, the formal challenge of 
sentry, the grave questioning of the officer of the guard, 
followed by footsteps upon the porch, did not apparently 
disturb his meditation. Nor did the opening of the outer 
door and a charge of cold air into the hall that invaded 
even the privacy of the reception-room and brightened the 
dying embers on the hearth, stir his calm pre-occupation. 
But an instant later there was the distinct rustle of a femi¬ 
nine skirt in the hall, a hurried whispering of men’s voices, 

• 

and then the sudden apparition of a smooth, fresh-faced 
young officer over the shoulder of the unconscious figure. 

“ I beg your pardon, General,” said the officer doubt- 
ingly, “but”- 

“You are not intruding, Colonel Hamilton,” said the 
General quietly. 

“ There is a young lady without who wishes an audience 
of your Excellency; ’tis Mistress Thankful Blossom, the 
daughter of Abner Blossom—charged with treasonous prac¬ 
tice and favouring the enemy—now in the guard-house at 
Morristown.” 
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''Thankful Llossom?” repeated the General interro-a. 
lively. ® 

“Your Excellency, doubtless, remembers a little pro¬ 
vincial beauty and a famous toast of the country side—the 
Cressida of our Morristown epic, wlio led our gallant Con¬ 
necticut Captain astray’'- 

You have the advantages, besides the better memory 
of a younger man. Colonel,” said Washington, with a play- 
lul smile that slightly reddened the cheek of his aide-de- 
camp. “Yet I think I have heard of this phenomenon. 
By all means admit her—and her escort” 

“She is alone, General,” responded the subordinate. 
“Then the more reason why we should be polite,” re¬ 
turned Washington, for the first time altering his ’easy 
posture, rising to his feet, and ligluly grasping his ruffled 
hands before him. We must not keep her waiting. Give 

her access, my dear Colonel, at once. And—even as she 
came—<7/we.” 

'Ihc aid<r.de-ca.n|> bowed and will,drew. In anotlicr 

moment the balf-opened door swung wide to Mistress 
Jnankrul Blossom. 


She was so beautiful in her simple riding dress, so quaint 

and original in that very beauty, and, above all, so teeming 

with a certain vital earnestness of purpose, just positive' 

and audacious enough to set off that beauty, that the grave 

genllenian before her did not content himself with the 

usual formal inclination of courtesy, hut actually advanced 

and taking her cold little hand in his. graciously led her to 
the chair he had just vacaic«l. 

iTnon^h ■ “'if ‘^‘’"’"’“‘‘"■in Cliief, looking down 
upon her with grave politeness, "nature has, metliinks 

s^rel you the necessity of any introduction to the courtesy 

tentleraan. But how can I especially serve you ? '• 
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Alack ! tlic blaze of Mistress Thankful’s brown eyes had 
become somewhat dimmed in the grave half-lights of tlie 
room, in the graver, deejier dignity of the erect, soldier-like 
figure before her. I'lic bright colour, born of the tempest 
williin and without, had someliow faded from her cheek; 
the sauciness begotten from bullying her horse in the last 
lialf hour’s rapid ride, was so subdued by the actual presence 
of the man she had come to bully, that I fear she had to use 
all her self-control to keep down her inclination to whimper 
and to keep back tlie tears that, oddly enough, rose to her 
sweet eyes as she lifted them to the quietly-crilical yet 
j)lacid glance of her interlocutor. 

•‘lean readily conceive the motive of this visit. Miss 
Thankful,” continued Washington, with a certain dignified 
kindliness that was more reassuring than the formal gallantry 
of the period, “and it is, I protest, to your credit. A 
father's welfare—however erring and weak that father may 
be—is most seemly in a maiilen.” 

Thankful’s eyes flashed again as she rose to her feet. 
Her upper lip, that had a moment before trembled in a 
pretty infantine distress, now stifl'ened and curled as she 
confronted the dignified figure before her. “It is not of 
my father I would speak," she said saucily, “I did not 
ride here alone to-night, in the weather, to talk of/////// I 
warrant he can speak for himself. I came here to speak 
of myself—of lies—ay, //Vr, told of me, a poor girl—ay, 
of cowardly gossip about me and my sweetheart, Captain 
Brewster, now confined in prison, because he hath loveil 
me, a lass without politics or adherence to the cause—as 
if’twere necessary every lad should ask the confidence or 
permission of yourself or, belike, ray Lady Washington in 
his preferences." 

Slie paused a moment, out of breath. With a woman’s 
quickness of intuition she saw the change in Washington s 
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face—saw a certain cold severity overshadowing it. With 
a woman’s fateful persistency—a persistency wliich I humbly 
suggest might on occasion be honourably copied by our 
more politic sex—she went on to say what was in her, even 
if she were obliged, with a woman’s honourable inconsis¬ 
tency, to unsay it an hour or two later—an inconsistency 
which I also humbly protest might be as honourably imi¬ 
tated by us—on occasion. 

“It has been said," saitl Th.ankful Blossom quickly, 
“that iny father has given entertainment knowingly to two 
s[)ies—two spies that, begging your Kxcellency’s pardon, 
and the pardon of Congress, I know only as two lionourable 
gentlemen, who have as honourably tendered me their 
affections. It is saitl, and basely and most f.iNcIy loo, that 
my sweetheart, Captain .Allan Brewster, has lodged this 
information. I ha\e ridden here to <leny it. I have ridden 
here to demand of you that an honest w oman's reputation 
shall not be sacrificed to the interests of politics. 'J'hat a 
])r)ing mob of ragamuffins shall not be sent to an honest 
farmer's house to spy and spy—and turn a poor girl out of 
doors that they might do it 'Tis shameful—so it is— 
there! 'Tis most scandalous—so it is—there now. Spies 
indeed—wlmt arc thfy\ pray?" 

In the indignation which the recollection of her wrongs 
had slowly galliercd in her, from ilie beginning of this 
.speech, she had advanced her face, rosy with courage, and 
beautiful in its impertinence, within a few inches of the 
dignified features and quiet grey eyes of the great com¬ 
mander. To her utter stupefaction, he bent his head and 
kissed her, with a grave benignity, full on the centre of her 
audacious forehead. 

“Be seated, I beg, Mistress Blossom," he said, taking 
iier cold hand in his, and quietly replacing her in the un¬ 
occupied chair. “ Be seated, I beg, and give me, if you 
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can, your attention for a moment The officer entrusted 
with tlie ungracious task of occupying your failier s house 
is a member of my military family and a gentleman. If he 
lias so far forgotten himself—if he has so far disgraced him¬ 
self and me as ”- 

“No! no!” uttered 'riiankful, with feverish alacrity, 
“ the gentleman was most considerate I On the contrary— 

mayhap—I,”- she hesitated, and then came to a full 

stop, with a heightened colour, as a vivid recollection of 
that gentleman’s face, with the mark of her riding whip 
lying across it, rose before her. 

“ I was about to say that Major Van Zandt, as a gentle¬ 
man, has known how to fully excuse the natural impulses 
of a daughter,” continued Washington, with a look of per¬ 
fect understanding, “ but let me now satisfy you on another 
point, where, it would seem, we greatly difler.” 

He walked to the door and summoned his servant, to 
whom he gave an order. In another moment the fresh- 
faced young officer, who had at first admitted her, re¬ 
appeared with a file of official papers. He glanced slyly 
at Thankful Blossom’s face with an amused look, as if he 
had already heard the colloquy between her and his 
superior officer, and had appreciated that which neither of 
the earnest actors in the scene had themselves felt—a cer¬ 
tain sense of humour in the situation. 

Howbeit, standing before them, Colonel Hamilton gravely 
turned over the file of papers. Thankful bit lier lips in 
embarrassment. A slight feeling of awe and a presenti¬ 
ment of some fast-coming shame j a new and strange con¬ 
sciousness of herself, her surroundings, of the dignity of 
the two men before her, an uneasy feeling of the presence 
of two ladies who had in some mysterious way entered the 
room from another door, and who seemed to be intently 
regarding her from afar with a curiosity as if she were some 
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strange animal, ajul a wild premonition that her whole 
future life and happiness depended upon the events of the 
next few moments, so took possession of her that the brave 
girl trembled for a moment in her isolation and loneliness. 
In another instant, Colonel Hamilton speaking to his 
superior, but looking obviously at one of the ladies who had 
entered, handed a paper to Washington, and said, “ Here 
are tlie charges.” 

“ Read them,” said tlie General coldly. 

Colonel Hamilton with a manifest consciousness of 
another hearer than Mistress Blossom and his General, read 
the paper. It was couched in phrases of military and legal 
precision, and related briefly that upon the certain and 
personal knowledge of the writer, .Abner Blossom of the 
“Blossom Farm,” was in the habit of entertaining two 
gentlemen, namely, the ‘'Count Ferdinand” and the 
Baron Pompoao,” suspected enemies of the cause, and 
possible traitois to the Continental Army. It was signed 
by Allan Brewster, late Captain in the Connecticut 
Contingent. As Colonel Hamilton exhibited the sig¬ 
nature, J hankful Blossom had no difficulty in recognising 

llie familiar bad hand, and equally familiar misspelling o'f 
lier lover. 

She rose to her feet. With eyes that showed iier present 
trouble and perplexity as frankly as they had a moment 
before blazed with her indignation, she met, one by one, 
the glances of the group who now seemed to be closing 
round her. Yet with a woman’s instinct slie felt, I 
am constrained to say, more unfriendliness in the silent 
]*rcscnceof the two women than in the possible outspoken 
criticism of our much abusetl sex. 

“ Of course,” said a voice, which Thankful at once, by a 
woman's unerring instinct, recognised as the elder of the 
two ladies, and the legitimate keeper of the conscience of 
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some one of the men wlio were present, “of course Mistress 
'riiankful will be able to elect which of her lovers amoncr 
licr country's enemies she will be able to cling to for support 
in her present emergency. She does not seem to have 
been so special in her favours as to have positively excluded 
anv one.” 

“At least, dear Lady Washington, she will not give it 
to the man who has proven a traitor to hrr'^ said the 
younger woman impulsively. That is—I beg your lady- 
ship’s pardon ”—slie iiesitated, observing in the dead silence 
iliat ensued that the two superior male beings present looked 
at each other in lofty astonishment. 

“He that is trait’rous to his country,” said Lady Wash¬ 
ington coldly, “is apt to be trait’rous elsewhere.” 

“’Twereas honest to say that lie that was irail’rous to 
his King, was traii’rous to his country,” said Mistress 
Thankful, with sudden audacity, bending her knit brows 
on Lady Washington. But that lady turned dignifiedly 
away, and Mistress 'I’hankful again faced the General. 

“I ask your pardon,” she said proudly, “for troubling 
you with my wrongs. But it seems to me that even if 
another and a greater wrong were done me by my sweetheart, 
through jealousy, it would not justify this accusation against 
me, even though," she added, darting a wicked glance at 
the placid broca<led back of Lady Washington, “even 
though that accusation came from one who knows that 
jealousy may belong to the wife of a patriot as well as a 
traitor.” Slie was herself again, after this speech, although 
her face was white with the blow she had taken and 
returned. 

Colonel Hamilton passed his hand across his mouth and 
coughed slightly. General Washington standing by the 6re 
with an impassive face turned to Thankful gravely_ 

“ You are forgetting, Mistress Thankful, that you have 
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not told me how I can scn'e you. It cannot be that you 
are still concerned in Captain Brewster, who has given evid¬ 
ence against your other- frietids^ and tacitly against jw/. 

Nor can it be on their account, for I regret to say they are 
still free and unknown. If you come with any information 
exculpating them, and showing they are not spies or hostile 
to the cause, your father’s release shall be certain and speedy. 
I^et me ask you a single question. ^Vhy do you believe 
tliem honest ? ” 

“ Because,” said Mistress Tliankful, “ they were—were— 
gentlemen.” 

“ Many spies have been of excellent family, good address, 
and fair talents,” said Wasinngton gravely ; “ but you have, 
mayhap, some other reason.” 

“ Because they talked only to me,” said Mistress Thank¬ 
ful, blushing mightily; “ because they preferred my company 
to father’s—because” she hesitated a moment—“be¬ 
cause they spoke not of politics, but—of—that which lads 

mainly talk of—and—and,”-here slie broke down a 

little; “and tlie Baron I only saw once, but he”-here 

she broke down utterly—“ I know they weren’t spies—there 
row! ” 

“ I must ask y..,u something more,” said Washington, with 
grave kindness; “ whether you give me the information or 
not, you will consider that if what you believe is true, it 
cannot in any way injure the gentlemen you speak of, while, 
on the other hand, it may relieve your father of suspicion. 
Will you give to Colonel Hamilton, my secretary, a full de¬ 
scription of them? That fuller description which Captain 
Brewster, for reasons best known to yourself, was unable to 
give.” 

Mistress Thankful hesitated for a moment, and then, 
with one of her truthful glances at the Commander-in-Chief, 
began a detailed account of the outward semblance of the 

VOL. V. L 
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Count. Why she began with him I am unable to say, but 
possibly, it was because it was easier, for when she came to 
describe the Baron, slie was, I regret to say, somewhat vague 
and figurative. Not so vague, however, but that Colonel 
Hamilton suddenly started up with a look at his chief, who 
instantly checked it with a gesture of his ruffled hand. 

“ I thank you, Mistress Thankful," he said, quite impas¬ 
sively, “ but did this other gentleman, this Baron ”- 

Bomposo, s.iid Thankful proudly. A titter originated 
in tlic group of ladies by the window, and became visible 
on the fresh face of Colonel Hamilton, but the dignified 
colour of Washington’s countenance was unmoved. 

“ May I ask if the Baron made an honourable tender of 
his affections to you, he continued, with respectful gravity 
—“if his attentions were known to your father, and were 
such as honest Mistress Blossom could receive?" 

“ Father introduced him to me, and wanted me to be 
kind to him. He—he kissed me, and I slapped his face," 
said Tliankful quickly, with cheeks as red, I warrant, as 
the Baron’s might have been. 

The moment the words had escaped her truthful lips 
she would have given her life to recall them. To her 
astonisliment, however, Colonel Hamilton laughed out- 
rigiit, and the ladies turned and approached her, but were 

checked by a slight gesture from the otherwise impassive 
figure of the General. 

“It is possible, Mistress Thankful,” he resumed, with 

undisturbed composure, “ that one, at least, of these gentle- 

men may be known to us, and that your instincts may be 

correct. At least rest assured that we shall fully inquire 

into it, and tliat your father shall have the benefit of that 
inquiry.” 

“ I thank your Excellency,” said Thankful, still redden¬ 
ing under the contemplation of her own late frankness. 
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and retreating towards the door, “ I—think—I—»niust—go 
—now. It is late, and I have far to ride. ’ 

To her surprise, however, Washington stepped forward, 
and again taking her hands in his, said with a grave smile, 
“ For that very reason, if for none other, you must be our 
guest to-night, Mistress Thankful Blossom. We still retain 
our Virginian ideas of hospitality, and are tyrannous 
enough to make strangers conform to them, even though 
we have but perchance the poorest of entertainment to 
offer them. Lady Wasliington will not permit Mistress 
Thankful Blossom to leave her roof to-night until she has 
partaken of her courtesy as well as her counsel.” 

“Mistress Thankful Blossom will make us believe th.al 
she has, at least, in so far tnisled our desire to serve her 
justly by accepting our poor hospitality for a single night,” 
said Lady Washington, with a stately courtesy. 

Thankful Blossom still stood irresolutely at the door. 
But the next moment a pair of youthful arms encircled her, 
and the younger gentlewoman, looking into her brown 
eyes, with an honest frankness equal to her own, said, 
caressingly, “ Dear Mistress Thankful, though I am but a 
guest in her ladyship’s house, let me, I pray you, add my 
voice to hers. I am Mistress Schuyler of .-Mbany, at your 
service, Mistress 'I'hankful, as Colonel Hamilton here will 
bear me witness, did I need any interpreter to your honest 
heart. Believe me, dear Mistress I'hankful, I sympathise 
with you, and only beg you to give me an opportunity to¬ 
night to serve you. You will stay, I know, and you will 
stay with me, and we shall talk over the faithlessness of 
that over-jealous Yankee Captain who has proved hinr- 
sclf, I doubt not, as unworthy of you as he is of his 
countr)’.” 

Hateful to thankful as was the idea of bein? commiscr- 
ftted; she nevertheless could not resist the gentle courtesy 
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and gracious sympathy of Miss Schuyler. Besides, it must 
be confessed that for the first time in her life she felt a 
doubt of the power of her own independence, and a 
strange fascination for this young gentlewoman whose arms 
were around her, who could so thoroughly sympathise 
with her, and yet allow herself to be snubbed by Lady 
Washington ! 

“You have a mother, I doubt not?” said Thankful, 
raising her questioning eyes to Miss Schuyler. 

Irrelevant as this question seemed to the two young 
gentlemen, Miss Schuyler answered it with feminine intui¬ 
tion. “And you, dear Mistress Thankful ” 

“ Have none,” said Thankful; and here, I regret to say, 
she whimpered slightly, at which Miss Schuyler, with tears 
in her own fine eyes, bent her head suddenly to Thankful’s 
ear, put her arm about the waist of the pretty stranger, and 
then, to the astonishment of Colonel Hamilton, quietly 
swept her out of the august presence. 

When the door had closed upon them, Colonel 
Hamilton turned half-smilingly, half-inquiringly to his 
chief. Washington returned his glance kindly, but gravely, 
and then said quietly— 

“If your suspicions jump with mine. Colonel, I need 
not remind you that it is a matter so delicate that it would 
be as well if you locked it in your own breast for the 
present. At least that you should not intimate to the 
gentleman whom you may have suspected aught that has 
passed this evening,” 

“ As you will. General,” said the subaltern respectfully; 
“ but may I ask,” he hesitated, “ if you believe that any¬ 
thing more than a passing fancy for a pretty girl ” 

“When I asked your silence, Colonel,” interrupted 
Washington kindly, laying his hand upon the shoulders of 
the younger man, “it was because I thought the matter 
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sufficiently momentous to claim my own private and 
especial attention.” 

“ I ask your Excellency’s pardon,” said the young man, 
reddening through his fresh complexion like a girl; “ I 
only meant ”- 

“That you would ask to be relieved tonight,” inter¬ 
rupted Washington, with a benign smile, “ forasmuch as 
you wished the more to show entertainment to our dear 
friend, Miss Schuyler, and her guest A wayward girl, 
Colonel, but, melhinks, an honest one. Treat her of your 
own quality, Colonel, but discreetly, and n)t too kirKlly; 
lest we have Mistress Schuyler, another injured damsel, on 
our hands,” and with a half playful gesture, peculiar to the 
man, and yet not inconsistent with his dignity, he half led, 
half pushed his youthful secretary from the room. 

When the door had closed upon the Colonel, Lady 
Washington rustled toward her husband, who stood still, 
quiet, and passive on the hearth-stone. 

“You surely see in this escapade nothing of political 
intrigue—no treachery?” she said hastily. 

“No,” said Washington quietly. 

“Nothing more than idle, wanton intrigue with a foolish, 
vain country girl ? ” 

“ Pardon me, my lady,” said Washington gravely. “ I 
doubt not we may misjudge her. 'Tis no common rustic 
lass that can thus stir the country side. ’Twere an insult 
to your sex to believe it. It is not yet sure that she has not 
captured even so high game as she has named. If she has, it 
would add another interest to a treaty of comity and alliance.” 

“ That creature ! ” said Lady Washington—“ that light o* 
love with her Connecticut Captain lover? Pardon me, but 
this is preposterous,” and with a stiff courtesy, she swept 
from the room, leaving the central figure of history—as 
such central figures usually are apt to be left—alone. 
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Later in the evening, ^[ist^e5s Schuyler so far subdued the 
tears and emotions of Thankful that she was enabled to dry 
her eyes and rearrange her brown hair in the quaint little 
mirror in Mistress Schuyler’s chamber, Mistress Schuyler 
herself lending a touch and suggestion here and there after 
the secret freemasonry of her sex. “ You are well rid of this 
forsworn Captain, dear Mistress Thankful, and methinks 
that with hair asbeautitul as yours, the new style of wearing 
it—thougli a modish frivolity—is most becoming. I assure 
you, ’tis much affected in New York and Philadelphia— 
tlrawn straiglit back from the forehead, after this manner, 
as you see.” 

The result was that in an liour later Mistress Schuyler and 
Mistress Blossom presented themselves to Colonel Hamilton 
in the reception-room with a certain freshness and elabor¬ 
ation of toilet that not only quite shamed the young officers 
affairk negligence, but caused him to open his eyes in as¬ 
tonishment. “ Perhaps she would rather be alone, that she 
might indulge her grief,” he said doubtingly, in an aside to 
Miss Schuyler, “rather than appear in company.” 

“Nonsense,” quoth Mistress Schuyler. “Is a young 
woman to mope and sigh because her lover proves false ? ” 

“ But her fatlier is a prisoner,” said Hamilton in amaze¬ 
ment 

" Can you look me in the face,” saitl Mistress Schuyler 
mischievously, “ and tell me that you don’t know that in 
twenty-four hours her father will be cleared of these charges ? 
Nonsense I Do you think I have no eyes in my head? 
Do you think I misread the General’s face and your own ? ” 

“ But, my dear girl,” said the officer in alarm. 

“Oh, I told her so—but not why,'* responded Miss 
Schuyler, with a wicked look in her dark eyes, '* though I 
had warrant enough to do so to serve you for keeping a 
secret from nut" 
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And with this Parthian shot she returned to Mistress 
Thankful, wlio, witli her face pressed against tlie window, 
was looking out on tlie moonlight slope beside the \Vliip- 
jiany river. 

For by one of those freaks peculiar to the American 
springtide the weather had again marvellously changed, 
'I'he rain had ceased, and the ground was covered with an 
icing of sleet and snow, that now glittered under a clear 
sky and a brilliant moon. The north-east wind that shook 
the loose sashes of the windows had transformed each 
dripping tree and shrub to icy stalactites that silvered under 
the moon’s cold touch. 

“ ’Tis a beautiful sight, ladies,” said a bluff, hcaily, middle- 
aged man, joining the group by the window; “ but God 
send the spring to us quickly, and spare us any more such 
cruel changes. My lady moon looks fme enough, glittering 
in yonder tree tops, but I doubt not she looks down upon 
many a poor fellow shivering under his tattered blankets in 
the camp beyond. Had ye seen the Connecticut taitarde- 
malions file by last night, with arms reversed, showing their 
teeth at his Excellency and yet not daring to bile—ha<l 
ye watched these fainthearts, these rloubting 'I'homases, 
ripe for rebellion against his Excellency, against the cause, 
but chiefly against tlie weather, ye would pray for a thaw 
that would melt the licarts of these men as it would these 
stubborn fields around us. Two weeks more of such weather 
would raise up not one Allan Drewster, but a <lozen such 
malcontent puppies ripe for a drum-head court-mariial." 

“Yct’tis a fine night, General Sullivan,” said Colonel Ham¬ 
ilton, sharply nudging the ribs of his superior officer with his 
elbow, “ there would be little trouble on such a night, I fancy, 
to track our ghostly visitant.” Both of the ladies becoming in¬ 
terested, and Colonel Hamilton having thus adroitly turned 
the flank of his superior officer, he went on : “You sliould 
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know that the camp, and indeed the whole locality here, is 
said to be haunted by the apparition of a gray-coated figure, 
whose face is muffled and hidden in his collar, but who has 
the password pat to his lips, and whose identity hath baffled 
tlie sentries. This figure, it is said, forasmuch as it has 
been seen just before an assault, an attack, or some tribu¬ 
lation of the army, is believed by many to be the genius or 
guardian spirit of the cause, and, as such, has incited sentries 
and guards to greater vigilance, and has to some seemed a 
premonition of disaster. Before the last outbreak of the 
Connecticut Militia, Master Graycoat haunted the outskirts 
of the weather-beaten and bedraggled camp, and, I doubt 
not, saw much of that preparation that sent that regiment 
of faint-hearted onion-gatherers to flaunt their woes and 
their wrongs in the face of the General himself.” Here 
Colonel Hamilton, in turn, received a slight nudge 
from Mistress Schuyler, and ended his speech somewhat 
abruptly. 

Mistress Thankful was not unmindful of both these 
allusions to her faithless lover, but only a consciousness of 
mortification and wounded pride was awakened by them. 
In fact, during the first tempest of her indignation at his 
arrest, still later at the arrest of her father, and finally at 
the discovery of his perfidy to her, she had forgotten that 
he was her lover; she had forgotten her previous tender¬ 
ness toward him; and now that her fire and indignation 
were spent, only a sense of numbness and vacancy remained. 
All that had gone before seemed not something to be re¬ 
gretted as her own act, but rather as the act of another 
Thankful Blossom, who had been lost that night in the 
snow-storm ; she felt she had become within the last twenty- 
four hours not perhaps another woman, but for the first 
time a woman. 

Yet it was singular that she felt more confused when a 
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few moments later, the conversation turned upon Major 
Van Zandt ; it was still more singular that she even fell 
considerably frightened at that confusion. Finally she 
found herself listening with alternate irritability, shame, and 
curiosity to praises of that gentleman, of his courage, his 
devotion, and his personal graces. For one wild moment 
Thankful felt like throwing herself on the breast of Mistress 
Schuyler and confessing her rudeness to the Major, but a 
conviction that Mistress Schuyler would share that secret 
with Colonel Hamilton, that Major Van Zandt might not 
like that revelation, and oddly enough associated with this,. 
a feeling of unconquerable irritability toward that handsome 
and gentle young officer, kept her mouth closed. “ Besides,’’ 
she said to herself, “he ought to know, if he is sucli a fine 
gentleman as they say, just how I was feeling, and that I 
didn’t mean any rudeness to him,” and with this unanswer¬ 
able feminine logic, i)OOr Thankful, to some extent, stilled 
her own honest little heart. 

But not, I fear, entirely; the night was a restless one to 
her ; like all impulsive natures the season of reflection and 
perhaps distrust came to her uj>on acts that were already 
committed, and when reason seemed to light the way only 
to despair. She saw the folly of her intrusion at the head¬ 
quarters, as she thought, only when it was too late to 
remedy it; she saw the gracelessncss and discourtesy of 
her conduct to Major Van Zandt only when distance and 
time rendered an apology weak and ineffectual. I think 
she cried a Utile to herself, lying in the strange gloomy 
chamber of the healthfully sleeping Mistress Schuyler, the 
sweet security of whose manifest goodness and kindness 
she alternately hated and envied, and at last, unable to 
stand it longer, slipped noiselessly from her bed and stood 
very wretched and disconsolate before the window that 
looked out upon tlie slope towards the Whippany river. 
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The moon on the new-fallen, frigid, and untrodden snow 
shone brightly. Far to the left it glittered on the bayonet 
of a sentry pacing beside the river bank, and gave a sense 
of security to the girl that perhaps strengthened another 
idea that had grown up in her mind. Since she could not 
sleep why should she not ramble about until she could? 
She had been accustomed to roam about the farm in all 
weathers and at all times and seasons. She recalled to her¬ 
self the night—a tempestuous one—when she had risen in 
serious concern as to the lying-in of her favourite Alderney 
heifer, and how she had saved the life of llie calf, a weak¬ 
ling, dropped apparently from the clouds in the tempest, as 
it lay beside the barn. With this in her mind she donned 
her dress again, and with Mistress Schuyler’s mantle over 
her shoulders noiselessly crept down the narrow staircase, 
passed the sleeping servant on the settee, and opening the 
rear door, in another moment was inhaling the crisp air and 
tripping down the crisp snow of the hill side. 

But Mistress liiankful had overlooked one difference 
between her own farm and a military encampment. She had 
not proceeded a dozen yards before a figure apparently 
started out of the ground beneath iier, and levelling a 
bayonetted musket across her path called, “ Halt!’' 

The hot blood mounted to the girl’s cheek at the first 
imperative command she had ever received in her life; 
nevertheless she halted unconsciously, and without a word 
confronted the challenger with her old audacity. 

“Who goes there?” reiterated the sentry, still keeping 
his bayonet level with her breast. ” 

Thankful Blossom,” she responded promptly. 

The sentry brought his musket to a “ present.” “ Pass. 
Thankful Blossom, and God send it soon, and the spring 
with It, and good-night,” he said, with a strong Milesian 
accent And before the still amazed girl could comprehend 
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the meaning of his abrupt challenge, or his equally abrupt 
departure, he liad resumed his monotonous pace in tlie 
moonlight Indeed, as she stood looking after him, the 
whole episode, the odd unreality of the moonlit landscape, 
the novelty of her position, the morbid play of her thoughts 
seemed to make it part of a dream which the morning light 
might dissipate but could never fully explain. 

With something of this feeling still upon her, she kept 
her way to the river. Its banks were still fringed with ice, 
tlirough which its dark current flowed noiselessly. She 
knew it flowed through the camp where lay her faithless 
lover, and for an instant indulged the thouglit of following 
it and facing him with llie proof of his guilt; but even at 
the thought she recoiled with a new and sudden doubt in 
herself, and stood dreamily watching the shimmer of the 
moon on tiie icy banks, until another and it seemed to her 
equally unreal vision suddenly stayed her feel, and drove 
the blood from her feverish checks. 

A figure was slowly approaching from the direction of 
the sleeping encampment. Tall, erect, and habited in a 
gray suriout, with a hood partially concealing its face, it 
was the counterfeit presentment of the ghostly visit.int slie 
liad heard described. Thankful scarcely breathed. The 
brave little heart that hail not quailed before tlie sentry’s 
levelled musket a moment before, now faltered and stood 
still as the phantom, with a slow and majestic tread, moved 
toward her. She had only time to gain the shelter of a 
tree before the figure, majestically unconscious of her pres¬ 
ence, passed slowly by. Through all her terror Thankful 
was still true to a certain rustic habit of practical perception 
to observe that the tread of the phantom was quite audible 
over the crust of snow, and was visible and palpable as 
the imprint of a military bool! 

The blood came back to 'I’liankful’s cheek, and with it 
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her old audacity. In another instant she was out from 
the tree, and tracking with a light feline tread the appari¬ 
tion that now loomed up the hill before her. Slipping from 
tree to tree, she followed until it paused before the door 
of a low hut or farm-shed that stood midway up the hill. 
Here it entered, and the door closed behind it. With 
every sense feverishly alert, Thankful, from the secure 
advantage of a large maple, watched the door of the hut. 
In a few moments it re-opened to the same figure free of 
its gray enwrappings. Forgetful of everything now but 
detecting the face of the impostor, the fearless girl left the 
tree and placed herself directly in the path of the figure. 
At the same moment it turned toward her inquiringly, and 
the moonlight fell full upon the calm, composed features 
of General Washington. 

In her consternation Thankful could only drop an 
embarrassed courtesy and hang out two lovely signals of 
distress on her cheeks. The face of the pseudo ghost 
alone remained unmoved. 

“ You are wandering late, Mistress Thankful,” he said, 
at last, with a paternal gravity, “ and I fear that the formal 
restraint of a military household has already given you 
some embarrassment. Yonder sentry, for instance, might 
liave stopped you.” 

‘ Oh, he did ! ” said Thankful quickly; “ but it’s all right, 
please your Excellency. He asked me ‘who went there,’ 
and I told him, and he was vastly polite, I assure you.” 

The grave fe.itures of the Commander-in-Chief relaxed 
in a smile. “ You are more liappy than most of your sex 
in turning a verbal compliment to practical account For 
know then, dear young lady, that in honour of your visit 
to the head-quarters, the pass-word to-night through this 
encampment was none other than your own pretty pat¬ 
ronymic—‘Thankful Blossom.’” 
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The tears gliitered in the girl’s eyes, and her lip trembled. 
But with all her readiness of speech, she could only say, 
“Oh, your Excellency.” 

“Then you did pass the sentry? continued Washing¬ 
ton, looking at her intently with a certain grave watchful¬ 
ness in his gray eyes. “ And doubtless you wandered at 
the river bank. Although I myself, tempted by the night, 
sometimes extend my walk as far as yonder shed, it were 
a hazardous act for a young lady to pass beyond the 
protection of the line." 

“Oh, I met no one, your Excellency,” said the usu.ally 
truthful Thankful hastily, rushing to her first lie with grate¬ 
ful impetuosity. 

“And saw no one?” asked Washington quietly. 

“No one,” said Thankful, raising her brown eyes to the 
General’s. 

'rhey both looked at each other—the naturally most 
veracious young woman in the colonies and the subseijuent 
allegorical impersonation of Truth in America—and knew 
each other lied, and, I imagine, respected cacli other for it. 

“I am glad to hear you say so. Mistress Thankful,” said 
Washington quietly, “ for ’twould have been natural for 
you to have sought an interview with your recreant lover 
in yonder camp, though the attempt would have been unwise 
and impossible.” 

“ I had no such thought, your Excellency,” said Thank¬ 
ful, who had really quite forgotten her late intention, “yet 
if with your permission I could hold a few moments’ converse 
with Captain Brewster, it would greatly case my mind.” 

“ ’ Twould not be well for the present," said Washington 
thoughtfully. “ But in a day or two Captain Brewster will 
be tried by court-martial at Morristown. It shall be so 
ordered that when he is conveyed thither his guard shall 
halt at the Blossom Farm. 1 will see that the officer in 
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command gives you an opportunity to see him. And I 
think I can promise also, Mistress Thankful, that your 
father shall also be present under his own roof—a free 
man.” 

They had reached the entrance to the mansion and 
ciUered the hall. Tliankful turned impulsively and kissed 
the extended hand of the Commander. “ You are so good. 
I have been so foolish—so very, very wrong,” she said, 
with a slight trembling of her lip. “ And your Excellency 
believes my story, and those gentlemen were not spies, but 
even as they gave themselves to be.” 

“ I said not that much,” replied Washington, with a 
kindly smile, » but no matter. Tell me rather, Mistress 
'I'hankful, how far your acquaintance with these gentlemen 
has gone, or did it end with the box on the ear that you 
gave the Baron ? ” 

“ He had asked me to ride with him to the Baskingridge, 
and I—had said—yes,” faltered Mistress Thankful. 

“Unless I misjudge you, Mistress Thankful, you can, 
without sucli sacrifice, promise me that you will not see 
him until I give you my permission,” said Washington, 
with grave playfulness. 

'I'he swinging light shone full in Tiiankful’s truthful eyes 
as she lifted them to his. 

“I do,” she said quietly. 

“Good-night,” said the Commander, with a formal bow. 

“Good-night, your Excellency.” 
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PARI’ IV. 

The sun was high over the Short Hills when Mistress 

Thankful, the next day, drew up her sweating mare beside 

the Blossom Farm gate. She had never looked prettier, 

she had never felt more embarrassed as she entered her 

own house. During her rapid ride she had already framed 

a speech of apology to Major Van Zandt, which, however, 

utterly fled from her lips as that officer showed himself 

respectfully on the threshold. Yet she permitted him to 

usurp the functions of the grinning Cxsar, and help her 

from her horse, albeit she was conscious of exhibiting the 

awkward timidity of a bashful rustic, until at last, with a 

stammering “Thank ye,” she actually ran upstairs to hide 

her glowing face and far too conscious cvelids. 

# 

During the rest of that day ^[ajor Van Zandt quietly 
kept out of her way, without obtrusively seeming to avoid 
-Iicr. Yet when they met casually in the performance of 
her household duties, the innocent Mistress Thankful 
noticed, under her downcast, penitential eyelids, that the 
eyes of the officer followed her intently. And thereat she 
fell unconsciously to imitating him, and so they eyed each 
other furtively like cats, and rubbed themselves along the 
walls of rooms and passages when they met, lest they 
should seem designedly to come near each other, and 
enacted the gravest and most formal of genuflections, 
courtesies, and bows, when they accidentally did meet. 
And just at the close of the second day, as the elegant 
Major Van Zandt was feeling himself fast becoming a 
drivelling idiot and an awkward country booby, the arrival 

of a courier from head-quarters saved that gentleman his 
self-respect for ever. 

Mistress Thankful was in Iicr sitting-room when he 



176 Tliankfid Blossom. 

knocked at tlie door. She opened it in sudden, conscious 
trepidation. 

“I ask pardon for intruding, Mistress Thankful Blossom,” 
he said gravely, “but I have here”—he held out a preten¬ 
tious document—“ a letter for you from head-quarters. 
May I hope that it contains good news—the release of 
your father—and that it relieves you from my presence, 
and an espionage which I assure you cannot be more un- 
j)leasant to you than it has been to myself.” 

As he entered the room, Tliankful had risen to lier feet 
with the full intention of delivering to him her little set 
apology, but as he ended his speech she looked at him 
blandly—and burst out crying. 

Of course he was in an instant at her side and holding 
her cold little hand. Then she managed to say, between 
her tears, that she had been wanting to make an apology 
to him j that site had wanted to say ever since she arrived 
that she had been rude, very rude, and that she knew he 
never could forgive her; that she had been trying to say 
hat she never could forget his gentle forbearance, “ only,” 
she added, suddenly raising her tear-fringed brown lids to 
the astonished man, *^'you wouldiit ever let me!" 

“Dear Mistress Thankful,”said the Major, in conscience- 
stricken horror, “ if I have made myself distant to you, 
believe me it was only because I feared to intrude upon 
your sorrow. I really—dear Mistress Thankful—I”- 

“When you took all the pains to go round the hall 
instead of through the dining-room lest I should ask you 
to forgive me,” sobbed Mistress Thankful, “ I thought— 
you—must—hate me, and preferred to ”- 

“ Perhaps this letter may mitigate your sorrow, Mistress 
Thankful,” said the officer, pointing to the letter she still 
held unconsciously in her hand. 

With a blush at het pre-occupation, Thankful opened 
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the letter. It was a half-official document, and ran as 
follows:— 

Tile Commander-in-Chief is glad to inform Mistress 
Thankful Blossom that the charges preferred against her 
father have, upon fair examination, been found groundless 
and trivial. The Commander-in-Chief further begs to 
inform Mistress Blossom that the gentleman known to her 
under the name of the 'Baron Pomposo,’ was his Excellency 
Don Juan Morales, Ambassador and Envoy Extraordinary 
of the Court of Spain, and that the gentleman known to 
her as the 'Count Ferdinand,' was Seuor Godoy, Secretary 
to the Embassy. The Commandcr-in-Chicf wishes to add, 
that Mistress 1 hankful Blossom is relieved of any further 
obligation of hospitality toward these honourable gentle¬ 
men, as the Commander-in-Chief regrets to record the 
sudden and deeply-to-be-deplorcd death of his Excellency 
this morning by typhoid fever, and the possible speedy 
return of the Embassy. 

In conclusion, the Cominander-in-Cliief wishes to bear 
testimony to the Truthfulness, Intuition, and Discretion of 
Mistress Thankful Blossom. 

“ By order of his Excellency, 

“General George Washington 
Hamilton, Secretary. 

“Tu Mistrets Thankful Dlossom, of Blossom Famj." 

Thankful Blossom was silent for a few moments, and 
then raised her abashed eyes to Major Van Zandt A 
single glance satisfied her that lie knew nothing of the 
imposture that had been practised upon her—knew noth¬ 
ing of the trap into which her vanity and self-will had led 
her. 
vor- V. 


M 
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“Dear Mistress Thankful,” said the Major, seeing the 
distress in her face. “I trust the news is not ill. Surely 

I gathered from the Sergeant that”- 

“ What ? ” said Thankful, looking at him intently. 

“That in twenty-fours hours at furthest your father would 

be free, and that I should be relieved”- 

“ I know that you are aweary of your task, Major,” said 
Thankful bitterly; “rejoice, then, to know your informa¬ 
tion is correct, and that my father is exonerated—unless— 
unless this is a forgery, and General Washington should 
turn out to be somebody else, Q.r\d, you should turn out to 
be somebody else”—and she stopped short and hid her 
wet eyes in the window curtains. 

“Poor girll” said Major Van Zandt to himself, “this 
trouble has undoubtedly frenzied her. Fool that I was, 
to lay up the insult of one that sorrow and excitement had 
bereft of reason and responsibility. ’Twere better I should 
retire at once and leave her to herself,” and the young man 
slowly retreated toward the door. 

But at this moment there were alarming symptoms of 
distress in the window curtain, and the Major paused as a 
voice from its dimity depths said plaintively, “ And^'(j// are 
going without forgiving me! ” 

“Forgive^’o//, Mistress Thankful,” said the Major, striding 
to the curtain, and seizing a little hand that was obtruded 
from its folds, “forgive you; rather can you forgive me— 

for the folly—the cruelty of mistaking—of—of”-and 

here the Major, hitherto famous for facile compliments, 
utterly broke down. But the hand he held was no longer 
cold, but warm and intelligent, and in default of coherent 
speech he held fast by that as the thread of his discourse, 
until Mistress Thankful quietly withdrew it, thanked him 
for his forgiveness, and retired deeper behind the curtain. 
When he had gone, she threw herself in a chair and again 
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gave way lo a passionate flood of tears. In the last twenty, 
four hours her pride had been utterly humbled ; the inde¬ 
pendent spirit of this self-willed little beauty had met for 
the first time with defeat. When she had got over her 
womanly shock at the news of the sham Baron's death, she 
had, I fear, only a selfish regret at his taking off—believing 
that if living he would in some way show the world, which 
just then consisted of the head-quarters and Major Van 
Zandt, that he had really made love to her, and possibly 
did honourably love her still, and might yet give her an 
opportunity to reject him. And now he was dead, and she 
was held up to the world as the conceited plaything of a 
fine gentleman’s masquerading sport. That her fiuher’s 
cupidity and ambition made him sanction the imposture in 
her bitterness she never doubted. No 1 Lover, friend, 
father—all had been false to her, and the only kindness she 
had received was from the men she had wantonly insulted. 
Toor httle Blossom ! Indeed, a most premature Blossom • 

I fear a most unthankful Blossom, sitting there, shiverin*^ 
in the first chill wind of adversity, rocking backward and 
forward with the skirt of her dimity short gown over her 
shoulders, and her little buckled shoes and clocked stockitv's 
j)4Llhcticcil)y crossed before her. 

But healthy youth is reactive, and in an hour or two 
Thankful was down at the cow-shed with her arms around 
the neck of her favourite heifer, to whom she poured out 
much of her woes, and from whom she won an intelligent 
sort of slobbering sympathy. And then she sharply scofded 
Caesar for nothing at all, and a moment after returned to 
the house with the air and face of a deeply-injured angel 
who had been disappointed in some celestial idea of setiiii" 
this world right, but was still not above forgiveness. A 
spectacle that sunk Major Van Zandt into the dark depths 
of remorse, and eventually sent him to smoke a pipe of 
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Virginia with his men in tlie roatlsicle camp. Seeing which, 
Thankful went early lo bed and cried herself to sleep. 
And Nature, possibly, followed her example, for at sunset a 
great thaw set in, and by midnight the freed rivers and 
brooks were gurgling melodiously, and tree, and shrub, and 

fence were moist and dripping. 

The red dawn at last struggled through the vaporous veil 
that hid the landscape. Tlien occurred one of those magi¬ 
cal changes peculiar to tlie climate, yet perhaps pre¬ 
eminently notable during that historic winter and spring. 
By ten o’clock on that 3rd of May, 1780, a fervent June-like 
sun had rent tliat vaporous veil, and poured its direct rays 
upon the gaunt and haggard profile of the Jersey liills. 
The chilled soil responded but feebly to that kiss; perhaps 
a few of the willows that yellowed the river banks took on 
a deeper colour. But the country folk were certain that 
spring had come at last, and even the correct and self- 
sustained Major Van Zandt came running in to announce 
to Mistress Thankful that one of his men had seen a violet 
in the meadow. In another moment Mistress Thankful had 
donned her doak and pattens lo view this firstling of the 
la""ard summer. It was quite natural that Major Van 
Zandt should accompany her as she tripped on, and so with¬ 
out a thought of their past differences, they ran like very 
children down the moist and rocky slope tint led to the 
quaggy meadow. Such was the influence of the vernal 
season. 

But tlie violets were hidden. Mistress Tlunkful, regard¬ 
less of tlie wet leaves and her new gown, groped with her 
fingers among the withered grasses. Major Van Zandt 
leaned against a boulder and watched her with admiring 
eyes. 

“ Vou’ll never find flowers that way,” she said at last, 
looking up to him impatiently. “ Go down on your knees 
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like an honest man. There are some things in this worlJ 
worth stooping for.” 

The Major instantly dropped on his knees beside her. 
13 ut at that moment Mistress Thankful found her posies 
and rose to her feet. “Stay where you are,” slie said mis¬ 
chievously, as she stooped down and placed a (lower in the 
lappel of his coat. “ I hat is to make amentls for my rude¬ 
ness. Now, get up.” 

but the Major did not rise. He caught tlie two little 
hands that had seemed to flutter like birds against his breast, 
and, looking up into the laughing face above him, said, 

Dear Mistress I hankful \ dare I remind you of your own 

words that ‘ there be some things worth stooping for.’ 

'I'hink of my love, Mistress Thankful, as a flower—mryhap, 

not as gracious to you as your violets, but as honest and_ 

and—and—as ”- 

"Ready to spring up in a single night,” laughed Thank¬ 
ful. "But, no; get up, M:.jor! What would the fine 
ladies of Morristown say of your kneeling at the feet of a 
country girl, the play and sport of every fine gentleman ? 
A\ hat if Mistress Bolton should see her own cavalier, tlie 
modish Major Van Zandt, proffering his affections to the 
disgraced sweetheart of a perjured traitor? Leave go my 
hand, I pray you, ^rajor—if you respect”_ 

She was free, yet she faltered a moment beside him, with 
tears quivering on her long brown lashes. Then she said, 
tremulously, "Rise up, Major. I.et us think no more of 
this. I pray you forgive me, if I have again been rude.” 

The Major struggled to rise to his feet. But he could 
not. And then I regret to have to record that the fact 
became obvious that one of his shapely legs was in a bog- 
hole, and that he was perceptibly sinking out of sight. 
Whereat Mistress Thankful trilled out a three-syllablcd 
laugh, looked demure and painfully concerned at his con- 
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dilion, and then laughed again. The Major joined in her 
inirlh, albeit his face was crimson. And then, with a little cry 
of alarm, she flew to his side, and put her arms around him. 

“ Keep away, keep away, for heaven’s sake, Mistress 
Blossom,” he said quickly, ‘ or I shall plunge you into 
my mishap, and make you as ridiculous as myself.” 

But the quick-witted girl had already leaped to an 
adjacent boulder. “ Take off your sasli,” she said quickly, 

“ fasten it to your belt, and throw it to me.” He did so. 
She straightened herself back on the rock. “Now, alto¬ 
gether,” she cried, with a preliminary strain on the sash, 
and then the cords of her well-trained muscles stood out 
on her rounded arms, and with a long pull, and a strong 
pull, and a pull all together, she landed the Major upon the 
rock. And then she laughed. And then, inconsistent as 
it may appear, she became grave, and at once proceeded to 
scrape him off, and rub him down with dried leaves, with 
fern twigs, with her handkerchief, with the border of her 
mantle, as if he were a child, until he blushed with alter¬ 
nate shame and secret satisfaction. 

They spoke but little on their return to the farmhouse, 
for Mistress Thankful had again become grave. And yet 
the sun shone cheerily above them ; the landscape was filled 
with the joy of resurrection and new and awakened life; 
the breeze whispered gentle promises of hope and the frui¬ 
tion of their hopes in the summer to come. And these two 
fared on until they reached the porch with a half-pleased, 
half-frightened consciousness that they were not the same 
beings who had left it a half hour before. 

Nevertheless, at the porch Mistress Thankful regained 
something of her old audacity. As they stood together in 
the hall, she handed him back the sash she had kept with 
her. As she did so she could not help saying, “There are 
some things worth stooping for, Major Van Zandt.” 
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But she had not calculated upon the audacity of the man, 
and as she turned to fly she was caught by his strong arm 
and pinioned to his side. She struggled, honestly, I think, 
and perhaps more frightened at her own feelings than at 
his strength, but it is to be recorded that he kissed her in 
a moment of comparative yielding, and then, frightened 
himself, released her quickly, whereat she fled to her room, 
and threw herself, panting and troubled, upon her bed. 
For an hour or two she lay there, with flushed cheeks and 
conflicting thoughts. “ He must never kiss me again,” she 

said, softly to herself, “unless-” but the interrupting 

thought said, "I shall die if he kiss me not again; and I 
never can kiss another.” And then she was roused by a 
footstep upon the stair—which, in that brief time, she had 
learned to know and look for—and a knock at the door. 
She opened it to Major Van Zandt, white and so colourless 
as to bring out once more the faint red line made by her 
riding whip two days before, as if it had risen again in accu¬ 
sation. The blood dropped out of her cheeks as she gazed 
at him in silence. 

“An escort of dragoons,” said Major Van Zandt, slowly 
and with military precision, “ has just arrived, bringing with 
them one Captain Allan Brewster, of the Connecticut Con¬ 
tingent, on his way to Morristown to be tried for mutiny 
and treason. A private note from Colonel Hamilton 
instructs me to allow him to have a private audience with 
you —\iyoH so wish it.” 

With a woman’s swift and too often hopeless intuition, 
Thankful knew that this was not the sole contents of the 
letter, and that her relations with Captain Brewster were 
known to the man before her. But she drew herself up a 
little proudly, and turning her truthful eyes upon the Major, 
said, I do so wish it” 

*‘]l shall be done as you desire, Mistress Blossom,” re- 
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turned the ofllcer, with cold politeness, as he turned upon 
his heel. 

“One moment, Major Van Zandl,” said Thankful swiftly. 

The Major turned quickly. But Thankful’s eyes were 
gazing thoughtfully forw.ard, avid scarcely glanced at him. 
“ I would prefer,” she said timidly and hesitatingly, “ that 
this interview should not take place under the roof where— 
where—where my father lives. Half way down the meadow 
there is a bam, and before it a broken part of the wall, 
fronting on a sycamore tree. He will know where it is. 
Tell him I will see him there in half an hour.” 

A smile, which the Major had tried to make a careless 
one, curled his lip satirically as he bowed in reply. “ It 
is the first time,” he said drily, “that I believe I have been 
honoured with arranging a tryst for two lovers, but believe 
me, Mistress Thankful, I will do my best. In half an hour 
I will turn my prisoner over to you.” 

In half an hour the punctual Mistress Thankful, with a 
hood hiding her pale face, passed the oflicer in the hall on 
the way to her rendezvous. An hour later, Ctesar came 
with a message that Mistress Thankful would like to see 
him. When the Major entered the sitting-room he was 
shocked to find her lying pale and motionless on the sofa, 
but as the door closed she rose to her feet and confronted 
him. 

“I do not knoi\,” she said slowly, “whether you are 
aware that the man I Just now parted from was, for a 
twelvemonth past, my sweetheart, and that I believed I 
loved him, and I was true to him. Ifyou have not 
heard it I tell you now, for the time will come when you 
will hear part of it from the lips of others, and I would 
rather you should take the whole truth from mine. This 
man was false to me. He betrayed two friends of mine as 
spies. I could have forgiven it had it been only foolish 
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jealousy, but it was, I have since learned from his own lips, 
only that he might gratify his spite against the Conimander- 
in-Chicf by procuring their arrest and making a serious diffi¬ 
culty in the American camp, by means of uhich he hoped 
to serve his oun ends. He told me this, believing that I 
sympathised with him in his hatred of the Commander-in- 
Chief, and in his own wrongs and sufferings. I confess, to 
my shame, Major Van Zandt, that two days ago I di,l 
believe him, and that I looked upon you as a mere catch¬ 
poll or bailiff of the tyrant That I found out how I was 
iieceived when I saw the Commander-in-Chief, you, Major, 
who know him so well, need not be told. Nor was it 
necessary for me to tell this man that he had deceived me 
—for I felt—that—that—was—not—thc~only reason- 

why I could no longer return—his love.” 


She paused, as the Major approached her earnestly, and 
waved him back with her hand. -‘He reproached me 
bitterly with my want of feeling for Ids misfortunes,” she 
«^nt on again; “he recalled my past protestations! he 
showed me my love leltcrs-and he told me that if I were 
still his true sweetheart I ought to help him. I told him 
If he would never call me by that name again ; if he would 
give up all claim to me ; if he would never speak, write to 
me, or see me again; if he would hand me back my letters 
I would help him.” She stopped—the blood rushed into 
ler pale (ace. “ You will remember, Major, that I accepted 
this rnan s love as a young, foolish, trustful girl; but when 

I made him tips offer—he—he—accepted it.” 

“The dog t» said Major Van Zandt. “but in what 
way could you help this double traitor?” 

“ I Aave helped him,” said Thankful quietly 

‘‘But how?” said Major Van Zandt. 

“ By becoming a traitor myself,” she said, turning upon 
b.m almost fiercely. “ Hear me ! While you were quietly 
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pacing these halls, wliile your men were laughing and 
talking in the road, Cossar was saddling my white mare, 
the fleetest in the country. He led her to the lane below. 
Tliat mare is now two miles away, with Captain Brewster 
on her back. Why do you not start, Major? Look at 
me. 1 am a traitor, and this is my bribe,” and she drew a 
package of letters from her bosom, and flung them on the 
table. 

She had been prepared for an outbreak or exclamation 
from the man before her, but not for his cold silence. 

“ Speak,” she cried, at last, passionately, “ speak. Open 
your lips if only to curse me ! Order in your men to arrest 
me. I will proclaim myself guilty, and save your honour. 
But only speak ! ” 

“ May I ask,” said Major Van Zandt coldly, “ why you 
have twice honoured me with a blow ? ” 

“ Because I loved you ! Because when I first saw you 
I saw the only man that was my master, and I rebelled. 
Because when I found I could not help but love you, I 
knew I never had loved before, and I would wipe out with 
one stroke all the past that rose in judgment against me. 
Because I would not have you ever confronted with one 
endearing word of mine that was not meant for you?” 

Major Van Zandt turned from the window where he had 
stood, and faced the girl with sad resignation. “ If I have, 
in my foolishness. Mistress Thankful, shown you how 
great was your power over me, when you descended to this 
artifice to spare my feelings by confessing your own love 
for me, you should have remembered that you were doing 
that which for ever kept me from wooing or winning you. 
If you had really loved me, your heart, as a woman’s, 
would have warned you against that which my heart, as a 
gentleman’s, has made a law of honour. When I tell you, 
as much for the sake of relieving your own conscience aa 
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for Die sake of justifying mine, that if tiiis man, a traitor, 

my prisoner, and your recognised lover, had escaped from’ 

my custody without your assistance, connivance or even 

knowledge, I should have deemed it my duty to forsake 

you until I caught him, even if we had been standin^^ 
before the altar.’* ® 

Thankful heard him, but only as a strange voice in the 
distance, as she stood with fixed eyes and breathless 
parted lips before him. Yet even then I fear that, woman¬ 
like, she did not comprehend his rhetoric of honour, but 
only caught here and there a dull, benumbing idea that he 
despised her, and that in her effort to win his love she had 
killed it, and ruined him for ever, 

“ If you think it strange,” continued the Major, *■ that 

believing as I do, I stand here only to utter moral axioms 

when my duty calls mo to jiursue your lover, I beg you to 

believe that it is only for your sake. I wish to allow a 

reasonable tune between your interview with him and his 

escape, that shall save you from any suspicion of compli- 

city. Do not think,” he added, with a sad smile, as the 

girl made an impatient step towards him, “do not think I 

am running any risk. The man cannot escape. A cordon 

of pickets surrounds the camp for many miles. He has 

not the countersign, and his face and crime are known.” 

“Yes,” said Thankful eagerly, “but a part of his own 

regiment guards the Baskingridge road.” 

“ How know you this?” said the Major, seizing her 
hand. ® 

“ He told me.” 

Before she could fall on her knees and beg his forgive¬ 
ness, he had darted from the room, given an order^nd 
returned with cheeks and eyes blazing. 

“ Hear me,” he said rapidly, taking the girl’s two hands, 
you know not what you’ve done. I forgive you. But 
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this is no longer a matter of duty, but of my personal 
honour. 1 shall pursue this man alone. I shall return 
with him, or not at all. Farewell; God bless you ! ” 

But before he readied the door she caught him again. 

“ Only say you have forgiven me once more." 

“ I do." 

“Guert!" 

There was something in the girl’s voice more than this 
first utterance of his Cliristian name that made him 
pause. 

“ I told—a—lie—^just—now. There is a fleeter horse in 
the stable than my mare j 'tis the roan filly in the second 

stall." 

“ God bless you.” 

He was gone. Slie waited to hear the clatter of hia 
liorse’s hoofs in the roadway. When Caesar came in a few 
moments later to tell the news of Captain Brewster’s escape, 
the room was empty. But it was soon filled again by a 
dozen turbulent troopers. 

“Of course she’s gone,” said Sergeant Tibbitts 5 “the 
jade flew with the Captain." 

“Ay, *tis plain enough. Two horses are gone from the 
stable besides the Major’s,” said Private Hicks. 

Nor was this military criticism entirely a private one. 
When the courier arrived at head-quarters the next morn¬ 
ing, it was to bring the report that Mistress Thankful 
Blossom, after assisting her lover to escape, had fled with 
him. “The renegade is well o(T our hands,” said General 
Sullivan gruffly. “He lias saved us the public disgrace of 
a trial, but this is bad news of Major Van Zandt.” 

“What news of the Major?” asked Washington quickly. 

“ He pursued the vagabond as far as Springfield, killing 
his horse, and falling himself insensible before Major 
Merton's quarters. Here lie became speedily delirious, 
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fever superveiietl, and the regimental surgeon, after a care¬ 
ful examination, pronounced his case one of small-pox." 

A whisper of horror and pity went round the room. “An¬ 
other gallant soldier who should have died leading a charge, 
laid by the heels by a beggar's filthy distemper,” growled 
Sullivan; “where will it end?” 

“God knows,” said Hamilton. “ Poor Van Zmdt. But 
whither was he sent; to the hospital?” 

“ No. A special permit was granted in his case, and 'lis 
said he was removed to the Blossom Farm—it being remote 
from neighbours, and the house was placed under quaran¬ 
tine. Abner Blossom has prudently absented himself from 
the chances of infection, and the daughter has fleil. The 
sick man is attended only by a black servant and an ancient 
crone, so that if the poor Major escapes with his life or 
without disfigurement, pretty Mistress Bolton of Morristown 
need not be scandalised or jealous,” 

PART V. 

The ancient crone alluded to in the last chapter had been 
standing behind the window-curtains of that bedroom 
which had been Thankful Blossom’s in the weeks gone by. 
She did not move her head, but stood looking demurely 
after the manner of ancient crones, over the summer land¬ 
scape. For the summer had come before the lardy spring 
was scarce gone, and the elms before the window no longer 
lisped, but were eloquent in the softest zephyrs. There 
was the flash of birds in among the bushes, the occasional 
droning of bees in and out the open window, and a per¬ 
petually swinging censer of flower incense rising from 
below. *1 he farm had put on its gayest bridal raiment, 
and, looking at the old farmhouse shadowed with foliage, 
and green with creeping vines, it was difficult to conceive 
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that snow had ever lain on its porches or icicles swung 
from its mossy eaves. 

“ Thankful! ” said a voice still tremulous with weakness. 

The ancient crone turned, drew aside the curtains, and 
showed the sweet face of Thankful Blossom, more beautiful 
even in its paleness. 

“ Come here, darling,” repeated the voice. 

Tliankful stepped to the sofa whereon lay the convales¬ 
cent Major Van Zandt. 

“Tell me, sweetheart,” said the Major, taking her hand 
in his, “when you married me, as you told the chaplain, 
that you might have the right to nurse me, did you never 
think tiiat if death had spared me, I might have been so 
disfigured that even you, dear love, would have turned 
from me with loathing ? ” 

“That was why I did it, dear,” said Thankful mischiev¬ 
ously. “ I know that the pride, and the sense of honour, 
and self-devotion of some people would have kept them 
from keeping their promises to a poor girl.” 

“But, darling,” continued the Major, raising her hand 
to his lips, “suppose the case had been reversed; suppose 
you had taken the disease; that I had recovered without 
disfigurement, but that this sweet face ”- 

“ I thought of that too,” interrupted Thankful. 

“Well, what would you have done, dear,” said the Major, 
with his old mischievous smile. 

“I should have died,” said Thankful gravely. 

“ But how ? " I 

“ Somehow. But you are to ^o tl sleep, end not ask 
impertinent and^ fi1/ot?)us qu^wns, nor fathtr is coming 
to-morrow.” — L _ _ I 

“Thankful, dear, do you know whamie*Trees and the 
birds said to me as I lay there tossing with the fever?” 

“No, dear.” 
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“Tliankful Blossom! Thankful Blossom! Thankful 
Blossom is comins !" 

“Do you know what I said, sweetheart, as I lifted your 
dear head from the ground wlien you reeled from your horse 
just a? I overtook you at Springfield?” 

“ No, dear.” 

“There are some things in life worth stooping for.” 

And she winged this Parthian arrow home with a kiss. 

They lived to a good old age, but she survived him. My 
mother met her in 1833. when she remembered much more 
of her interview with General Washington than I have 
dared to transcribe here. At that lime the Spanish 
Ambassador had presented her with a troussmu of incal- 
culable richness. The marriage was to have taken jilace 
at the head-quarters, but his Excellency died on that very 
day. At other times she even hinted at a secret m.irriage. 
But it was observable that Major Van Zandt receded into 
the background with advancing years, anef for that reason 
1 have given him a prominent place in these pages. The 
worthy Allan Brewster reached Hartford, Connecticut, in 
safety, and after the peace, was elected a member of Con¬ 
gress from that district, where his troubles with the Com- 
mander-in-Chief were deemed by a patriotic community as 

simply an honest, though somewhat premature opposition 
to Federalism. 
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PART I. 

A CLOUD OS THE MOUNTAIS. 

They lived on the verge of a vast stony level, upheaved 
so far above the surrounding country that its vague outlines, 
viewed from the nearest valley, seemed a mere cloud-streak 
resting upon the lesser hills. The rush and roar of the 
turbulent river that washed its eastern base were lost at 
that height; the winds that strove with the giant pines 
that half-way climbed its flanks spent their fury below the 
summit For, at variance with most meteorological specu¬ 
lation, an eternal calm seemed to invest this serene altitude. 
The few Alpine flowers seldom thrilled their petals to a 
passing breeze; rain and snow fell alike perpendicularly, 
heavily, and monotonously over the granite boulders scat¬ 
tered along its brown expanse. Although by actual 
measurement an inconsiderable elevation of the Sierran 
range, and a mere shoulder of the nearest while-faced peak 
that glimmered in the west, it seemed to lie so near the 
quiet, passionless stars that at night it caught something 
of their calm remoteness. The articulate utterance of such 
a locality should have been a whisper; a laugh or exclama¬ 
tion was discordant, and the ordinary tones of the human 
voice on the night of the 15th of May 1868, had a gro¬ 
tesque incongruity. 
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In the thick darkness that clothed the mountain that 
night, the human figure would have been lost or confounded 
with the outlines of outlying boulders, which at such times 
took upon themselves tlie vague semblance of men and 
animals. Hence the voices in the following colloquy 
seemed the more grotesque and incongruous from being 
the apparent expression of an upright monolitli, ten feet 
high, on the right, and another mass of granite that, reclin¬ 
ing, peeped over the verge. 

“ Hello!” 

Hello yourself!" 

“ You’re late.” 

“I lost the trail, and climbed up the slide.” 

Here followed a stumble, the clatter of stones down the 
mountain side, ami an oath, so very human and undignified 
that it at once relieved the boulders of any complicity of 
expression. The voices, too, were close together now, and 
unexpectedly in quite another locality. 

" Anything up? " 

Looey Napoleon's declared war agin Germany !*' 

“ Sho-o-o I" 

Notwithstanding this exclamation, the interest of the 
latter speaker was evidently only polite and perfunctory. 
What, indeed, were the political convulsions of the Old 
World to the dwellers in this serene, isolated eminence of 
the New? 

reckon it’s so,” continued the first voice] “French 
Pete and that thar feller that keeps the Dutch grocery hcv 
hed a row over it. Emptied their six-shooters into each 
other. The Dutchman’s got two balls in his leg, and the 
Frenchman’s got an onnessary button-hole in his shirt 
buzzum, and hez caved in.” 

This concise, local corroboration of the conflict of remote 
nations, however confirmatory, did not appear to excite 

VOL. V. 
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any furtlier interest Even the last speaker, now that he 
was in this calm, dispassionate atmospliere, seemed to lose 
his own concern in his tidings, and to have abandoned 
everything of a sensational and lower-worldly character in 
the pines below. There was a few moments of absolute 
silence, and then another stumble. But now the voices of 
both speakers were quite patient and philosophical. 

“Hold on, and I’ll strike a light,” said the second 
speaker. “I brought a lantern along, but I didn’t light 
up. I kem out afore sundown, and you know how it allers 
is up yer. 7 didn’t want it, and didn’t keer to light up. 
I forgot you’re always a little dazed and strange-like when 
you first come up.” 

There wa.s a crackle, a flash, and presently a steady glow 
which the surrounding darkness seemed to resent. The 
faces of the two men thus revealed were singularly alike. 
The same thin, narrow outline of jaw and temple; the 
same dark, grave eyes; the same brown growth of curly 
heard and moustache, which concealed the mouth, and 
liid what might have been any individual idiosyncrasy of 
tliought or expression, showed them to be brothers, or 
belter known as the “Twins of Table Mountain." A 

certain animation in the face of the second speaker_the 

first comer—a certain light in his eye, might have at first 
distinguished him; but even this faded out in the steady 
glow of the lantern, and had no value as a permanent 
distinction, for by the lime they had reached the western 
verge of the mountain, the two faces had settled into a 
homogeneous calmness and melancholy. The vague hori¬ 
zon of darkness that, a few feet from the lantern, still 
encompassed them, gave no indication of their progress 
until their feet actually trod the rude planks and thatch 
that formed the roof of their habitation. For their cabin 
half burrowed in the mountain, and half clung, like a 
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swallow's nest, to the side of the deep declivity that 
terminated the northern limit of the summit. Had it not 
been for the windlass of a shaft, a coil of rope, and a few 
heaps of stone and gravel, which were the only indications 
of human labour in that stony field, there was nothing to 
interrupt its monotonous dead level. And when they 
descended a dozen well-worn steps to tlie door of their 
cabin, they left the summit as before, lonely, silent, motion¬ 
less, uninterrupted, basking in the cold light of the stars. 

The simile of a “ nest,” as applied to the cabin of the 
brothers, was no mere figure of speech, as the light of the 
lantern first flaslicd upon it. 7 he narrow Ictlge before the 
door was strewn wdth feathers. A suggestion that it might 
be the home and haunt of predatory birds was promj>lly 
checked by the spectacle of the nailed-up carcases of .a 
dozen hawks against the walls, and the outsjiread wings of 
an extended eagle emblazoning the gable above the door, 
like an armorial bearing. Within the cabin the walls and 
chimney-piece were dazzingly bedecked with the parti¬ 
coloured wings of jays, yellow-birds, woodpeckers, king¬ 
fishers, and the poly-tinted wood-duck. Vet in that dry, 
highly rarefied atmosphere there was not the slightest 
suggestion of odour or decay. 

Ihc first speaker hung the lantern upon a hook that 
dangled from the rafters, and going to the broad chimney, 
kicked the half-dead embers into a sudden resentful blaze. 

lie then opened a rude cupboard, and without looking 
around, called Ruth! ” ® 

The second speaker turned his head from tlie open door- 
way where he was leaning, as if listening to something in the 
darkness, and answered abstractedly— 

“Rand!” 

“ I don't believe you have touched grub to-day! • 

Ruth grunted out some indifferent reply. 
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“Thar hezent been a slice cut off that bacon since I 
left,” continued Rand, bringing a side of bacon and some 
biscuits from the cupboard and applying himself to the 
discussion of them at the table. “You’re geltin’ off yer 
feed, Ruth. What’s up ? ” 

Ruth replied by taking an uninvited seat beside him, and 
resting his chin on the palms of his hands. He did not 
eat, but simply transferred ids inattention from the door to 
the table. 

“You’re workin’ too many hours in the shaft,” continued 
Rand. “ You’re always up to some such d—n fool business 
when I’m not yer.” 

“ I dipped a little west to-day,” Ruth went on, without 
heeding the brotherly remonstrance, “and struck quartz and 
pyrites.” 

“Thet’s you !—allers dippin’ west or east for quartz and 
the colour, instead of keeping on plumb down to the 
‘ cement | * 

“ We've been three years digging for cement,” said Ruth, 
more in abstraction than reproach ; “ three years I ” 

“And we may be three years more—may be only three 
days. Why, you couldn’t be more impatient if—if—if you 
lived in a valley.” 

Delivering this tremendous comparison as an unanswer* 
able climax, Rand applied himself once more to his repast 
Ruth, after a moment’s pause, without speaking or looking 
up, disengaged his hand from under his chin and slid it 
along, palm uppermost, on the table beside his brother. 
Thereupon Rand slowly reached forward his left hand, the 
right being engaged in conveying victual to his mouth, and 
laid it on his brother’s palm. The act was evidently an 
habitual, half-mechanical one, for in a few moments the 

* The local oame for gold-bearing tdluvial drift—the bed of a pre« 
historic river, 
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hands were as gently disengaged, witiiout comment or 
expression. At last Rand leaned back in his chair, laid 
down his knife and fork, and complacently loosening the 
belt that held his revolver, threw it and the weapon on his 
bed. Taking out his pipe, and chipping some tobacco on 
the table, he said carelessly, “ I came a piece through the 
woods with Mornie just now.” The face that Ruth turned 
upon his brother was very distinct in expression at tliat 
moment, and quite belied the popular theory that the 
twins could not be told apart. “ Tliet gal,” continued 
Rand, without looking up, “is either flighty, or—or 
suthin’,” he added, in vague <iisgust, pushing the table from 
him as if it were the lady in question. “ Don’t tell me ! ” 

Ruth’s eyes quickly sought his brothers, and were as 
quickly averted, as he asked hurriedly, “ How?” 

“ What gels me,” continued Rand in a petulant non 
stijuilur^ “is tliat you, iny own twin brother, never lets on 
about her cornin’ yer, perrniskus like, when I ain’t ycr, and 
you and her gallivantin’ and promanadin’, and swoppin’ 
sentiments and mottoes.” 

Ruth tried to contradict his blushing face with a laugh 
of worldly indifference. 

“ She came up yer on a sort of pasear ” 

“ Oh yes!—a short cut to the creek,” interpolated Rand 
satirically. 

“Last Tuesday or Wednesday,” continued Ruth, with 
affected forgetfulness. 

“Oh, in course, Tuesday or Wednesday, or Thursday! 
You’ve so many folks climbing up this yer mountain to call 
on ye,” continued the ironical Rand, “ that you disre- 
member; only you remembered enough not to tell me. 
She did 1 She took me for you, or pretended to.” 

The colour dropped from Ruth’s check. 

“Took you for me?” he asked, with an awkward laugh. 
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“Yes,” sneered Rand; “chirped and chattered away 
about our picnic, our nosegays, and lord knows what! 
Said slic’d keep them blue jay’s wings, and wear ’em in her 
hat Spouted poetry, too; the same sort o’ rot you get off 
now and then.” 

Ruth laughed again, but rather ostentatiously and ner¬ 
vously. 

“ Ruth, look ycr! ” 

Ruth faced his brother. 

“What’s your little game? Do you mean to say you 
don’t know what thet gal is ? Do you mean to say you 
don’t know that she’s the laughing-stock of the Ferry ; thet 
her father’s a d—d old fool, and her mother’s a drunkard, 
and worse—thet she’s got any right to be hanging round 
yer ? You can’t mean to marry her, even if you kalkilate 
to turn me out to do it, for she wouldn’t live alone with ye 
ujihere. ’Tain’t her kind. And if I thought you was think¬ 
ing of”- 

“ What ? ” said Ruth, turning upon his brother quickly. 

“Oh, thel’s right! Holler! Swear and yell, and break 
things, do ! Tear round,” continued Rand, kicking his 
boots off in a corner, “just because I ask you a civil 
question. Thai’s brotherly,” he added, jerking his chair 
away against the side of the cabin, “ain’t it?” 

“She’s not to blame because her mother drinks, and her 
father’s a shyster,” said Ruth, earnestly and strongly. 
“ The men who make her the laughing-stock of the Ferry 
tried to make her something worse, and failed, and take 
this sneak’s revenge on her. ‘ Laughing-stock! ’ Yes, they 
knew she could turn the tables on them.” 

“ Of course; go on I She’s better than me; I know I’m 
a fratricide, that’s what I am,” said Rand, throwing himself 

on the upper of the two berths that formed the bedstead of 
the cabin 
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“I've seen her three times,” continued Ruth. 

“And you've kno»vn me twenty years,” interrupted his 
brother. 

Ruth turned on his heel, and walked towards the door. 

“That’s right; go on ! Why don’t you get the chalk ? ” 

Ruth made no reply. Rand descended from the bed, 
and taking a piece of chalk from ilie shelf, drew a line on 
tiie floor, dividing the cabin in two equal parts. 

“You can have tlie east half,” he saul, as he climbed 
slowly back into bed. 

This mysterious rile was the usual termination of a quarrel 
between tiie twins. Each man kept his half of the cabin 
until the feud was forgotten. It was the mark of silence 
and separation, over which no wortls of recrimination, 
argument, or even explanation were delivered until it was 
effaced by one or the other. Tiiis w.as considered equiva- 
lent to aj)ology or reconciliation, which each were equally 
bound in honour to accept. 

It may be remarked that the floor was much whiter at 
this line of demarcation, and under the fresh chalk line 
appeared the faint evidences of one recently effaced. 

Without apparently heeding this potcnti.al ceremony, 
Ruth remained leaning against the doorway, looking upon 
the night, the bulk of whose profuniliiy and blackness 
seemed to be gathered below him. The vault above was 
serene and tranquil, with a few large far-spread stars; the 
abyss beneath, untroubled by sight or sound. Stepping 
out upon the ledge, he leaned far over the shelf that sus¬ 
tained their cabin, and listened. A faint rhythmical roll, 
rising and falling in long undulations against the invisible 
horizon, to his accustomed cars told him tlie wind was 
blowing among the pines in the valley. Yet, mingling with 
this familiar sound, his ear, now morbidly acute, seemed to 
detect a strani^er inarticulate murmur, as of confused and 
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excited voices, swelling up from tlie mysterious depths to 
the stars above, and again swallowed up in the gulfs of 
silence below. He was roused from a consideration of this 
phenomena by a faint glow towards the east, which at last 
brightened, until the dark outline of the distant walls of 
the valley stood out against tlie sky. Were his other 
senses participating in the delusion of his ears? For with 
the brightening light came the faint odour of burning 
timber. 

His face grew anxious as he gazed. At last he rose and 
re-entered the cabin. His eyes fell upon the faint chalk 
mark, and taking his soft felt hat from his head, with a few 
practical sweeps of the brim, he brushed away the ominous 
record of their late estrangement Going to the bed, 
whereon Rand lay stretched, open-eyed, he would have 
laid his hand upon his arm lightly, but the brother’s fingers 
sought and clasped his own. “Get up,” he said quietly; 
“ there’s a strange fire in the Canon head that I can’t make 
out” 

Rand sloa-ly clambered from his shelf, and, hand in 
hand, the brothers stood upon the ledge. “It’s a right 
smart chance beyond the Ferry, and a piece beyond the 
Mill too,” said Rand, shading his eyes with his hand from 

force of habit “It’s in the woods where”-He would 

have added where he met Mornie, but it was a point of 
honour with the twins, after reconciliation, not to allude to 
any topic of their recent disagreement. 

Ruth dropped his brother's hand. “It doesn’t smell 
like the woods,” he said slowly. 

“Smell!” repeated Rand incredulously. “Why, it’s 
twenty miles in a bee-line yonder. Smell, indeed !” 

Ruth was silent, but presently fell to listening again with 
his former abstraction. “You don’t hear anything—do 
you ? ” he asked, after a pause. 
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“It’s blowin’ in the pines on tiie river,” said Rand 
shortly. 

“ You don’t hear anything else ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Nothing like—like—like”- 

Rand, who had been listening with an intensity that dis¬ 
torted the left side of his face, interrupted him impatiently. 

“Like what?” 

“ Like a woman sobbin’?” 

“Ruth,” said Rand, suddenly looking up in his brother’s 
face, “ what’s gone of you ? ” 

Rutli laughed. “The fire's out,” he said, abruptly re¬ 
entering the cabin. “I’m goin' to turn in.” 

Rand, following his brother half reproachfully, saw him 
divest himself of his clothing and roll himself in the blankets 
of his bed. 

“Good-night, Randy.” 

Rand hesitated. He would have liked to ask his brother 
another question; but there was clearly nothing to be done 
but follow his example. 

“ Good-night, Ruthy,” he said, and put out the light. As 
he did so the glow in the eastern horizon faded too, and 
darkness seemed to well tip from the depths below, and, 
flowing in the open door, wrapped them in deeper slumber. 


PART II. 

THE CLOUDS GATHER. 

Twelve months had elapsed since the quanel and recon¬ 
ciliation, during which interval no reference was made by 
either of the brothers to the cause which had provoked it. 
Rand was at work in the shaft, Ruth having that morning 
undertaken the rejjlenishment of the larder with game from 
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the wooded skirt of the mountain. Rand had taken 
advantage of his brother’s absence to “prospect” in the 
“drift”—a proceeding utterly at variance with his previous 
condemnation of all such speculative essay; but Rand, 
despite liis assumption of a superior practical nature, was 
not above certain local superstitions. Having that morning 
put on liis grey flannel shirt wrong side out, an abstraction 
recognised among the miners as the sure forerunner of 
divination and treasure discover)', he could not forego that 
opportun ity of trying his luck without hazarding a dangerous 
example. He was also conscious of feeling “cliipper,” 
another local expression for buoyancy of spirit, not common 
to men who work fifty feet below the surface, without the 
stimulus of air anti sunshine, and not to be overlooked as 
an important factor in fortunate adventure. Nevertheless, 
noon came without the discovery of any treasure; he had 
attacked the walls on either side of the lateral “ drift,” skil¬ 
fully, so as to expose tlieir quality, without destroying their 
cohesive integrity, but had found nothing. Once or twice, 
returning to tlie shaft for rest and air, its grim silence had 
seemed to him pervaded with some vague echo of cheerful 
holiday voices above. This set him to thinking of his 
brother’s equally extravagant fancy of the wailing voices 
in the air on the night of the fire, and of his attributing it 
to a lovers abstraction. ° 

“I laid it to his being struck after that gal, and yet,” 
Rand continued to himself, “here’s me, who haven’t been 
foolin' round no gal, and dog my skin if I didn’t think I 
heard one singin' up thar I ’* He put his foot on the lower 
round of the ladder, paused, and slowly ascended a dozen 
steps. Here he paused again. All at once the whole shaft 
was filled with the musical vibrations of a woman’s song. 
Seizing the rope that hung idly from the windlass, he lialf 
climbed, half swung himself to the surface. 
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The voice was there, but the sudden transition to the 
dazzling level before him at first blinded his eyes; so that 
he took in, only by degrees, the unwonted spectacle of the 
singer—a pretty girl standing on tiptoe on a boulder, not a 
dozen yards from him, utterly absorbed in tying a gaily 
striped neckerchief, evidently taken from her own plump 
throat, to the halliards of a freshly cut liickory pole, newly 
reared as a flag-staff beside her. Tl)e hickory pole, the 
halliards, the fluttering scarf, the young lady herself, were 
all glaring innovations on the familiar landscape ; but Rand, 
with his liand still on the rope, silently an<l demurely 
enjoyed it. 

For the better understanding of tlie general reader, who 

does not live on an isolated mountain, it may be observe.l 

that the young lady’s position on the rock cxliibited some 

study oi pose, and a certain cx.iggeralion of attitude that 

betrayed the habit of an audience; also that her voice had 

an artificial accent that was not wholly unconscious even in 

this lofty solitude. Vet the very next moment, when she 

turned and caught Rand’s eye fixed upon her, she started 

naturally, coloured slightly, uttered that feminine adjuration, 

“Good Lord! gracious! goodness me!" which is seldom 

used in reference to its etTect upon the hearer, and skipped 

instantly from the boulder to tlie ground. Here, however, 

she alighted in a /we—brought the right heel of her neatly 

fitting left bool closely into the hollowed side of her right 

instep; at the same moment deftly caught her flying skirt, 

whipped it around her ankles, and slightly raising it behind] 

permitted the chaste display of an inch or two of frilled 

white petticoat The most irreverent critic of tlie sex will 

I think, admit that it has some movements tliat are auto¬ 
matic 

“ Hope I didn't disturb ye.” said Rand, pointing to the 
flag-staff. 
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The young lady slightly turned her head. No,” she said; 
“ but I didn’t know anybody was here, of course. Our 
party '"'—she emphasised the word, and accompanied it 
with a look toward the farther extremity of the plateau, to 
show she was not alone—“ our party climbed this ridge, 
and put up this pole as a sign that they did it.” The ridicu¬ 
lous self-complacency of this record in the face of a man 
who was evidently a dweller on the mountain, apparently 
struck her for the first time. “ We didn’t know,” she stam¬ 
mered, looking at the shaft from which Rand had emerged, 
“that—that”- She stopped, and glancing again to¬ 

wards the distant range wliere her friends had disappeared, 
began to edge away. 

“ They can’t be far off,” interposed Rand quietly, as if 
it were the most natural thing in the world for the lady 
to be there; “ Table Mountain ain’t as big as all that. 
Don’t you be scared! So you thought nobody lived up 
here ? ” 

She turned upon him a pair of honest hazel eyes, which 
not only contradicted the somewhat meretricious smartness 
of her dress, but was utterly inconsistent with the palpable 
artificial colour of her hair—an obvious imitation of a certain 
popular fasliion then known in artistic circles as the “ British 
Blonde,”—and began to ostentatiously resume a pair of 
lemon-coloured kid gloves. Having, as it were, thus indi¬ 
cated her standing and respectability, and put an immeasu¬ 
rable distance between herself and her bold interlocutor, 
she said impressively, “We evidently made a mistake; I 
will rejoin our party, who will, of course, apologise.” 

“What’s your hurry?” said the imperturbable Rand, 
disengaging himself from the rope and walking towards her. 
“ As long as you’re up here, you might stop a spell.” 

“ I have no wish to intrude—that is, our parly certainly 
has not, ’ continued the young lady, pulling the tight gloves, 
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and smoothing the plump, almost bursting fingers, with an 
affectation of fashionable ease. 

“Oh, I haven’t anything to do just now,” said Rand, 
“and it’s about grub time, I reckon. Yes, I live here, 
Ruth and me ; right here.” 

The young woman glanced at the shaft. 

“ No, not down there,” said Rand, following her eye, 
with a laugh. “ Come here, and I’ll show you.” 

A strong desire to keep up an appearance of genteel 
reserve, and an equally strong inclination to enjoy the 
adventurous company of this good-looking, hearty young 
fellow, made her hesitate. Perhaps she regretted having 
undertaken a roU of such dignity at the beginning ; she 
could have been so perfectly natural with this perfectly 
natural man, whereas, any rela.xation now might increase 
his familiarity. And yet she was not without a vague sus¬ 
picion that her dignity and her gloves were alike thrown 
away on him—a fact made the more evident when Rand 
stepped to her side, and without any apparent conscious¬ 
ness of disrespect or gallantry, laid his large hand, half 
persuasively, half fraternally upon her shoulder, and said, 
“ Oh, come along, do.” 

The simple act cither exceeded the limits of her forbeai- 
ance or decided the course of her subsequent behaviour. 
She instantly stepped back a single pace, and drew her left 
foot slowly and deliberately after her. Then she fixed her 
eyes and uplifted eyebrows upon the daring hand, and taking 
it by the ends of her thumb and forefinger, lifted it and 
dropped it in mid-air. She then folded her arms. It was the 
indignant gesture with which “Alice,” the Pride of Dum- 
ballin Village, received the loathsome advances of the 
bloated aristocrat. Sir Parkyns Parkyn, and had at Marysville, 
a few nights before, brought down the house. 

This effect was, I think, however, lost upon Rand. The 
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slight colour that rose toliis cheek as he looked down upon 
his clay-soiled hands, was due to the belief that he had 
really contaminated her outward superfine person. But his 
colour quickly passed, his frank, boyish smile returned, as 
he said, “It’ll rub off. Lord, don’t mind that. Thar, 
now—come on ! ” 

The young woman bit her lip. Then nature triumphed, 
and she laughed, although a little scornfully. And then 
Providence assisted her with the sudden presentation of 
two figures—a man and woman, slowly climbing up over the 
mountain verge, not far from them. With a cry of, “There’s 
Sol, now,” she forgot her dignity and her confusion, and ran 
towards them. 

Rand stood looking after her neat figure, less concerned 
in the advent of the strangers than in her sudden caprice. 
He was not so young and inexperienced but that he noted 
certain ambiguities in her dress and manner j he was by no 
means impressed by her dignity. But he could not help 
watching her as she appeared to be volubly recounting her 
late interview to her companions; and still unconscious of 
any impropriety or obtrusiveness, he lounged down lazily 
towards her. Her humour had evidently changed, for she 
turned an honest ))leased face upon him, as she girlishly 
attempted to drag the strangers forward. 

The man was plump and short; unlike the natives of the 
locality, he was closely cropped and shaven, as if to keep 
down the strong blue-blackncss of his beard and hair, 
which nevertheless asserted itself over his round cheeks 
and upper lip like a tattooing of Indian ink. The woman 
at his side was reserved and indistinctive, with that appear¬ 
ance of being an unenthusiastic family servant peculiar to 
some men’s wives. When Rand was within a few feet of 
him, he started, struck a theatrical attitude, and shading 
his eyes with his hand, cried, “ ^Vhat, do me eyes deceive 
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me!" burst into a hearty laugh, darted forward, seized 
Rand's hand and shook it briskly, 

“Pinkney! Pinkney, my boy, ho\\ are you? And liiis 
is your little ‘ prop ?' your quarter-section, your country 
scat, that we’ve been trespassing on—eh ? A nice little 
spot—cool, sequestered, remote ! A trifle unimproved : 
carriage road as yet unfinished—ha ! ha ! Put to think of 
our making a discovery of this inaccessible mountain ; 
climbing it, sir, for two mortal hours; christening it ‘Sol’s 
Peak ; ’ getting up a flag.pole, unfurling our standard to the 
breeze, sir, and then, by Jingo, winding up by finding 
Pinkney—the festive Pinkney—living on it at home ! ’’ 

Completely surprised, but still perfectly good humoured, 
Rand shook one of the stranger’s hands warmly, and 
received on his broad shoulders a welcoming thwack from 
the other, without question, “She don’t mind licr friends 
making free with tne, evidently," said Rand to himself, as 
he tried to suggest that fact to the young lady in a meaning 
glance. " “ 

The stranger noted his glance, and suddenly passed his 
hand thoughtfully over his shaven cheeks, “No!" he 
said, “Yes, surely. I forget I Yes, I see ; of course you 
don’t. Rosy,” turning to his wife, “ of course, Pinkney 
doesn’t know Phemic—eh? ’’ 

“ No, nor me either, Sol," said that lady warningly. 

“ Certainly,” continued Sol. “ It’s his'misfortune ! You 
weren’t with me at Gold Hill. Allow me," he said, turning 
to Rand, “to present Mrs. Sol Saunders, wife of the under¬ 
signed, and Miss Euphemia Neville, otherwise known as 
the ‘Marysville Pet,’ tiie best variety-actress known on the 
provincial boards. Played Ophelia at Marysville, Friday ; 
domestic drama at Gold Hill, Saturday; Sunday night, 
four songs in character, different dress each lime, and a 
clog-dancc. The best clog-dancc on the Pacific Slope," he 
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added, in a sUge aside, “ The minstrels are crazy to get 
her in 'Frisco. But money can’t buy lier—prefers the 
legitimate drama to this sort of thing.” Here he took a 
few steps of a jig, to which the Marysville Pet beat time 
with her feet, and concluded with a laugh and a wink—the 
combined expression of an artist's admiration for her 
ability, and a man of the world’s scepticism of feminine 
ambition. 

Miss Euphemia responded to the formal introduction by 
extending her hand frankly with a reassuring smile to 
Rand, and an utter obliviousness of her former hauteur, 
Rand shook it warmly, and then dropped carelessly on a 
rock beside them. 

“ And you never told me you lived up here in the attic, 
you rascal,” continued Sol with a laugh. 

“ No,” replied Rand simply. “How could I ? I never 
saw you before, that I remember.” 

Miss Euphemia stared at Sol. Mrs. Sol looked up in 
her lord’s face, and folded her arms in a resigned expres¬ 
sion. Sol rose to his feet again, and shaded his eyes with 
his hand, but this time quite seriously, and gazed at Rand’s 
smiling face. 

“ Good Lord ! Do you mean to say your name isn’t 
Pinkney?” he asked, with a half-embarrassed laugh. 

“ It is Pinkney,” said Rand, “ but I never met you 
before.” 

“ Didn’t you come to see a young lady that joined my 
troupe at Gold Hill, last month, and say you’d meet me at 
Keeler’s Ferry in a day or two ? ” 

“ No-o-o,” said Rand, with a good-humoured laugh. “ 1 
haven’t left this mountain for two months.” 

He might have added more, but his attention was 
directed to Miss Euphemia, who during this short dialogue, 
having stuffed alternately her handkerchief, the comer of 
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her mantle, and her gloves into her mouth, restrained her¬ 
self no longer, but gave way to an uncontrollable fit of 
laughter. O Sol,” she gasped explanatorily, as she 
threw herself alternately against him, Mrs. Sol, and a 
boulder, “you’ll kill me yet! O Lord! first we take 
possession of this man’s property, then we claim ///w.” 
The contemplation of this humorous climax affected her so 
that she was fain at last to walk asvay and confide the rest 
of her speech to space. 

Sol joined in the laugh until his wife pluckeil his sleeve, 
and whispered something in his ear. In an instant his 
face became at once mysterious and demure. “ I owe you 
an apology,” he sai<I, turning to Rand, but in a voice 
ostentatiously pitched high enough for Miss Eupliemia to 
overhear; “ I see I have made a mistake. A resemblance 
—only a mere resemblance, as I look at you now—led me 
astray. Of course you don’t know any young lady in the 
profession ?" 

“Of course he doesn’t, Sol,” said Miss Euphemia. “ / 
could have told you that, lie rlitln’t even know met'' 

The voice and mock-heroic altitude of the speaker was 
enough to relieve the general embarrassment with a laugh. 
Rand, now pleasantly conscious of only Miss Euphemia’s 
presence, again ofiererl the hospitality of his cabin—with 
the polite recognition of her friends in the sentcricc, “ and 
you might as well come along loo !” 

“But won’t we incommode the lady of the house?” 
said Mrs. Sol politely. 

“ What lady of the house ? ” said Rand, almost angrily. 

“ Why—Ruth, you know ! ’* 

It was Rand’s turn to become hilarious. “ Ruth,” he 
said, “is short for Rutherford, my brother.” His laugh, 
however, was echoed only by Euphemix 

“Then you have a brother?” said Mrs. Sol benignly. 

voi. V. o 
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“ Yes," said Rand ; “ he will be here soon.” A sudden 
thought dropped the colour from his cheek. “ Look 
here,” he said, turning impulsively upon Sol. “I have a 
brother, a twin brother. It couldn’t be him" - 

Sol was conscious of a significant feminine pressure on 
his right arm. He was equal to the emergency. “I think 
not,” he said dubiously, “ unless your brother’s hair is much 
darker than yours. Yes ! now I look at you, yours is 
brown. He has a mole on his right check—hasn’t he?” 

The red came quickly back to Rand’s boyish face. He 
laughed. “No, sir j my brother’s hair is, if anything, a 
sliade lighter than mine; and nary mole 1 Come along ! ” 

And leading the way, Rand disclosed the narrow steps 
winding down to the shelf on which the cabin hung. “ Be 
careful,” said Rand, taking the now unresisting hand of the 
Marysville Pet as they descended: “a step that way, and 
down 5’ou go, two thousand feet on the top of a pine-tree.” 

But the girl’s slight cry of alarm was presently changed 
to one of unaffected pleasure, as they stood on the rocky 
platform. “ It isn’t a house; it’s a ««/, and the loveliest I” 
said Euphemia breathlessly. 

“It’s a scene! a perfect scene, sir!” said Sol enraptured. 
“I shall take the liberty of bringing my scene-painter to 
sketch it, some day. It would do for ‘The Mountaineer’s 
Bride ’ superbly, or,” continued the little man, wanning 
through the blue-black border of his face with professional 
enthusiasm, “it’s enough to make a play itself 1 ‘The Cot 
on the Crags.’ Last scene—moonlight—the struggle on 
the ledge!—The Lady of the Crags—throws herself from 
the beetling heights I —A shriek from the depths—a woman’s 
wail I ” 

“ Dry up I ” sharply interrupted Rand, to whom this 
speech recalled his brother’s half-forgotten strangeness. 
“ Look at the prospect.” 
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In the full noon of a cloudless day, beneath them a 
tumultuous sea of pines surged, heaved, rode in giant 
crests, stretched and spent iiseil in the ghostly, snow-peaked 
horizon. The thronging woods choked every defile, swept 
every crest, filled every valley with its dark-green lilting 
spears, and left only Table Mountain sunlit and bare. 
Here and there were profound olive depths, over which the 
grey hawk hung Luily, and into which blue jays dipped. 
A faint, dull, yellowish streak marked an occasional water- 
course; a deeper reddish riband, the mountain road and 
its overhanging murky cloud of dust. 

“Is it quite safe here?” asked Mrs. Sol, eyeing the little 
cabin. “ I mean from storms ?’' 

“It never blows up here," replied Rand, “and nothing 
happens.” 

“It must be lovely!” said Eupheniia, clasping her hantls. 

It is that, said Rand proudly. “It’s four years since 
Ruth and I took up this yer claim, and raised this shanty. 
In that four years we haven’t left it alone a night, or cared 
to. It’s only big enough for two, and them two must be 
brothers. It wouldn’t do for mere pardners to live here 
alone—they couldn't do it. It wouldn’t be exactly the 
thing for man and wife to shut themselves up here alone. 
But Ruth and me know each otlier’s ways, and here we’ll 
stay until we’ve made a pile. \Ve sometimes—one of us— 
takes a pascar to the Ferry, to buy provisions, but we’re 
glad to crawl up to the back of old ‘ Table ’ at niglit.” 

“You’re quite out of the world here, then?” suceested 
Mrs. Sol. 

“That s it ^just it! We’re out of tlje world, out of rows, 
out of liquor, out of cards, out of bad company, out of 
temptation. Cussedness and foolishness hez got to follow 
us up here to find us, and there’s too many ready to climb 
down to them things to tempt ’em to come up to us.” 
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There was a litile boyish conceit in his tone, as he stood 
there, not altogether unbecoming his fresh colour and sim¬ 
plicity. Yet when his eyes met those of Miss Euphemin, 
he coloured, he Itardly knew why, and the young lady 
herself blushed rosily. 

When the neat cabin, widi its decorated walls, and 
squirrel and wild-cat skins, were duly admired, the luncheon- 
basket of the Saunders parly was reinforced by provisions 
from Rand’s larder, and spread upon the ledge; the dimen¬ 
sions of the cabin not admitting four. Under the potent 
influence of a bottle, Sol became hilarious and professional. 
The “Pet” was induced to favour the company with a 
recitation, and, under the plea of teaching Rand, to perform 
the clog-dance with both gentlemen. Then there was an 
interval, in which Rand .and Eupliemia wandered a little 
way down the mountain side to gather laurel, leaving Mr. 
Sol to his sUsta on a rock, and Mrs. Sol to take some 
knitting from the basket, and sit beside him. 

When Rand and his companion had disappeared, Mrs. 
Sol nudged her sleeping partner. “ Do you think that ivas 
the brother?” 

Sol yawned. “Sure of it. They’re ns like as two peas, 
in looks.” 

“Wliy didn’t you tell him so, then?” 

“ Will you tell me, my dear, why you stopped me when 
] began?” 

“ Because something was said about Ruth being here 
and I supposed Ruth was a woman, and perhaps Pinkney’s 
wife, and knew you’d be putting your foot in it by talking 
of that Ollier woman. I supposed it was for fear of that 
he denied knowing you.” 

“Well, when —this Rand,—told me he had a twin 
brother, he looked so frightened that 1 knew he knew nothing 
of his brother’s doings with tlial woman, and I threw liim off 
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the scent. He’s a good fcllon*, but awfully green, and I 
didn’t want to Morr}’ him with tales. I like him, and I 
think Phemie does too." 

“Nonsense! He’s a conceited prig! Did you hear his 
sermon on the world and its temptations .> I wonder if he 
thought temptation had come up to him in tl>e person of 
us professionals, out on a picnic. I think it was positively 
rude.” 

“My dear woman, you're always seeing slights and 
insults. I tell you, he’s taken a shine to Phemie, and he’s 
as good as four seats and a bouquet to that child next 
Wednesday evening. To say nothing of the eclat of getting 
this St. Simeon—wliat do you call him—Stalactites?” 

“Stylites,” suggeste<} Mrs. Sol. 

“Stylites, off from his pillar here. I'll have a paragraph 
m the paper, that the hermit crabs of Table Mountain ''_ 

“ Don’t be a fool, Sol! ” 

“The hermit twins of 1 able Mountain bcsj>oke the 
chaste performance.” 

“One of them being the protector of the well-known 
Momie Nixon,* responded Mrs. Sol, viciously accenting 
the name with her knitting-needles. 

“ Rosy, you’re unjust. You’re prejudiced by the reports 
of the town. Mr. Pinkney’s interest in her maybe a purely 
artistic one although mistaken. She’ll never make a good 
variety-actress—she’s loo heavy. And the boys don’t give 
her a fair show. No woman can make a debut in my ver¬ 
sion of ‘ Somnambula,'and have the front row in the pit 
say to her, in the sleep-walking scene, ‘You’re out rather 
late, Mornie. Kinder forgot to put on your things, didn’t 
you? Mother sick, I suppose, and you’ie goin’ for more 
gin? Plurry along, or you’ll ketch it wlien ye get home.’ 
Why, you couldn’t do it yourself, Rosy !” 

To which Mrs. Sol’s illogical climax was that, “bad as 
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Rutherford might be—this Sunday-school superintendent, 
Rand, was worse.” 

Rand and his companion returned late, but in high 
spirits. There was an unnecessary effusiveness in the way 
in which Euphcmla kissed Mrs. Sol—the one woman pre¬ 
sent, who understood, and was to be propitiated—which 
did not tend to increase her good humour. She had her 
basket packed already for departure, and even the earnest 
solicitation of Rand, that they would defer their going until 
sunset, produced no effect. 

“ Mr. Rand—Mr. l*inkney, I mean, says the sunsets here 

are so lovely,” pleaded Euphemia. 

“ There is a rehearsal at seven o’clock, and we have no 
time to lose,” said Mrs. Sol significantly. 

“ I forgot to say,” said the Marysville Pet timidly, glanc¬ 
ing at Mrs. Sol, “ that Mr. Rand says he will bring his 
brother on Wednesday night, and wants four seats in front, 
so as not to be crowded.” 

Sol shook the young man’s hand warmly. “You’ll not 
regret it, sir; it’s a surprising, a remarkable performance.” 

“ I’d like to go a piece down the mountain with you,” 
said Rand with evident sincerity, looking at Miss Euphemia; 
“but Ruth isn’t here yet, and we make a rule never to 
leave the place alone. I’ll show you the slide; it’s the 
quickest way to go down. If you meet any one who looks 
like me, and talks like me, call him ‘ Ruth,’ and tell him 
I’m waitin’ for him yer.” 

Miss Phemia, the last to go, standing on the verge of the 
declivity, here remarked, with a dangerous smile, that if she 
met any one who bore that resemblance, she might be 
tempted to keep him with her—a playfulness that brought 
the ready colour to Rand’s cheek. Wlien she added to this 
the greater audacity of kissing her hand to him, the young 
hermit actually turned away in sheer embarrassment When 
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he looked around again, she was gone, and for the first lime 
in his experience, the mountain seemed barren and lonely. 

The too sympathetic reader who would rashly deduce 
from this any newly aw'akened sentiment in tlie virgin heart 
of Rand, would quite misapprehend that peculiar young 
man. That singular mixture of boyisli inexperience and 
mature <loubt and disbelief, which was partly the result of 
his temperament, and partly of his cloistered life on the 
mountain, made him regard his late companions, now that 
they were gone, and liis intimacy with them, with remorse¬ 
ful distrust. The mountain was barren and lonely, because 
it was no longer his. It had become a part of the great 
world which, four years ago, he and his brotlier had put 
aside; and in which, as two self-devoted men, they walke<l 
alone. More than that, he believed he had acquired some 
understanding of the temptations that assailed his brother, 
and the poor little vanities of the “ Mar>’sville Pet” were 
transformed into the blandishments of a Circc. Rand, wlio 
would have succumbed to a wicked, superior woman, be¬ 
lieved he was a saint in withstanding the foolish weakness 
of a simple one. 

He did not resume his work that day. He paced the 
mountain, anxiously awaiting his brother's return, and eager 
to relate his experiences. He would go with him to the 
dramatic entertainment; from his example and wisdom 
Ruth should learn how easily temptation might be overcome. 
But, first of all, thtre should be the fullest exchange of con¬ 
fidences and cx^anations. The old rule should be re¬ 
scinded for once—the old discussion in regard to Mornie 
re-opened; and Rand, having convinced his brother of 
error, would generously extend his forgiveness. 

The sun sank redly. Lingering long upon the ledge be¬ 
fore their cabin, it at last slipped away almost imperceptibly, 
leaving Hand still wrapped in reverie. Darkness, the smoke 
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of distant fires in the woods, and the faint evening incense 
of the pines crept slowly up, but Ruth came not. The 
moon rose—a silver gleam on the farther ridge ; and Rand 
becoming uneasy at his brother’s prolonged absence, 
resolve<l to break anotlier custom and leave the summit, to 
seek him on the trail. He buckled on his revolver, seized 
his gun, when a cty from the depths arrested him. He 
leaned over the ledge and listened. Again the cry arose, 
and tiiis time more distinctly. He held his breath ; the 
blood settled around his heart in superstitious terror. It 
was the wailing voice of a woman ! 

Ruth ! Ruth ! for God's sake come and help me !” 

The blood flew back hotly to Rand’s cheek. It was 
Mornie’s voice ! By leaning over the ledge he could dis¬ 
tinguish something moving along the almost precipitous face 
ofthe clifr, where an abandoned trail, long since broken off 
and disrupted by the fall of a portion of the ledge, stopped 
abruptly a hundred feet below him. Rand knew the trail, 
a dangerous one always; in its present condition a single 
mis-step would be fatal. Would she make that mis-step ? 
He shook off a horrible temptation that seemed to be seal¬ 
ing his lips and paralysing his limbs, and almost screamed 
to her, “ Drop on your face, hang on to the chapparal, and 
don’t move!” In another instant, with a coil of rope 
around his arm, he was dashing down the almost perpen¬ 
dicular “ slide.” When he had nearly reached the level of 
the abantioned trail, he fastened one end of the rope to a 
jutting splinter of granite, and began to “lay out,” and 
work his way laterally along the face of the mountain. 
Presently he struck the regular trail at the point from which 
the woman must have diverged. 

“ It is Rand 1 ” she said, without lifting her head. 

It is, replied Rand coldly. “Pass the rope under 
your arms, and I’ll get you back to the trail.” 
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Where is Ruth ?” she demanded asain, without moving. 
She was trembling, but with e.xciteinent rather than fear. 

“I don’t know,” returned Rand impaiientlv. “ Come ! 
the ledge is already crumbling beneath our feet. ” 

Let it crumble !” said the woman passionatciv. 

Rand surveyed her with profound disgust, then passed 
the rope around her waist, and half lifted, half swung her 
from her feet. In a few moments she began to mechani¬ 
cally help herself, and permitted him to gui<Ie her to a 
place of safety, 'l hat reached, she sank down again. 

The rising moon shone full upon her face and figure. 
Througti his growing indignation Rand was still impre^ssed 
and even startled with the change the last few months had 
wrought upon her. In place of tlie silly, fanciful, half- 
hysterical hoyden whom he had known, a matured woman, 
strong in passionate self-will, fascinating in a kind of wild 
savage beauty, looked up at him as if to read his very soul. 

“W^hat are you staring at?” she said finally. “Why 
don’t you help me on ? ” 

“Where do you want logo?” said Rand quietly. 

“ Where ! up there !”—she pointed savagely to the top 
of the mountain,—“to him! W’hcre else should I go?” 
she said, with a bitter laugh. 

“I’ve told you he wasn’t there,” said Rand rounhlv. 

“ He hasn’t returned.” ^ 

“ 111 wait for him !—ilo you hear?—wait for him I Stay 
there till he comes 1 If you won't help me, I’ll go alone !” 

She made a step forward, but faltered, staggered, and was 
obliged to lean against the mountain for support Stains 
of travel were on her dress; lines of fatigue and pain, and 
traces of burning, passionate tears, were on her face • her 
black hair flowed from beneath her gaudy bonnet / and 
shamed out of his brutality. Rand placed his strong ann 
round her waist, and, half carrying, half supporting her, 



218 The Twins of Table Mountain, 

began the ascent. Her head dropped wearily on his 
shoulder; her arm encircled his neck ; her hair as if caress¬ 
ingly lay across his breast and hands; her grateful eyes 
were close to his, her breath was upon his cheek; and yet 
his only consciousness was of the possibly ludicrous figure 
he might present to his brother should he meet him with 
Mornie Nixon in his arms. Not a word was spoken by 
either till they reached the summit. Relieved at finding 
his brother still absent, he turned not unkindly toward 
the helpless figure on his aim. “ I don’t see what makes 
Ruth so late,” he said. “ He’s always here by sundown. 
Perhaps ”- 

“ Perhaps he knows Pm here,” said Mornie, with a bitter 
laugh. 

“I didn’t say that," said Rand, *‘and I don’t think it. 
What I meant was, he might have met a party that was 
picnicing here to-day. Sol Saunders and wife, and Miss 
Euphemia ’’- 

Mornie flung his arm away from her with a passion¬ 
ate gesture. “ 7y/<y here! picnicing htre !—those people 
here ? ” 

“ Yes," said Rand, unconsciously a little ashamed. 
“ Tliey came here accidently.” 

Mornie’s quick passion had subsided; she had sunk 
again wearily and helplessly on a rock beside him. ‘*I 
suppose," she said, with a weak laugh—“ I suppose they 
talked of me. I suppose they told you how—with their lies 
and fair promises—they tricked me out, and set me before 
an audience of brutes and laughing hyenas to make merry 
over! Did they tell you of the insults that I received?— 
how the sins of my parents were flung at me instead ot 
bouquets ? Did they tell you they could have spared me 
this, but they wanted the few extra dollars taken in at the 
door? No!” 
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“They said nothing of the kind,” replied Rand surlily. 

“ Then you must have stopped them! You were 
horrified enough to know that I hid dared to take the only 
honest way left me to make a living. I know you, 
Randolph Pinkney. You’d rather see Joaquin Muriatta, 
the Mexican bandit, standing before you to-night with a 
revolver, than the helpless, shamed, miserable Momie 
Nixon ! And you can’t help yourself, unless you throw me 
over the cliff. Perhaps you’d better,” she said, with a bitter 
laugh that faded from her lips as she leaned, pale and 
breathless, against the boulder. 

“ Ruth will tell you "-began Rand. 

“D—n Ruth !” 

Rand turned away. 

“ Stop 1 ” she said suddenly, staggering to her feet “ I’m 
sick—for all I know, dying. God grant that it may be so ! 
But, if you are a n»an, you will help me to your cabin— 
to some place where I can lie down tio:v and be at rest 
I’m very, very tired.” 

She paused; she would have fallen again, but Rand, 
seeing more in her face than her voice interpreted to his 
sullen cars, took her sullenly in his arms and carried her to 
the cabin. Her eyes glanced around the bright parti- 
coloured walls, and a faint smile came to her lips as she 
put aside her bonnet, adorned with a companion pinion of 
the bright wings that covered it. 

“Which is Ruth’s bed?” she asked. 

Rand pointed to it 

“ Lay me there ! ” 

Rand would have hesitated, but with another look at her 
face complied. 

She lay quite still a moment. Presently she said, " Give 
me some brandy or whisky ! ” 

Rand was silent and confused. 
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*■ I forgot,” she added, half bitterly ; 1 know you have 

not that commonest and cheapest of vices.” 

She lay quite still again. Suddenly she raised herself 
partly on her elbow, and in a strong, firm voice, said— 
“ Rand !” 

“ Yes, Mornie.” 

“If you are wise and practical, as you assume to be, you 
will do what I ask you without a question. If you do it at 
once you may save yourself and Ruth some trouble, some 
mortification, and perhaps some remorse and sorrow. Do 
you hear me? ” 

“Yes!” 

“ Go to the nearest doctor and bring him here with 
you.” 

“ But you/” 

Her voice was strong, confident, steady and patient^ 
“You can safely leave me until then.” 

In another moment, Rand was plunging down the 
“slide.” But it was past midnight when he struggled over 
the last boulder up the ascent, dragging the half-exhausted 
ntedical wisdom of Brown’s Ferry on his arm. 

“I’ve been gone long, doctor,” said Rand feverishly, 
"and she looked so death-like when I left. If we should 
be too late?” 

The doctor stopped suddenly, lifted his head, and 
pricked his ears like a hound on a peculiar scent “\Ve 
are too late,” he said, with a slight professional laugh. 

Indignant and horrified, Rand turned upon him. 

“ Listen,” said the doctor, lifting his hand. 

Rand listened; so intently that he heard the familiar 
moan of the river below, but the great stony field lay silent 
before him. And then, borne across its bare barren bosom, 
like its own articulation, came faintly the feeble wail of a 
new-born babe. 
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PART III. 

STOR^r. 

The doctor hurried ahead in the darkness. Rand, who 
had stopped paralysed at the ominous sound, started 
forward again mechanically; but as the cry arose again 
more distinctly, and the full significance of the doctor’s 
words came to him, he faltered, stOj)ped, and with cheeks 
burning with shame and helpless indignation, sank upon a 
stone beside the shaft, and, burying his face in his hands, 
fairly gave way to a burst of boyish tears. Vet even then, 
the recollection that he had not cried since, years ago, 
his mother’s dying liands had joined his and Ruth's 
childish fingers together, stung him ficicely and dried his 
tears in angry heat upon his clieeks. 

How long he sat there he remembered n^t; what he 
tliought he recalled not. ‘But the wildest and most extra* 
vagant plans and resolves availed liim nothing in the face 
of this for ever desecrated home, and this shameful 
culmination of his ambitious life on the mountain. Once 
lie thought of flight, but the reflection that he would still 
abandon his brother to shame, perhaps a self-contented 
shame, checked him hopelessly. Could he avert the 
future? He////«/—but how? Yet he could only sit and 
stare into the darkness in dumb abstraction. 

Silting there, his eyes fell upon a peculiar object in a 
crevice of the ledge beside the shaft. It was the tin pail 
containing his dinner, which, according to their custom, it 
was the duty of the brother who stayed above ground to 
prepiVc and place for the brother who worketl below. 
Ruth must, consequently, have put it there before he left 
that morning, and Rand had overlooked it while sharing 
the repast of the strangers at noon. At lire siglA of tins 
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dumb witness of their mutual cares and labours Rand 
sighed—half in brotherly sorrow, half in a selfish sense of 
injury done him. He took up the pail mechanically, 
removed its cover and—started ! For on top of the care¬ 
fully bestowed provisions lay a little note, addressed to 
him in Ruth’s peculiar scrawl. 

He opened it with feverish hands, held it in the light of 
the peaceful moon, and read as follows 

“ Dear, dear Brother, —When you read this I shall 
be far away. I go because I shall not stay to disgrace you, 
and because the girl that I brought trouble upon has gone 
away too, to hide her disgrace and mine; and where she 
goes, Rand, I ought to follow her, and, please God, I will! 

I am not as wise or as good as you are, but it seems the 
best I can do j and God bless you, dear old Randy, boy 1 
Times and times again I’ve wanted to tell you all, and 
reckoned to do so \ but whether you was sitting before me 
in the cabin, or working beside me in the drift, I couldn’t 
get to look upon your honest face, dear brother, and say 
what things I’d been keeping from you so long. I’ll stay 
away until I’ve done what I ought to do, and if you can say, 
‘Come, Ruth,’ I will come; but until you can say it, the 
mountain is yours, Randy boy, the mine is yours, the cabin 
is yours, all is yours 1 Rub out the old chalk marks, Rand, 
as I rub them out here in my ” (a few words here were blurred 
and indistinct, as if the moon had suddenly become dim¬ 
eyed too). “God bless you, brother. 

“P.S.—You know I mean Mornie all the time. It’s she 
I’m going to seek; but don’t you think so bad of her as 
you do; lam so much worse than she. I wanted to tell 
you that all along, but I didn’t dare. She’s run away from 
the Ferry, half crazy; said she was going to Sacramento, 
and I am going there to find her alive or dead. Forgive 
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me, brother! Don’t throw this down, right away; hold it 
in your hand a moment, Randy, boy, and try hard to think 
it’s my hand in yours. And so good-bye, and God bless 
you, old Randy.—From your loving brother, 

“ Ruth.” 

A deep sense of relief overpowered every other feeling 
in Rand’s breast It was clear that Ruth had not yet dis¬ 
covered the truth of Momie’s flight; he was on bis way to 
Sacramento, and before he could return, Momie could be 
removed. Once despatched in some other direction, with 
Ruth once more returned and under his brother’s guidance, 
the separation could be made easy and final. I'lierc was 
evidently no marriage as yet, and now, the fear of an 
immediate meeting over, there should be none. For Rand 
had already feared this; had recalled the few infelicitous rela¬ 
tions, legal and illegal, which were common to the adjoining 
camp; the flagrantly miserable life of the husband of a San 
Francisco anonyma, who lived in style at the Ferry; the 
shameful carousals and more shameful quarrels of the 
Frenchman and Mexican woman, who “ kept house ” at 
“ the Crossing; ” the awful spectacle of the three half bred 
Indian children who played before the cabin of a fellow 
miner and townsman. Thank heaven, the Eagle’s Nest on 
Table Mountain should never be pointed at from the valley 
as another. 

A heavy hand upon his arm brought him trembling to 
his feet He turned and met the half-anxious, half-con¬ 
temptuous glance of the doctor. 

“ I’m sorry to disturb you,” he said drily, “ but it’s about 
lime you or somebody else put in an appearance at that 
cabin. Luckily for /«r, she’s one woman in a thousand— 
has had her wits about her better than some folks I know, 
and has left me little to do but make her comfortable. 
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But she’s gone through too much—fought her little fight 
loo gallantly—is altogether loo much of a trump to be 
played off upon now. So rise up out of that, young man j 
pick up your scattered faculties, and fetch a woman—some 
sensible creature of her own sex—to look after herj for, 

without wishing to be personal, I'm d-d if I trust her 

to the likes of you.” 

There was no mistaking Doctor Duchesne’s voice and 
manner, and Rand was affected by it, as most people were, 
throughout the valley of the Stanislaus. But he turned upon 
him Ins frank and boyish face, and said simply, “ But I 
don’t know any woman, or where to get one.” 

The doctor looked at him again. “ Well, I’ll find you 
some one,” he said, softening. 

“Thank you,” said Rand. 

The doctor w.is disappearing. With an effort Rand 
recalled him. “ One moment, doctor.” He hesitated, 
and his cheeks were glowing. “You'll please say nothing 
about this down there”—he pointed to the valley—“fora 
time. And you’ll say to the woman you send”- 

Dr. Ducliesne, whose resolute lips were sealed upon the 
secrets of lialf Tuolumne county, interrupted him scorn¬ 
fully. “I cannot answer for the woman—you must talk 
to her yourself. As for me, generally I keep my profes¬ 
sional visits to myself, but”—he laid his hand on Rand’s 
arm—“if I find out you’re pultiiig on any airs to that poor 
creature,—if on my next visit her lips or her pulse tell me 
you haven’t been acting on the square to her, I'll drop a 
hint to drunken old Nixon where his daughter is hidden. 
I reckon she could stand his brutality better llian yours. 
Good-night!” 

In another moment he was gone. Rand, who liad held 
back his quick tongue, feeling himself in the power of this 
man, once more alone, sank on a rock, and buried his face 
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in his hands. Recalling himself in a moment, lie rose, wiped 
his hot eyelids, and staggered toward the cabin. It was quite 
still now; he paused on the topmost step and listened ; 
there was no sound from the ledge or the Eagle’s Nest that 
clung to it. Half timidly lie descended the winding steps, 
and paused before the door of the cabin. “ Mornie,” he 
said, in a dry, metallic voice, whose only indication of the 
presence of sickness was in the lowness of its jiitch— 
“Mornie.” There was no reply. “Mornie,” he repeated 
impatiently, “ it’s me—Rand ! If you want anything you’re 
to call me. I am just outsitle.’ Still no answer came from 
the silent cabin. He pushed open the door gently, hesi¬ 
tated, and stepped over the threshold. 

A change in the interior of the cabin within the last few 
hours, showed a new presence. U he guns, shovels, picks, 
and blankets had <lisaj)|)cared, the two chairs were drawn 
against the wall, the table placed by the bedside. The 
swinging lantern was shaded towards the bed—the object 
of Rand’s attention. t>n that bed, his brother’s bed, lay a 
helpless woman, pale from the long black hair that matted 
her damp forehead, and clung to her hollow cheeks. Her 
face was turned to the wall, so that the softened light fell 
upon her profile, which to Rand, at that moment, seemed 
even noble and strong. But the next moment his eye fell 
upon the shouUler and arm that lay nearest to him, and the 
little bundle swathed in flannel that it clasped to her breast 
His brow grew dark as he gazed. The sleeping woman 
moved: perhaps it was an instinctive consciousness of his 
presence—perhaps it was only the current of cold air from 
the opened door,—but she shuddered slightly, and, still 
unconscious, drew the child as if away from /lim, and nearer 
to her breast. The shamed blood rushed to Rand’s face, and 
saying half aloud, “ I’m not going to lake your precious 
babe away from you,” turned in half-boyish pettishnes* 

VOI-. V. p 



226 


The Twins of Table Mountain. 

away. Nevertheless, he came back again, shortly, to the 
bedsiile, and gazed upon them both. She certainly did 
look altogether more ladylike and less aggressive lying 
there so still; sickness, that cheap refining power of some 
natures, was not unbecoming to her. But this bundle ! 
A boyisli curiosity, stronger than even his strong objection 
to the whole episode, was steadily impelling him to lift the 
blanket from it. “ I suppose she’d waken if I did,” said 
Rand, “but I’d like to know what right the doctor had to 
wrap it up in my best flannel shirt” This fresh grievance, 
the fruit of his curiosity, sent him away again to meditate 
on the ledge. After a few moments he returned again, 
opened the cupboard at the foot of the bed softly, took 
thence a piece of chalk, and scrawled in large letters upon 
the door of the cupboard, “If you want anything, sing out: 
I’m just outside— Rand.” This done, he took a blanket 
and bear-skin from the comer, and walked to the door; 
But here he paused, looked back at the inscription; evi¬ 
dently not satisfied with it, returned, took up the chalk, 
added a line, but rubbed it out again, repeated this opera¬ 
tion a few times until he produced the polite postcript— 
“ Hope you’ll be better soon.” Then he retreated to the 
ledge, spread the bear-skin beside the door, and rolling 
himself in a blanket, lit his pipe for his night-long vigil. 
But Rand, although a martyr, a philosopher, and a moralist, 
was young. In less than ten minutes the pipe dropped 
from his lips, and he was asleep. 

He awoke witli a strange sense of heat and suffocation^ 
and with difficulty shook off his covering. Rubbing his 
eyes, he discovered that an extra blanket had in some 
mysterious way been added in the night, and beneath his 
head was a pillow he had no recollection of placing there 
when he went to sleep. By degrees the events of the past 
night forced themselves upon his benumbed faculties, and 
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lie sat up. The sun was riding liigli, the door of the cabin 
was open. Stretching himself, lie staggered to his feet, 
and looked in through the yawning crack at the hinges. 
He rubbed his eyes again. Was he still asleep, and 
followed by a dream of yesterday? For there, even in the 
very altitude he remembered to have seen her silting at 
her luncheon on the previous day, with her knitting on her 
lap, sat Mrs. Sol Saunders! What did it mean? or hail 
she really been silling there ever since, and all the events 
tliat followed only a dream? 

A hand was laid upon his atm, and turning lie saw the 
murky black eyes and Indian-inked beard of Sol beside 
him. That gentleman put his finger on his lips with a 
theatrical gesture, and then slowly retreating in the well- 
known manner of the buried Majesty of Denmark waved 
him, like another Hamlet, to a remoter part of the ledge. 
This reached, he grasjied Rand warmly by the hand, shook 
it heartily, and said, “It’s all right, my boy; all right!” 

“But" - began Rand. The hot blood flowed to his 

cheeks, he stammered and stopped short. 

“ Il*s all right, I say ! Don’t you mind ! We’ll pull you 
ihrough.” 

“ But, Mrs. Sol! what does she "- 

Rosey has taken the matter in hand, sir, and when that 
woman takes a matter in hand, whether it’s a baby or a 
rehearsal, sir, she makes it buzz.” 

“But how did she know?" stammered Rand. 

“How? Well, sir, the scene opened something like 
this,” said Sol professionally. “Curtain rises on me and 
Mrs. Sol. Domestic interior—practicable chairs, table, 
books, newspapers. Enter Doctor Duchesne—eccentric 
character part, very popular with the boys; tells ofT-hand 
affecting story of strange woman—one ‘more unfortunate,' 
having baby in Eagle’s Nest—lonely place on ‘peaks of 
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Snowdon,’ midnight; eagles screaming, you know, and far 
down unfathomable depths; only attendant, cold-blooded 
ruffian, evidently father of child, with sinister designs on 
child and mother.” 

“He didn’t say ihat I" said Rand, with an agonised smile. 

“Order! Sit down in front!” continued Sol, easily. 

“ Mrs. Sol highly interested—a mother herself—demands 
name of place? ‘Table Mountain!’ No, it cannot be¬ 
lt is! Excitement. Mystery! Rosey rises to occasion— 
comes to front: ‘Some one must go; I—I—will go my¬ 
self!’ Myself, coming to centre: ‘Not alone, dearest; 

I—I will accompany you ! * A shriek at right upper en¬ 
trance. Enter the Marysville Pet. ‘ I have heard all. 
'Tis a base calumny. It cannot be htI Randolph I 
Never! ’ ‘ Dare you accompany us ? ’ ‘I will! ’ Tableau !’* 

“Is Miss Euphcmia—here?” gasped Rand, practical, 
even in his embarrassment 

“Or-r-rdcr! Scene second. Summit of mountain- 
moonlight Peaks of Snowdon in distance. Right—lonely 
cabin. Enter slowly up defile, Sol, Mrs. Sol, the Pet 
Advance slowly to cabin. Suppressed shriek from the Pet, 
who rushes to recumbent figure—Left—discovered lying 
beside cabin door. ‘’Tis he I Hist!—he sleeps!' Throws 
blanket over him and retires up stage—so.” Here Sol 
achieved a vile imitation of the Pet’s most enchanting stage 
manner. “ Mrs. Sol advances — Centre — throws open 
door! Shriek! *’Tis Mornie—the lost found!’ The Pet 

advances—‘And the father is-?' ‘Not Rand 1’ The 

Pet kneeling, ‘Just Heaven, I thank thee!’ ‘No, it 
is ’ ”- 

“ Hush! ” said Rand appealingly, looking toward the 
cabin. 

“Hush it is!” said the actor good-naturedly; “But it’s 
all rigid, Mr. Rand—we’ll pull you through.” 
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Later in the morning, Rand learned tliat Mornie’s ill-fated 
connection with the “Star Variety Troup” had been a 
source of anxiety to Mrs. Sol, and she ha<l reproached her¬ 
self for the girl’s infelicitous debut. 

“,But Lord bless you, Mr. Rand,” sai<l Sol, “it was all 
ill tlie way of business. Slie came to us—was fresh and 
new—her cliance, looking at it professionally, was as good 
as any amateur’s; but, what with her relations here, and 
her bein’ known, she didn’t take ! We lost money on her ! 
It’s natural she should feel a little ugly. We all do when 
we get sorter kicked back onto ourselves, and find we can't 
stand alone. Why, you wouldn’t believe it, ' he continued, 
with a moist twinkle of his black eyes, “but the night I 
lost my little Rosey of diphtlieria in Gold Hill, the child 
was down on tlie bills for a comic song, and I had to drag 
Mrs. Sol on, cut up as she was, and filled up with that much 
of old Bourbon to keep her nerves stiff, so slie could do an 
old gag with me to gain time and make up the ‘variety.* 
Wliy, sir, when I came to the front / was ugly ! And when 
one of the boys in the front row sang out, * Don’t expose 
that poor child to the night air, Sol ’—meaning Mrs. Sol, 
I acted ugly. No, sir, it's human nature; and it was quite 
natural that Mornie, when she caught sight o’ Mrs. Sol's 
face last night, should rise up and cuss us both. Lord, if 
she'd only acted like that! But the old lady got her quiet 
at last, and, as I said before, it’s all right, and we’ll pull 
her through I But don’t you thank us; it’s a little matter 
betwixt us and Mornie. We've got everything fixed, so 
that Mrs. Sol can stay right along. We’ll pull Mornie 
tlirough, and get her away from this and her baby too, as 
soon as we can. You won't get mad if I tell you some¬ 
thing?” said Sol, with a half-apologetic hugh. “Mrs. Sol 
was rather down on you the other day—hated you on sight, 
and preferred your brother to you; but when she found 
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he’d run off and you —you don't mind my sayin’ it—a 
* mere boy,’ to lake what oughter be /it's place, why she just 
wheeled round agin’ him. I suppose he got flustered and 
couldn't face the music. Never left a word of explanation? 
Well, it wasn't exactly square—though I tell the old woman 
it’s liuman nature. He might have dropped a hint where 
he was goin’. Well, there, I won’t say a word more agin’ 
him. I know how you feel ! Hush it is!” 

It was the firm conviction of the simple-minded Sol that 
no one knew the various natural indications of human 
passion better than himself; perhaps it was one of the 
fallacies of his profession that the expression of all liuman 
passion was limited to certain conventional signs and 
sounds. Consequently, when Rand coloured violently, 
became confused, stammered, and at last turned hastily 
away, the good-hearted fellow instantly recognised the 
unfailing evidence of modesty and innocence embarrassed 
by recognition. As for Rand, I fear his shame was only 
momentary; confirmed in the belief of his ulterior wisdom 
and virtue, his first embarrassment over, he was not dis¬ 
pleased with this half-way tribute, and really believed that 
the time would come when Mr. Sol should eventually praise 
his sagacity and reservation, and acknowledge that he was 
something more than a mere boy. He, nevertheless, shrank 
from meeting Mornie that morning, and was glad that the 
presence of Mrs. Sol relieved him from that duty. 

The day passed uneventfully. Rand busied himself in 
his usual avocations, and constructed a temporary shelter 
for himself and Sol beside the shaft, besides rudely shaping 
a few necessary articles of furniture for Mrs. Sol. 

“It will be a little spell yet afore Mornie’s able to be 
moved,” suggested Sol, “and you might as well be com¬ 
fortable.” 

Rand sighed at this prospect, yet presently forgot him- 
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self in the good humour of his companion, whose admira. 
tion for himself he began to patronisingly admit. There 
M-as no sense of degradation in accepting the friendship of 
this man who had travelled so far, seen so much, and yet, 
as a practical man of the world, Rand felt was so inferior 
to himself. The absence of Miss Euphemia, wlio had 
early left the mountain, was a source of odd, half-definite 
relief. Indeed, when he closed his eyes to rest that night, 
it was with a sense that tlie reality of his situation was not 
as bad as he had feared. Once only, the figure of his 
brother, haggard, weary and footsore, on his hopeless quest, 
wandering in lonely trails and lonelier settlements, came 
across his fancy; but with it came the greater fear of his 
return, and the pathetic figure was banished. “And be¬ 
sides, he’s in Sacramento by this lime, and like as not for- 
gotten us all," he muttered; and twining this poppy ami 
mandragora around his pi’.low, he fell asleep. 

His s[)iriis had quite returned the next morning, and 
once or twice he found himself singing while at work in the 
shaft. 1 lie fear tiiat Ruth might return to the mountain 
before he could get rid of Momie, and the slight anxiety 
that had grown upon him to know something of his brother’s 
movements, and to be able to govern them as he wishetl, 
caused him tu hit upon the plan of constructing an ingenious 
ad\ erlisement to be published in the San Francisco journals, 
wherein the missing Ruth should be advised that news of 
his quest should be communicated to him by “a friend," 
tiirough the same medium, after an interval of two weeks. 
Full of this amiable intention, lie returned to the surface to 
dinner. Here, to his momentary confusion, he met Miss 
Euphemia, who, in absence of Sol, was assisting Mrs. Sol 
in the details of the household. 

If the honest frankness with which that young lady 
greeted him was not enough to relieve his embarrassment, 
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he would liave forgotten it in the utterly new and changed 
aspect she presented. Her extravagant walking costume 
of the previous day was replaced by some bright calico, a 
little while apron, and a broad-brimmed straw hat, which 
seemed to Rand, in some odd fashion, to restore her original 
girlish simplicity. The change was certainly not unbe¬ 
coming to her: if her waist was not as tightly pinched, d 
la viodty there still was an honest, youthful plumpness about 
it \ her step was freer for the absence of her high-heel boots ; 
and even the hand she extended to Rand, if not quite so 
small as in her tight gloves, and a little brown from expo¬ 
sure, was magneiic in its strong, kindly grasp. There was 
perhaps a slight suggestion of the practical Mr. Sol in her 
wholesome presence, and Rand could not help wondering 
if Mrs. Sol had ever been a Gold Hill “pet” before her 
marriage with Mr. Sol. The young girl noticed his curious 
glance. 

“You never saw me in my rehearsal dress before,” she 
said, with a laugh ; “ but I’m not ‘ company ’ to-day, and 
didn’t put on my best harness to knock round in. I sup¬ 
pose I look dreadful.” 

“ I don’t think you look bad,” saiil Rand simply. 

“ Thank you,” said Euphemia, with a laugh and a curtsey. 
“ But this isn’t getting the dinner.” 

As part of that operation evidently was the taking off of 
her hat, the putting up of some thick blonde locks that had 
escaped, and the rolling up of her sleeves over a pair of 
strong rounded arms, Rand lingered near her. All trace 
of the Pet’s previous professional coquetry was gone—per¬ 
haps it was only replaced by a more natural one—but as 
she looked up and caught sight of Rand’s interested face, 
she laughed again and coloured a little. Slight as was the 
blush, it was sufficient to kindle a sympathetic fire in Rand’s 
own cheeks, which was so utterly unexpected to him that he 
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turned on his heel in confusion. “ I reckon she thinks I’m 
soft and silly, like Ruth, * he soliloquised, and detenuinin" 
not to look at her again, betook himself to a distant and 
contemplative pipe. In vain di<l Miss Kuphemia address 
herself to the ostentatious getting of the dinner in full view 
of him j in vain did she bring the coffee-pot away from the 
fire, and nearer Rand, with the apparent intention of examin¬ 
ing its contents in a better light; in vain, while wiping a 
plate, did she, absorbed in the distant prospect, walk to the 
verge of the mountain, and become statuesque and forget¬ 
ful The sulky young gentleman took no outward notice 
of her. 

Mrs. Sol’s attendance upon Mornie prevented her leavin'^ 
the cabin, and Rand and Altss Eupheniia dined in the open 
air alone. The ridiculousness of keeping up a formal 
attitude to his solitary companion caused Rand to relax; 
but, to his astonishment, the Pet seemed to have become 
correspondingly distant and formal After a few moments 
of discomfort, Rand, who had eaten little, arose, and “ be¬ 
lieved he would go back to work." 

“Ah yes,” said the Pet, with an indifferent air, “I sup 
pose you must. Well, good bye, Mr. Pinkney.” 

Rand turned, “ You arc not going ? ” he asked, in some 
uneasiness* 

“ got some work to do, too.” returned Miss Euphemia, 
a little curtly. * 

“ IJui," said the practical Rand, “ I thought you allowed 
that you were fixed to stay until to-morrow?” 

But here Miss Euphemia, with rising colour and slight 
acerbity of voice, was not aware that she was “ fixed to stay ” 
anywhere, least of all when she was in the way. More than 
that, she must say, although perhaps it made no difference 
and she ought not to say it—that she was not in the habit 
of intruding upon gentlemen, who plainly gave her to under- 
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stand that her company was not desirable. She did not 
know why she said this—of course it could make no differ¬ 
ence to anybody who didn’t, of course, care; but she only 
wanted to say that si^e only came here because her dear 
friend, her adopted mother—and a better woman never 
breathed—had come and had asked her to stay. Of course, 
Mrs. Sol was an intruder herself—Mr. Sol was an intruder 
—they were all intruders : she only wondered that Mr. 
Pinkney had borne with them so long. She knew it was 
an awful thing to be here, taking care of a poor—poor, help¬ 
less woman ; but perliaps Mr. Rand’s brother might forgive 
them if he couldn’t. But no matter, she would go—Mr. 
Sol would go— all would go, and then, perhaps, Mr. 
Rand- 

She stopped breathless; she stopped with the corner of 
lier apron against her tearful hazel eyes ; she stopped with, 
what was more remarkable than all—Rand’s arm actually 
around her waist, and his astonished, alarmed face wiilun 
a few inches of her own. 

“ Why, Miss Euphemia, Phemie, my dear girl! I never 
meant anything like thatl' said Rand earnestly. “ I really 
didn’t, now I Come now ! ” 

“You never once spoke to me when I sat down,” said 
Miss Euphemia, feebly endeavouring to withdraw from 
Rand’s grasp. 

“ I really didn’t 1 Oh, come now, look here ! I didn’t I 
Don’t! There’s a dear— there 

This last conclusive exposition was a kiss. Miss Euphemia 
was not quick enough to release herself from his arms. 
He anticipated that act a full half-second, and had dropped 
his own, pale and breathless. 

The girl recovered herself first. “There, I declare, I’m 
forgetting Mrs. Sol’s coffee 1 ” she exclaimed hastily, and 
snatching up the coffee-pot, disappeared. Wlien she 
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returned, Rund was gone. Miss Euphentia busied hersell, 
demurely, tn clearing up the dishes, with the tail of her eve 
sweeping the horizon of the summit level around her. Hut 

1 1 °«“'red several times during her occupa- 

t on which was somewhat prolonged. The result of this 

Td ho'", f 1 "” "P “ ^“"'‘^"■hat grave 

and thoughtful dethiction, as she walked slowly back to 

... »«c 

Mi.ss Euphemia stayed that day and the next and Rand 
forgot his embarrassment. Ry what means, I know “o 

position on the broken trnil. 

have'^faltL^’"'k,t^he"Au‘.''"^ 

.lazed and cm’ed'like 

“ And you saved her life ? " 

sulkily.”"’'’*' P'“ '• "-ay,'’ said Rand 

“ Oh' 'Tanfu "P "’"“"'"i" a-ain ? '• 

, “Ba: hL? Reallyrirta^T''."’'’'’'"'’;- 

interesting this is It's a, 1 " ’ * Imow how 

«it|. a little excised iL'!,,:* “ P'^^'" Pet, 

' Oh, I carried her up l ’* 

“In your arms?” 



The Twins of Tabic Mountain. 

Then she dug a few tiny holes in the earth with her 
parasol, and buried bits of the flower-stalk in them, as if 
they had been tender memories. “ I suppose you knew 
Mornie very well ? ” she asked. 

“ I used to run across her in the woods,” responded 
Rand shortly, “a year ago. I didn’t know her so well 
then as ”- He stopped. 

“As what? z.%noxvV" asked the Pet abruptly. Rand, 
who was colouring over lus narrow escape from a topic 
which a delicate kindness of Sol had excluded from their 
intercourse on the mountain, stammered “ as you do—I 
meant.” 

The Pet tossed her Itead a little, “ Oh, I don’t know her 
at all—except through Sol! ” 

Rand stared hard at this. The Pet, who was looking at 
him intently, said, “ Show me the place where you saw 
Mornie clinging that night.” 

“It’s dangerous," suggested Rand. 

“ You mean I’d be afraid ! Try me! I don’t believe 
she was so dreadfully frightened ! ” 

“Why?” asked Rand, in astonishment 

“ Oh,—because ”- 

Rand sat down in vague wonderment 
“ Show it to me,” continued the Pel, “ or—I'll find it 
aloue ! " 

Thus challenged, he rose, and after a few moments’ 
climbing stood with her upon the trail. “You see that 
thorn-bush where tite rock has fallen away. It was just 
there I It is not safe to go farther. No, really 1 Miss 
Euphemia 1 Please don’t! It’s almost certain death 1 ” 
But the giddy girl had darted past him, and, face to the 
wall of the cliff, was creeping along the dangerous path. 
Rand followed mechanically. Once or twice the trail 
crumbled beneath her feet, but she clung to a projecting 
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root of chapparal, and laughed. She had almost reachetl 
her elected goal when, slipping, the treacherous chapparal 
she clung to yielded in her grasp, and Rand, wiih a cry, 
sprung forward. But the next instant she quickly trans¬ 
ferred her hold to a cleft in the cliff and was safe. Not so 
her companion. The soil beneath him, loosened by the 
impulse of his spring, slipped away; he was falling with it, 
when she caught him sharply with her disengaged hand, 
and together they scrambled to a more secure fooling. 

“ I could have reached it alone," said the Pet, “ if you’d 
left me alone.” 

“Thank Heaven, we’re saved," s.iid Rand gravely. 

And Without a ropt,'said Miss Euphemia significantiv. 

Rand did not understand her. But as they slowly 

returned to the summit he stammered out the always difti- 

cult thanks of a man who has been physically helped by 

one of the weaker sex. Miss Euphemia was quick to see 
her error. 


I ntight have made you lose your footing by catching at 

you," she said meekly. “ But I was so frightened for you, 
and could not help it.” 


The superior animal, thoroughly bamboozled, thereupon 
complimented her on her dexterity, 

“ Oh, that's nothing,” she said, with a sigh. “ I used to 
do the flying-trapcze business with papa when I was a child, 
and 1 ve not forgotten it.” With this and other confid¬ 
ences of her early hfe, in which Rand betrayed consider¬ 
able interest, they beguiled the tedious ascent. “I ought 
to have made you carry me up.” said the lady, with a 
iltle laugh, when they reached the summit; “but you 

l. r I \ speech she bade Rand 

Good-night, and hurried off to the cabin. 

And so a week passed by-the week so dreaded by Rand, 
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yet passed so pleasantly, that at times it seemed as if that 
dread were only a trick of his fancy, or as if the circum¬ 
stances that surrounded him were different from what he 
believed them to be. On the seventh day the doctor had 
stayed longer than usual, and Rand, who had been sitting 
with Euphemia on the ledge by the shaft, watching the sun¬ 
set, had barely time to withdraw his hand from hers as Mrs. 
Sol, a trifle pale and wearied-looking, approached him. 

I don’t like to trouble you,” she said—indeed they had 
seldom troubled him with the details of Mornie’s convales¬ 
cence, or even her needs and requirements,—“but the 
doctor is alarmed about Mornie, and she has asked to see 
you. I think you’d better go in and speak to her. You 
know,” continued Mrs. Sol delicately, “ you haven't been 
in there since the night she was taken sick, and maybe a 
new face might do her good.” 

The guilty blood flew to Rand’s face as he stammered, 
“ I thought I’d be in the way. I didn’t believe she cared 
much to see me. Is she worse?” 

“The doctor is looking very anxious,” said Mrs. Sol 
simply. 

The blood returned from Rand’s face, and settled around 
his heart. He turned very pale. He liad consoled him¬ 
self always for his complicity in Ruth’s absence, that he 
was taking 20 od care of Mornie, or—what is considered by 

d O 

most selfish natures an equivalent—permitting or encourag¬ 
ing some one else to “ take good care of her,” but here was 
a contingency utterly unforeseen. It did not occur to him 
that this “ taking good care ” of her could result in anything 
but a perfect solution of her troubles, or that there could 
be any future to her condition but one of recovery. But 
what if she should die ? A sudden and helpless sense of 
his responsibility to Ruth—to //^r—brought him trembling 
to his feet 
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He hurried to the cabin, where Mrs. Sol left iiim with 2 

word of caution. “You’ll find her clianged and quiet- 

very quiet. If I was you I wouldn't say anytliing to brin" 
back her old self.” “ 

The change which Rand saw was so great, the face that 
was turned to him so quiet, that, with a new fear upon him, 
he would have preferred the savage eyes and reckless mien 
of the old Mornie whom he hated. With his habitttal 
impulsiveness he tried to say something that should express 
that fact not unkindly,—but faltered, and awkwardly sank 
into the chair by her bedside. 

“ I don’t wonder you stare at me now,” she said, in a far 
oft voice; “ it seems to you strange to see me lying here 
so quiet. You are thinking how wild I was when I came 
here that night. I must have been crazy, I think. I 
dreamed that 1 said dreadful things to you; but you must 
forgive me, and not mind it. I was crazy then.” She 
stopped and folded the blanket between her thin fingers. 
“I didnt ask you to come here to tell you that, or to 
remind you of it, but—but when 1 was crazv, I said so 
many worse, dreadful things of him; and you—will be 
left behind to tell him of it.’* 

Rand was vaguely murmuring something to the cft'cct 
that “he knew she didn't mean anything," that “she 
mustn’t think of it again,” that “he'd forgotten all about 
it," wlien she slopped him with a tired gesture. 

“Perhaps I was wrong to think that, after I am gone 
you would care to tell him anything. Perhaps I’m wrong 

to think, of it at all, or to care what he will think of me_ 

except for the sake of the child—//« child, Rand !—that I 
riiust leave behind me. He will know that it never abused 
him. No, Cod bless its sweet heart! it never was wild and 
wicked and hateful, like its cruel, crazy mother. And he 
will love it j and you, perhaps, will love it too—just a little, 
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Rand! Look at it!” She tried to raise the helpless 
bundle beside lier in her arms, but failed. “ Vou must 
lean over,” she said, faintly, to Rand. “ It looks hke him, 

doesn’t it?” 

Rand, with wondering, embarrassed eyes, tried to see 
some resemblance in tlie little blue red oval, to the sad, 
wistful face of his brother, which even then was haunUng 
him from some mysterious distance. He kissed the child's 
forehead, but even then so vaguely and perfunctorily, that 
the mother sighed, and drew it closer to her breast 

“The doctor says," she continued, in a calmer voice, 
“ that I'm not doing as well as I ought to. I don’t think, 
she faltered, with something of her old bitter laugh, “ that 
I'm ever doing as well as I ought to, and perhaps it s not 
strange now that I don't And he says, that in case any¬ 
thing happens to me, I ought to look ahead! I have 
looked ahead ! It’s a dark look ahead, Rand—a horror of 
blackness, without kind faces, witliout the baby, without— 


without him!" 

She turned her face away, and laid it on the bundle by 
her side. It was so quiet in the cabin, that through the 
open door, beyond, the faint rhythmical moan of the pines 
below was distinctly heard. 

“I know it’s foolish—but that is what ‘looking ahead’ 
always meant to me," she said, with a sigh. “ But, since 
the doctor has been gone, I've talked to Mrs. Sol, and find 
it’s for the best. And I look ahead, and see more clearly. 
I look ahead, and see my disgrace removed far away from 
him and you. I look ahead, and see you and he living to¬ 
gether, happily, as you did before I came between you. I 
look ahead, and see my past life forgotten, my faults forgiven, 
and I think I see you both loving my baby, and perhaps 
loving me a little for its sake. Thank you, Rand, thank 
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For Rand’s hand had caught hers beside the pillow, and 
he was standing over her, whiter than she. Something in 
the pressure of his hand emboldened her to go on, and 
even lent a certain strength to her voice. 

“When it comes to that, Rand, you 11 not let these 
l)eople take the baby away. You’ll keep it here with you 
until he comes. And something tells me that he will come 
when I am gone. You’ll keep it here in the pure air and 
sunlight of the mountain, and out of those wicked depths 
below ; and when I am gone, and they are gone, and only 
j’ou and Ruth and baby are here, maybe you’ll think that 
it came to you in a cloud on the mountain—a cloud that 
lingered only long enough to drop its bur.Icn, and faded, 
leaving the sunlight and dew behind. What is it—Rand ? 
What are you looking at ? ” 

I was thinking," said Rand, in a strange altered voice, 
“ that I must trouble you to let me take down those duds 
and furbelows that hang on the wall, so that I can get at 
some traps of mine behind them.” lie took some articles 
from the wall, replaced the dresses of Mrs. Sol, and 
answered Mornie’s look of inquiry. “ I was only getting 
at my purse and my revolver,” he said, showing them. 

I’ve got to get some stores at the Ferry, by daylight." 

Momie sighed. “ I’m giving you great trouble, Rand, I 
know; but it won’t be for long.” 

He muttered something, took her hand again, and bade 
her “good-night.” When he reached the door he looked 
back. The light was shining full upon her face as she lay 
there with her babe on her breast, bravely “looking 
aiiead.” 


VOI- V. 


Q 
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PART IV. 

THE CLOUDS PASS. 

It was early morning at the Ferry. The “ up coach Itad 
passed with lights.unextinguished, and the “outsides” still 
asleep. The ferryman had gone up to the Ferry Mansion 
House, swinging his lantern, and had found the sleepy- 
looking “ all-night ” bar-keeper on the point of withdrawing 
for the day on a mattress under the bar. An Indian half- 
breed, porter of the Mansion House, was washing out the 
stains of recent nocturnal dissipation from the bar-room 
and verandah, a few birds were twittering on the cotton 
woods beside the river, a bolder few had alighted upon the 
verandah and were trying to reconcile the existence of so 
much lemon-peel and cigar stumps with their ideas of a 
benehcent Creator. A faint earthy freshness and perfume 
rose along the river banks. Deep shadows still lay upon 
the opposite shore, but in the distance, four miles away, 
morning along the level crest of 'i’able Mountain walked 
with rosy tread. 

The sleepy bar-keeper was that morning doomed to dis. 
appointment. For scarcely had the coach passed, when 
steps were heard upon the verandah, and a weary dusty 
traveller threw his blanket and knapsack to the porter, and 
then dropped into a vacant arm-chair, with his eyes fixed 
on the distant crest of Table Mountain. He remained 
motionless for some time, until the bar-keeper, who 
had already concocted the conventional welcome of the 
Mansion House, appeared with it in a glass, put it upon 
the table, glanced at the stranger, and then, thoroughly 
awake, cried out— 

“ Ruth Pinkney—or I’m a Chinaman ! ” 

The stranger lifted his eyes wearily. Hollow circles 
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were around tlieir orbits, haggard lines were in his cheeks. 
Cut it was Rutli. 

He look tlie glass and drained it at a single draught. 
“Yes,” he said absently, “Ruth Pinkney,” and fixed his 
eyes again on the distant rosy crest. 

“On your way up home?” suggested the bar-keeper, 
following the direction of Ruth’s c>es. 

“Perhaps.” 

“ Been upon a hain’t )er? Been havin’ a little 

tear round Sacramento—seein’ the sight's.” 

Ruth smiled bitterly. “ Yes.” 

'I he bar-keeper lingered—ostentatiously wiping a gl.iss. 
But Ruth again became abstracted in the mountain, and 
the bar keeper turned away. 

How pure and clear that summit looked to him ! how 
restful and steadfast with serenity and calm ! how unlike 
liis own feverish, dusty, travel-worn self! A week had 
elapsed since he had last looked upon it—a week of dis¬ 
appointment, of anxious fears, of doubts, of wild imagin- • 
ings, of utter helplessness. In liis hopeless quest of the 
missing Mornie, he had, in fancy, seen this serene eminence 
haunting his remorseful passion-stricken souL And now, 
without a clue to guide him to her unknown hiding-place, 
he was back again to face the brother whom he had 
deceived, with only the confession of his own weakness. 
Hard as it was to lose for ever the fierce reproachful 
glances of the woman he loved, it was still harder to a man 
of Ruth’s temperament to look again upon the face of the 
brother he feared. A hand laid upon his shoulder startled 
him. It was the bar-keeper, 

“ If it’s a fair question, Ruth Pii>kney, Pd like to ask ye 
how long ye kalkilale to hang around the Ferry to-day ? ” 

“ Why ? ” demanded Ruth haughtily. 

“ Because, whatever you’ve been and done, I want ye to 
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have a square show. Ole Nixon has been cavoortin’ round 
yer the last two days, swearin’ to kill you on sight for 
runnin’ off with his darter. Sabe ? Now let me ax ye two 
questions. First —are you heeled?” 

Ruth responded to tliis dialectical inquiry affirmatively, 
by putting his hantl on his revolver. 

“ Good ! Now, Second —have you got the gal along here 
with vou ? ” 

“ No,” responded Ruth, in a hollow voice. 

“ That’s better yet,” said the man, witliout heeding the 
tone of the reply. “.■V woman—and especially the woman, 
in a row of this kind—handicaps a man awful." He paused 
and took up the empty glass. “Look yer, Ruth Pinkney, 
I’m a square man, and I’ll *'e square with you. So I’ll just 
tell you, you’ve got the demdest odds agin’ ye. Pr’aps ye 
know it, and don’t keen Well, the boys around yer are all 
sidin’ with the old man Nixon. It’s the first time the old 
rip ever had a hand in his favour ; so the boys will see fair 
. play for Nixon and agin’ you. But I reckon you don’t 
mind him?” 

“ So little, I shall never pull trigger on him I ” said Ruth 
gravely. 

The bar-keeper stared, and rubbed his chin thoughtfully. 
“ Well, thar^s that Kanaka Joe, who used to be sorter sweet 
on Mornie—he’s an ugly devil—he’s helpin’ the old man 1” 

The sad look faded from Ruth’s eyes suddenly. A cer¬ 
tain wild Berserker rage—a taint of the blood, inherited 
from lieaven knows what Old-World ancestry, which had 
made the twin brothers’ South-western eccentricities re¬ 
spected in the settlement—glowed in its place. The bar¬ 
keeper noted it, and augured a lively future for the day's 
festivities. But it faded again; and Ruth, as he rose,- 
turned hesitatingly towards him. 

“ Have you seen my brother Rand lately? ” 
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* Nary.’' 

“ He hasn't been here, or about the Kerry?” 

“ Nary time.” 

” You haven't hearJ," wid Ruth, with a faint attempt at 
a smile, “ if he’s been aromul here asking after me—sorter 
looking me up, you know ? ” 

‘‘ Not much,” returned the bar-keeper deliberately. 
“ Ez far ez I know Rand—that ar brother o’ yours—he’s 
one of yer high-toned chaps ez doesn’t drink, thinks bar¬ 
rooms is pizen, and ain’t tiie sort to come round yer and 
sling yarns with me.” 

Ruth rose ; but the hand that he placed upon the table, 
albeit a powerful one, trembled so that it was with difliculty 
he resumed his knapsack. When he did so, his bent figure, 
stooping shoulders, and haggard face made him appear 
another man from the one who hatl sat down. There was 
a slight touch of apologetic deference and humility in his 
manner as he paid his reckoning, ami slowly and hesitatingly 
began to descend the steps. 

The bar-keeper looked after him thoughtfully. “Well, 
dog my skin I” he ejaculated to himself, “ef I hatln't seen 
that man—that same Ruth Pinkney—straddle a fiiend’s body 
in this yer very room, and dare a whole crowd to come on, I'd 
swarthat he hadn’t any grit m him ! Thar’s something up ! ” 

But here Ruth reached the last step, and turned again. 

“If you sec old man Nixon, s.iy I’m in town; if you see 

that-” (I regret to say that I cannot repeat 

his exact and brief characterisation of the present condition 
and natal antecedents of Kanaka Joe), “say I'm looking 
out for him,” and was gone. 

He wandered down the road towards the one long strag¬ 
gling street of the settlement. The few people who met 
him at that early hour greeted him with a kind of constrained 
civility; certain cautious souls hunied by without seeing 
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liim ; all turned and looked after him, and a few followed 
him at a respectful distance. A somewhat notorious prac¬ 
tical joker, and recognised wag at the Ferr)', apparently 
awaited his coming with something of invitation and expec¬ 
tation, but catching sight of Ruth’s haggard face and blaz¬ 
ing eyes, became instantly practical and by no means jocu¬ 
lar in his greeting. At the lop of the hill, Ruth turned to 
look once more upon the distant mountain, now again a 
mere cloud-line on the horizon. In the firm belief that he 
would never again see the sun rise upon it, he turned aside 
into a hazel thicket, and tearing out a few leaves from his 
pocket-book, wrote two letters—one to Rand and one to 
Mornie; but which, as they were never delivered, shall not 
burden tins brief chronicle of that eventful day. For while 
transcribing them, he was startled by the sounds of a dozen 
pistol-shots, in the direction of the liotel he had recently 
quitted. Something in the mere sound provoked the old 
hereditary fighting instinct, and sent him to his feet with a 
bound, and a slight distension of the nostrils and sniffing 
of the air not unknown to certain men who become half 
intoxicated by the smell of powder. He quickly folded his 
letters and addressed them carefully, and taking off his 
knapsack and blanket, methodically arranged them under 
a tree, with the letters on lop. Then he examined the lock 
of his revolver, and then, with the step of a man ten years 
younger, leaped into the road. He had scarcely done so 
when he was seized, and by sheer force dragged into a 
blacksmith’s shop at the roadside. He turned his savage 
face and drawn weapon upon his assailant, but was surprised 
to meet the anxious eyes of the bar-keeper of the Mansion 
House. 

‘ Don’t be a d—d fool,” said the man quickly. “ Thar’s 
fifty agin’ you down than But why, in h—11, didn’t you 
wipe out old Nixon when you had such a good chance ?” 
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“ Wipe out old Nixon ? ” repeated Rutk 

*• Yes, just now, when you had him covered !” 

“What ! " 

The bar keeper turned quickly upon Ruth, stared at him, 
and tlien suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. “Well! 
I’ve knowed you two were twins, but damn me if I ever 
tiiought I’d be sold like this.” And he again burst into a 
roar of laughter. 

“ \\'hat do j ou mean ?” demanded Ruth savagely. 

“What do I mean?” returned the bar-keeper, “why, I 
mean this. I niean that your brother, Rand, as you call 
him, he’z bin—for a young feller, and a pious feller—doi«t’ 
about the tallest kind o’ fightin’ to-day that’s been done at 
the Ferry. He’s laid out that ar Kanaka Joe and two of 
Ids chums ! He was pitchetl into on yotir quarrel, and he 
took it up for you like a little man ! I managed to drag 
him off, up yer, in the hazel bush for safely, and out you 
pops, and I thought you was him ! He can’t be far away. 
Hallo! There they’re cornin’; and thar’s the doctor trj-ing 
to keep them back ! ” 

A crowd of angry excited faces filleil the road suddenly, 
but before them Dr. Duchesne, n.ounted, and with a pistol 
in his hand, opposed their further progress. 

“Back, in the bush*” whispered the bar-keeper. 
“ Now’s your time ! ” 

But Ruth stirred not. “Go you back,” he said, in a low 
voice; “find Rand, and take him away. I will fill his 
place here.” He drew his revolver, and stepped into the 
road. 

A shout, a report, and the spatter of red dust from a 
bullet near his feet, told him he was recognised. He stirred 
not; but another shout, and a cry, “ There they are —both 
of ’em ! ” made him turn. 

His brother Rand, witit a snnle on his lip and fire in his 
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eye, stood by his side! Neitlier spoke. Tiien Rand, 
quietly, as of old, slipped his hand into his brother’s strong 
palm. Two or three bullets sang by them, a splinter 6ew 
from the blacksmith’s shed, but the brothers, liard gripping 
each other’s hands, and looking into each other’s faces, with 
a quiet joy, stood there, calm and imperturbable. 

Tliere was a mojnentary pause. The voice of Dr. 
Duchesne rose above the crowd. 

“ Keep back, I say ! Keep back ! Or hear me !—for 
five years I’ve worke<l among you, and mended and patched 
the holes you’ve drilled through each other’s carcasses— 
Keep back, I say !—Or the next man that pulls trigger, or 
steps fonvard, will get a hole from me that no surgeon can 
slop ! I’m sick of your bungling ball practice! Keep 
back!—or, by the living Jingo, I’ll show you where a man’s 
vitals are ! ” 

There was a burst of laughter from the crowd, and for a 
moment the twins were forgotten in this audacious speech 
and coolly impertinent presence. 

“That’s right! Now let that infernal old hypocritical 
drunkard, Mat Nixon, step to the front.” 

The crowd parted right and left, and half pushed, half 
dragged Nixon before him. 

“Gentlemen,” said the doctor, “this is the man who has 
just shot at Rand Pinkney for hiding his daughter. Now, 
I tell you, gentlemen, and I tell him, that for the last week 
his daughter, Mornie Nixon, has been under my care as a 
patient, and my protection as a friend. If there’s anybody 
to be shot, the job must begin with me I ” 

There was another laugh, and a cry of “ Bully for old 
Sawbones!” Ruth started convulsively, and Rand answered 
his look with a confirming pressure of his hand. 

“ That isn’t all, gentlemen, this drunken brute has just 
shot at a gentleman, whose only offence, to my knowledge, 
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is liiat he has, for the last week, treated her with a brother's 
kindness, has taken her into his own home, and cared for 
her wants as if she were his own sister.” 

Ruth’s hand again grasped his brother’s. Rand coloured, 
and hung his head. 

“There’s more yet, gentlemen. I tell you that that girl. 
Mornie Nixon, has, to my knowledge, been treated like a 
lady, has been cared for as slie never was cared for in her 
father's house, and while that father has been proclaiming 
her shame in every bar-room at tlie Ferry, has had the 
sympathy and care, night and day, of two of the most 
accomplished ladies of the Ferry—Mrs. Sol Saunders, 
gentlemen, and Miss Euphemia !" 

I here was a shout of approbation from the crowd. Nixon 
would have slipped away, but the doctor stopped him. 

“Not yet! I've one thing more to sav. I’ve to tell 
you, gentlemen, on my professional word of honour, that 
besides being an old hypocrite, this same old Mat Nixon 
IS the ungrateful, unnatural sram//at/,er of the first boy born 
in the district!” 

A wild huzza greeted the doctor^s climax. Ry a common 
consent the crowd turned toward the 'I'wins, who, graspin" 
each other’s hands, stood apart The doctor nodded his 
head. The next moment the Twins xvcrc surrounded and 
lifted in the arms of the laughing throng, and borne in 
triumph to the bar-room of the Mansion House. 

“Gentlemen,” said the bar-keeper, “call for what you 
like; the Mansion House treats to-day in honour of its 

being the first time that Rand Pinkney has been admitted 
to the Bar.” 

' 

It was agreed that, as her condition was still precarious 
the news should be broken to her gradually and indirectly’ 
The indefatigable Sol Iiad a professional idea, which was 
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not displeasing to the Twins. It being a lovely summer 
afternoon, tlie couch of Mornie was lifted out on the ledge, 
and she hy there basking in tlie sunlight, drinking in the 
pure air, and looking bravely ahead in the daylight as she 
had in the darkness—for her couch commanded a view of 
the mountain flank. And lying there she dreamed a 
])leasant dream, and in lier dream saw Rand returning up 
tlie mountain trail. She was half conscious that he had 
good news for her, and when he at last reached lier bed- 
side, he began gently and kindly to tell his news. But 
slie heard him not, or rather in her dream was most 
occupied with his ways and manners, which seemed unlike 
him, yet inexpressibly sweet and tender. The tears were 
fast coming in her eyes, when he suddenly dropped on his 
knees beside her, threw away Rand’s disguising hat and 
coat, and clasped her in his arms. And by that she kneuf 
it was Ruth I 

But what they said ; what hurried words of mutual 
explanation and forgiveness passed between them; what 
bitter yet tender recollections of hidden fears and doubts, 
now for ever chased away in the rain of tears and joyous 
sunshine of that mountain top, were then whispered; what¬ 
ever of this little chronicle, that to the reader seems strange 
and inconsistent,—as all huma.i records must ever be 
strange and imperfect except to the actors—was then made 
clear, was never divulged by them, and must remain with 
them for ever. The rest of the party had withdrawn and 
they were alone. But when Mornie turned and placed the 
baby in its father’s arms, they were so isolated in their 
happiness, that the lowe-^ world beneath them might have 
swung and drifted away, and left that mountain top the 
beginning and creation of a better planet. 

“You know all about it now,” said Sol, the next day, 
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explaining the previous episodes of this history to Ruth 

“you've got the whole plot before you. It dragged a little 

in the second act, for the actors weren’t up in their parts. 

But, for an amateur performance, on the whole, it wasn't 
bad.'* 

“I don’t know, I'm sure," said Rand impulsively. “hoK- 

we’d have got on without Euphemia. It’s too bad she 
couIdn^t be here to day/' 

“She wanted to come," said Sol, “but the gentleman 

snes engaged to came up from Marj^sville last night," 

“Gentleman—engaged!” repeated Rand, white and red 
by turns. 

“Well, yes! I say 'gentleman,’ although he’s in the 
Vancty profession. She always said.” said Sol quiedy 
looking at Rand, “ that she'd never marry eu/ of it.” 



( - 5 ^ ) 
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CHAPTER I. 

It was raining and blowing at Eldridge’s Crossing. From 
the stately pine trees on the hill-tops, which were dignifiedly 
protesting through their rigid spines upward, to the hys¬ 
terical willows in the hollow, that had w’hipped themselves 
into a maudlin fury, there was a general tumult. When the 
wind lulled the rain kept up the distraction, firing long 
volleys across the road, letting loose miniature cataracts 
from the hill-sides to brawl in the ditches, and beating 
down the heavy heads of wild oats on the levels ; when the 
rain ceased for a moment the wind charged over the already 
defeated field, ruffled the gulleys, scattered the spray from 
the roadside pines, and added insult to injury. But both 
wind and rain concentrated their energies in a male¬ 
volent attempt to utterly disperse and scatter the “Half¬ 
way House," which seemed to have wholly lost its way, and 
strayed into the open, where, dazed and bewildered, unpre¬ 
pared and unprotected, it was exposed to the taunting fury 
of the blast A loose, shambling, disjointed, hastily-built 
structure—representing the worst features of Pioneer nnais- 
sance —it rattled its loose window-sashes like chattering 
teeth, banged its ill-hung shutters, and admitted so much 
of the invading storm, that it might have blown up or blown 
down with equal facility. 

Jefferson Briggs, proprietor and landlord of the “ Half- 
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way House," had just gone through the formality of closin^^ 
his house for the night, hanging dangerously out of tlie 
window in the vain attempt to'subdue a rebellious shutter 
that had evidently entered into conspiracy with the invaders,v 
and shutting a door as against a sheriff’s fosse, was going to 
bed— i.e., to read liiinself asleep, as was his custom. As he 
entered his little bedroom in the attic with a highly exciting 
novel in his pocket and a kerosene lamp in his hand, the 
wind, lying in wait for him, instantly extinguished his lamp 
anil slammed the door behind him. Jefferson Ilriggs 
relighted the lamp, as if confidentially, in a corner, and 
shielding it in the bosom of his red flannel shirt, which gave 
him the appearance of an illuminated shrine, hung a heavy 
bear-skin across the window, and then carefully deposited 
his lamp upon a chair at his bedside. This done, he kickeil 
off his boots, flung them into a corner, and rolling himself 
in a blanket, lay down upon the bed. A habit of early 
rising, bringing with it, presumably, the proverbial accom¬ 
paniment of health, wisdom, and pecuniary emoluments, 
liad also brought with it certain ideas of the efl'eminacy of 
separate toilettes and the virtue of readiness. 

In a few moments he was deep in a ch.^pter. 

A vague pecking at his door—as of an unseasonable 
woodpecker, finally asserted itself to his consciousness. 
“Come in," he said, with his eye still on tlte page. 

The door opened to a gaunt figure, partly composed of 
bed-quilt and partly of plaid shawl. A predominance of the 
latter and a long wisp of iron-gr.iy hair determined her sex. 
She leaned against the post with an air of fatigue, half moral 
and half physical. 

“ How ye kin lie thar.abed, Jeff, and read and smoke on 
sich a night I 'Hie sperrit o' the Lord abroad over the yearth 
—and up stage not gone by yet. Well, well! it’s well thar 
cz sotue ez can't sleep.” 
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“ The up coach, like as not, is stopped by higli water on 
the North Fork, ten miles away, aunty,” responded Jeff, 
keeping to the facts. Possibly not recognising the hand of 
a beneficent Creator in the rebellious window shutter, he 
avoided theology. 

“ Well,” responded the figure, with an air of delivering 
an unheeded and thankless warning, “ it is not for vie to say. 
P’raps it’s all His wisdom that some will keep to their own 
mind. It’s well ez some hezn’t narves, and kin luxuriate in 
terbacker in the night watches. But He says, ‘ I’ll come 
like a thief in the night! ’—like a thief in the night, Jeff.” 

Totally unable to reconcile this illustration with the de¬ 
layed “ Pioneer ” coach and Yuba Bill, its driver, Jeff lay 
silent. In his own way, perhaps, he w’as uneasy—not to 
say shocked—at his aunt’s habitual freedom of scriptural 
quotation, as that good lady herself was with an occasional 
oath from his lips. A fact, by the way, not generally under¬ 
stood by purveyors of Scripture, licensed and unlicensed. 

“ I'd take a pull at them bitters, aunty,” said Jeff feebly, 
with his wandering eye still recur:ingto his page. “They’ll 
do ye a power of good in the way o’ calmin’ yer narves.” 

“ Ef I was like some folks I wouldn’t want bitters—tho’ 
made outer tlie simplest yarbs of the yearth, with jest enough 
sperrit to bring out the varloos—ez Deacon Steer’s Balm 
’er Gilead is—what yer meaning? Ef I was like some 
folks I could lie thar and smoke in the lap o’ idleness— 
witli fourteen beds in the house empty, and nary lodger for 
one of ’em. Ef I was that indifferent to havin’ invested my 
fortin in the good will o’ this house, and not ez much ez a 
single transient lookin’ in, I could lie down and take com¬ 
fort in profane literaloor. But it ain’t in me to do it. And 
it wasn’t your father’s way, Jeff, neither 1 ” 

As the elder Briggs’ way had been to seek surcease from 
such trouble at the gambling table, and eventually, in 
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suicide, Jeff could not deny it. But he did not say that a 
full realisation of his unhappy venture overcame him as he 
closed the blinds of the hotel that night; and that the half 
desperate idea of abandoning it then an<l there to the war¬ 
ring elements that had resented his trespass on Nature, 
seemed to him an act of simple reason and justice. He 
<lid not say this, for easy-going natures are not apt to 
explain the processes by which their content or resignation 
is reached, and are therefore supposed to have none. 
Keeping to liie facts, he simply suggested the weather was 
unfavourable to travellers, and again found his place on the 
page before him. Fixing it with his thumb, he looked up 
resignedly. The figure wearily detached itself from the 
door-post, and Jeff’s eyes fell on his book. “You won’t 
stop, aunty?” he asked mechanically, as if reading .aloud 
from the page ; but she was gone. 

A little ashamed, although much relieved, Jeff fell back 

again to literature, interrupted only by the charging of the 

wind and the heavy volleys of rain. Presently he found 

liimself wondering if a certain banging were really a shutter, 

and then, having settled in his mind that It was, he was 

startled by a shout. Another, and in the road before the 
house ! 

Jeff put down his book, and marked the place by turning 
tlown the leaf, being one of that large class of readers whose 
mental faculties are butter-fingered, and e.islly slip their 
hold. Then he resumed his boots and was duly capa¬ 
risoned. He extinguished the kerosene lamp, and braved 
the outer air and strong currents of the hall and stairway in 
tlte darkness. Fighting two candies in the bar-room, he 
proceeded to unlock the hall door. At the same instant a 
furious blast shook the house, the door yielded slightly and 
impelled a thin, meek-looking stranger violently against Jeff, 
who still struggled with it. 
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“An accident has occurred,” began the stranger, “and 

_” But here the wind charged again, blew open the 

door, pinned Jeff behind it back against the wall, over-' 
turned the dripping stranger, and dashing up the staircase, 
slammed every door in the house, ending triumphantly with 
No. 14 , and a crash of glass in the window. 

“Come, rouse up!” said Jeff, still struggling with the 
door, *• rouse up and lend a liand yer !” 

Tims abjured, the stranger crept along the wall towards 
Jeff and began again, “We have met with an accident.” 
But here another and niiglilier gust left him speechless, 
covered him with spray of a wildly disorganised water-spout 
that, dangling from the roof, seemed to be playing on the 
front door, drove him into black obscurity and again sand- 
wiched his host between the door and the wall. Then 
there was a lull, and in the midst of it, Yuba Bill, driver of 
the “ Pioneer ” coach, quietly and coolly, impervious in 
waterproof, walked into the hall, entered the bar-room, 
took a candle, and going behind the bar, selected a bottle, 
critically examined it, and returning, poured out a quantity 
of whisky in a glass and gulped it in a single draught. All 
this while Jeff was closing tlie door, and the raeek-looking 
man was coming into the light again. 

Yuba Bill squared his elbows behind him and rested 
them on the bar, crossed his legs easily and awaited them. 

In reply to Jeffs inquiring but respectful look, he said 
shortly— 

“ Oh, you’re thar, are ye ? ” 

“ Yes, Bill.” 

“ Well, this yer new-fangled road o’ yours is ten feet deep • 
in the hollow with back water from the North Fork 1 I’ve 
taken that yar coach inter fower feet of it, and then I reck¬ 
oned I couldn’t hev any more. ‘ I’U stand on this yer 
hand,’ sez I; I brought the horses up yer and landed ’em 



257 


Jeff Briggs's Love Story. 

in your bam to eat their blessed heads off till the water 
goes down. That's wot's the matter, old man, and jist 
about wot 1 kalkilated on from those clurned old improve¬ 
ments o’ yours.” 

Colouring a little at this new count in the general indict¬ 
ment against the uselessness of the “ Half-way House,” Jeff 
asked if there were “any passengers?” 

Yuba Bill indicate<l the meek stranger with a jerk of his 
thumb. “And his wife and darter in the coach. They're 
all right and tight, ez if they was in the Fifth Avenue Hotel. 
But I reckon he allows to fetch ’em up yer," added Bill, as 
if he strongly doubted the wisdom of the transfer. 

The meek man, much meeker for the presence of Bill, 
here suggested that such indeed was his wish, and further 
prayed that Jeff woultl accompany him to the coach to 
assist in bringing them up. “ It’s rather wet and dark,” 
said the man apologetically; “ my daughter is not strong. 
Have you such a thing as a waterproof.^” 

Jeff had not; but would a bear-skin do? 

It would. 

Jeff ran, tore down his extempore window curtain, and 
reiurne<l with it Yuba Bill, who had quietly and disap¬ 
provingly surveyed the proceeding, here disengaged him¬ 
self from the bar with evident reluctance. 

“ You’ll want another man,” he said to Jeff, “ onless ye can 
carry double. Ez //e,” indicating the stranger, “ez no sort 
o’ use, he’d better stay here and ‘ tend bar,’ while you and 
me fetch the wimmen off. ‘ Specially ez 1 reckon we’ve got 
to do some tall wadin’ by this time to reach ’em.” 

The meek man sat down helplessly in a chair indicated 
by Bill, who at once strode after Jeff. In another moment 
they were both fighting their way, step by step, against the 
storm, in that peculiar, drunken, spasmodic way so amusing 
to the spectator and so exasperating to the performer. It 

VOL. V. R 
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was no time for conversation, even interjectional profanity 
was dangerously exhaustive. 

The coach was scarcely a thousand yards away, but its 
bright lights were reflected in a sheet of dark silent water 
that stretched between it and the two men. Wading and 
splashing they soon reached it, and a gulley where the 
surplus water was pouring into the valley below. “Power 
feet o’ water round her, but can’t get any higher. So ye 
see she’s all right for a month o’ sich weather.” Inwardly 
admiring the perspicacity of his companion, Jeff was about 
to open the coach door when Bill interrupted. 

" ril pack the old woman, if you’ll look arter the darter 
and cnny little traps." 

A female face, anxious and elderly, here appeared at the 
window. 

“ Thet’s my little game,” said Bill, sotto voce. 

“Is there any danger? where is my husband?” asked 
the woman impatiently. 

“ Ez to the danger, ma’am,—that ain’t any. Yer tz safe 
/wrezye’d be in a Sacramento steamer; ez to your hus¬ 
band, he allowed I was to come yer and fetch yer up to the 
hotel. That s his look-out I” With this cheering speech, 
Bill proceeded to make two or three ineffectual scoops into 
the dark interior, manifestly with the idea of scooping out 
the lady in question. In another instant he had caught her, 
lifted her gently but firmly in his arms, and was turning away. 

“But my child !—my daughter I she’s asleep”—expostu¬ 
lated the woman; but Bill was already swiftly splashing 
through the darkness. Jeff, left to himself, hastily examined 
the coach: on the back seat a slight small figure, enveloped 
in a shawl, lay motionless. Jeff threw the bear-skin over it 
gently, lifted it on one arm, and gathering a few travelling 
bags and baskets with the other, prepared to follow his 
quickly disappearing leader. A few feet from the tfbach 
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the water appeared to deepen, and the bear-skin to draggle. 
Jeff drew the figure up higher, but in vain. 

‘•Sis,” he said softly. 

No reply. 

“Sis,” shaking her gently. 

'rhere was a slight movement within the wrappings. 

“ Couldn’t ye climb up on my shoulder, honey ? that’s a 
good child 1 ” 

There were one or two spasmodic jerks of the bear-skin, 
and, aided by Jeff, the bundle was presently seated on his 
shoulder. 

“Are you all right now, Sis?” 

Something like a laugh came from the bear-skin. Then 
a childish voice said, “Thank you, I think 1 am!” 

“Ain’t afraid you'll fall off?” 

“A little.” 

Jeff liesitatcd. It was beginning to blow again. 

“ You couldn't reach down and put your arm round my 
neck, could ye, honey?” 

“ I am afraid not 1 ”—although there ^vas a slight attempt 
to do so. 

“No?” 

“ No 1 ” 

“Well, then, take a good holt, a firm strong holt, o’ my 
hair! Don't be afraid I” 

A small hand timidly began to rummage in Jeffs thick 
curls. 

“Take a firm holt; thar, just back o’ my ncckl That’s 
right” 

The little hand closed over half a dozen curls. The 
little figure shook, and giggled. 

“Now don’t you see, honey, if I’m kcerles with you, and 
don’t keep you plumb level up thar, you jist give me a puU 
and fetch me up all standing! ” 
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“ I see!" 

“ Of course you do ! That's because you’re a little lady!" 

Jeff strode on. It was pleasant to feel the soft warm 
fingers in his hair, pleasant to hear the faint childish voice, 
pleasant to diaw the feel of the enwrapped figure against his 
broad breast Altogether he was sorry when they reached 
the dry land and the lee of the “ Half-way House,” where a 
slight movement of the figure expressed a wish to dismount. 

“ Not yet, missy,” said Jeff; “ not yet! You’ll get blown 
away, sure ! And then what’ll they say ? No, honey 1 I’ll 
take you right into your papa, just as ye are 1” 

A few steps more and Jeff strode into the hall, made his 
way to the sitting-room, walked to the sofa, and deposited 
his burden. The bear-skin fell back, the sliawl fell back, 
and Jeff—fell back too 1 For before liim lay a small, slight, 
but beautiful and perfectly formed woman. 

He had time to see that the meek man, no longer meek, 
but apparently a stern uncompromising parent, was stand¬ 
ing at the head of the sofa; that the elderly and nervous 
female was hovering at the foot, that his aunt, with every 
symptom of religious and moral disapproval of his conduct, 
sat rigidly in one of the rigid chairs—lie had time to see 
all this before the quick, hot blood, flying to his face, sent 
the water into his eyes, and he could see nothing! 

The cause of all this smiled—a dazzling smile though a 
faint one—that momentarily lit up the austere gloom of the 
room and its occupants. You must thank this gentleman, 
papa,” said she, languidly turning to her father, “for his 
kindness and his trouble. He has carried me here as 
gently and as carefully as if I were a child.” Seeing 
symptoms of a return of Jeffs distress in his colouring face, 
she added softly, as if to herself, “It’s a great thing to be 
strong—a greater thing to be strong and gentle.” 

The voice'thrilled through Jeff. But into this dangerous 
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human music twanged tlie accents of special spiritual revela¬ 
tion, and called liim to himself again. “ Be ye wise as 
sarpints, but harmless as duvs,” said Je/Ts aunt, generally, 
“and let 'cm be thankful cz doesn’t aboos the stren’ih the 
Lord gives 'cm, but be allers ready to answer for it at the 
bar o’ their Maker.” Possibly some suggestion in her 
figure of speech reminded her of Jeffs forgotten duties, so 
she added in the same breath and lone, “especially when 
transient customers is wailing for their licker, and Yuba Bill 
hammerin’ on the counter with bis glass; and yer ye stand, 
Jefl’, never even takin’ up that wet bar-skin—enuff to give 
that young woman her deth.” 

Stammering out an incoherent apology, addressed vaguely 
to the occupants of the room, but looking toward the 
languid goddess on the so^a, Jeff seized the bear-skin anti 
backed out of the door. Then he flew to liis room with it, 
and then returned to the bar-room; but the impatient 
^Villiam of Yuba had characteristically helped himself anti 
gone off to the stable. Then Jeff stole into the hall and 
halted before the closed door of the sitting-room. A boltl 
idea ofgoii^g in again, as became the landlord of the “ Half¬ 
way House,” with an inquiry if they wished anything further, 
liad seized him, but the remembrance that he had always 
meekly alloweil that duty to devolve upon his aunt, and 
tliat slie would probably resent it with Scriptural authority 
and bring him to shame again, stayed his timid knuckles 
at the door. In this hesitation he stumbled upon his aunt 
coming down the stairs with an armful of blankets and 
pillows, attended by their small Indian servant, staggering 
under a mattress. 

“Is everything all right, aunty?” 

“Ye kin be thankful to the Lord, Jeff Briggs, that this 
didn’t happen last week when I was down on my back with 
rheumatiz. But yc’r never grateful.” 
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“ 'riie young lady—is she comfortable ? ’* said Jeff, accept¬ 
ing his aunt’s previous remark as confirmator}', 

“Ez well ez enny ciiiter marked by the 6nger of the 
Ivord with gallopin’ consumption kin be, I reckon. And 
she, ez oughter be putting off airthly vanities, askin’ for a 
lookin’-glass 1 And you ! trapsin’ through the hall with her 
on yer shoulder, and dancin’ and jouncin’ her up and down 
ez if it was a ball-room!" A guilty recollection that he 
had skipped with her through the passage struck him with 
remorse as liis aunt went on; “ It’s a mercy that betwixt 
you and the wet bar-skin she ain’t got her dethl" 

“Don’t ye think, aunty,” stammered Jeff, “that—that— 
my bein’ the landlord, yer know, it would be the square 
thing—just out o’ respect, ye know—for me to drop in thar 
and ask ’em if that's anythin’ they wanted?’’ 

His aunt stopped, and resignedly put down the pillows. 
Sarah, she said meekly to the handmaiden, “ye kin leave 
go that mattress. Yer’s Mr. Jefferson thinks we ain’t good 
enough to make the beds for them two city women folks, 
and he allows he’ll do it himself I" 

“No, no! aunty!" began the horrified Jeff; but failing 
to placate his injured relative, took safety in flight 
Once safe in his own room his eye fell on the bear-skin. 
It certainly was wet. Perhaps he had been careless— 
perhaps he had imperilled her life ! His cheeks flushed as 
he threw it hastily in the corner. Something fell from it 
to the floor. Jeff picked it up and held it to the light 
It was a small, a very small, lady’s slipper. Holding it 
within the palm of his hand as if it had been some delicate 
flower which the pressure of a finger might crush, he strode 
to the door, but stopped. Should he give it to his aunt? 
Even if she overlooked this evident proof of his careless- 
ness, what would she think of the young lady’s? Ought 
he seductive thought!—go downstairs again, knock at the 
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door, and give it to its fair owner, wiiii liie apology he was 
longing to make ? Then he remembered that he had but 
a few moments before been dismissed the room very much 
as if he were the original proprietor of the skin he had 
taken. Perhaps tliey were right; perhaps he was only a 
foolish clumsy animal! Yet she had thanked him—she had 
said in her sweet childlike voice, “ It is a great thing to be 
strong; a greater thing to be strong and gentle.” He was 
strong; strong men had said so. He did not know if he 
was gentle too. Had she meant that, when she turned her 
strangely soft dark eyes upon him? For some moments 
he hpld the slipper hesitatingly in his hand, then he opened 
his trunk, and disposing various articles around it as if 
it were some fragile, perishable object, laid it carefully 
therein. 

This done, he drew off his boots, and rolling himself 
in his blanket, lay <lown upon the bed. He did not oj^en 
his novel—he did not follow up the exciting love episode 
of his favourite hero—so ungrateful is humanity to us poor 
romancers, in the first st.iges of their real passion. Ah, 
me I 'tis the Jongleurs and troubadours they want then, not 
us ! When Master Slender, sick for sweet Anne Page, 
would “rather than forty shillings” he had his “book of 
songs and sonnets” there, what availed it that the Italian 
Boccacio had contemporaneously discoursed wisely and 
sweetly of love in prose? I doubt not that Master Jeff 
would have mumbled some verse to himself had he known 
any: knowing none, he lay there and listened to the wind. 

Did she hear it; did it keep her awake? He had an 
uneasy suspicion that the shutter that was banging so out> 
rageously was the shutter of her room. Filled with this 
miserable thought, he arose softly, stole down the staircase, 
ind listened. The sound was repeated. It was truly the 
refractory shutter of No. 7 —the best bedroom adjoining 
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the sitting-room. The next room, No. 8, was vacant 
Jeff entered it softly, as softly opened the window, and 
leaning far out in tlie tempest, essayed to secure the noc¬ 
turnal disturber. But in vain. i* Cord or rope he had none, 
nor could he procure either without alarming his aunt— 
an extremity not to be considered. Jeff was a man o 
clumsy but forceful expedients. He hung far out of the 
witidow, and with one powerful hand, lifted the shutter 
off its hinges and dragged it softly into No. 8. Then as 
softly he crept upstairs to bed. The wind howled and tore 
round the house; the crazy water-pipe below Jeff’s window 
creaked, the chimneys whistled, but the shutter banged no 
more. Jeff began to doze. “It’s a great thing to be 
strong,” the wind seemed to say as it charged upon the 
defenceless house, and then another voice seemed to reply, 
“A greater thing to be strong and gentle;” and hearing 
this he fell asleep. 


CH.\PTER II. 

It was not yet daylight when he awoke with an idea that 
brought him hurriedly to his feet. Quickly dressing him¬ 
self, he began to count the money in his pocket. Appar¬ 
ently the total was not satisfactory, as he endeavoured to 
augment it by loose coins fished from the pockets of his 
other garments, and from the corner of his washstand 
drawer. Then he cautiously crept downstairs, seized his 
gun, and stole out of the still sleeping house. The wind 
had gone down, the rain had ceased, a few stars shone 
steadily in the north, and the shapeless bulk of the coach, 
its lamps extinguished, loomed high and dry above the 
lessening water, in the twilight. With a swinging tread 
Jeff strode up the hill and was soon upon the highway and 
stage road. A half-hour’s brisk walk brought him to the 
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summit, and the first rosy flashes of morning light This 
enabled him to knock over half-a-dozen early quail, lured 
by the proverb, who were seeking their breakfast in the 
chapparal, and gave him courage to continue on his mis¬ 
sion, which his perplexed face an<l inesolute manner bad 
for the last few moments shown to be an embarrassing one. 
At last the white fences and imposing outbuildings of the 
“Summit Hotel” rose before him, and he uttered a deep 
sigh. There, basking in the first rays of the morning sun, 
stood his successful rival! Jeff looked at the well-built, 
comfortable structure, the commanding site, and the air of 
serene independence that seemed to possess it, and no 
longer wondered that the great world passed him by to 
linger and refresh itself there. 

He was relieved to find the landlord was not present in 
person, and so confided his business to the bar-keeper. 
At first it apjieared that that functionary declined inter¬ 
ference, and with many head-shakings and audible misgiv¬ 
ings, was inclined to await the coming of his principal, but 
a nearer view of Jeff’s perplexed face, and an examination 
of Jeffs gun, and the few coins spread before him, finally 
induced him to produce certain articles, which he packed 
in a basket and handed to Jeff, taking the gun and coins 
in exchange. Thus relieved, Jeff set his face homewards, 
and ran a race with the morning into the valley, reaching 
the “Half-way House” as the sun laid waste its bare, bleak 
outlines, and relentlessly pointed out its defects one by 
one. 

It was cruel to Jeff at tliat moment, but he hugged his 
basket close and slipped to the back door, and the kitchen, 
where his aunt was already at work. 

“I didn’t know ye were up yet, aunty,” said Jeff' sub¬ 
missively. “ It isn't more than six o’clock.” 

“ Thar’s four more to feed at breakfast,” said his aunt 
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severely, “and yer's the top blown off the kitchen chimbly, 
and the fire only just got to go.” 

Jeff saw that he was in time. The ordinary breakfast 
of the “Half-way House,” not yet prepared, consisted of 
codfish, ham, yellow-ochre biscuit, made after a peculiar 
receipt of his aunt’s, and potatoes. 

“I got a few fancy fixins up at the Summit this morning, 
aunty,” he began apologetically, “seein’ we had sick folks, 
you know—you and the young lady—and thinkin’ it might 
save you trouble. I’ve got ’em here,” and he shyly pro¬ 
duced the basket. 

“If ye kin afford it, Jeff,” responded his aunt resignedly, 
“ I’m thankful.” 

The reply was so unexpectedly mild for Aunt Sally, that 
Jeff put his arms around her and kissed her hard cheek. 
“And I’ve got some quail, aunty, knowin’ you liked ’em.” 

• I reckoned you was up to some such foolishness,” said 
Aunt Sally, wiping her cheek with her apron, “when I 
missed yer gun from the hall.” But the allusion was a 
dangerous one, and Jeff slipped away. 

He breakfasted early with Yuba Bill that morning; the 
latter gentleman's taciturnity being intensified at such 
moments through a long habit of confining himself strictly 
to eating in the limited time allowed his daily repasts, and 
it was not until they had taken the horses from the stable 
and were harnessing them to the coach that Jeff extracted 
from his companion some facts about his guests. They 
were Mr. and Mrs. Mayfield, eastern tourists, who had been 
to the Sandwich Islands for the benefit of thew daughter’s 
health, and before reluming to New York, intended, under 
the advice of their physician, to further try the effects of 
mountain air at the “Summit Hotel," on the invalid. They 
were apparently rich people, the coach had been engaged 
for them solely—even the mail ar.d express had been sent 
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on by a separate conveyance, so that they iniglit be more 
independent. It is hardly necessary to say that this fact 
was by no means palatable to Bill—debarring him not only 
the social contact and attentions of the “ Express A'^ent,’’ 
but the selection of a box-sealed passenger who always 
“acted like a man.” 

“ Ve kin kalkilate wlut kind of a pardner that 'ar yaller- 
livered Mayfield would make up on that box, partik'ly ez 
I heard before we started that he’d requested the kimpany’s 
agent in Sacramento to select a driver ez didn’t cuss, smoke, 
or drink. He did, sir, by gum !” 

“ I reckon you were very careful, then, Bill,” said 
Jeff. 

“In course,” returned Bill, with a perfectly diabolical 
wink. “In course! You know that ‘ Blue Grass,’” point¬ 
ing out a spiriteil leader; “she’s a fair horse ez horses go, 
but she’s apt to feel her oats on a down grade, and takes a 
pow’ful deal o' soothin’ and explanation afore she buckles 
down to her reg’Iar work. \Vell, sir, I exhorted and laboured 
in a Christian-hke way with that marc to that extent that 
I’m cussed if that chap didn’t want to get down afore we 
got to the level 1” 

“.And the la<Iics?” asked Jeff, whose laugh—possibly 
from his morning’s experience—was not as ready as 
formerly. 

“The ladies! Ef you mean that’ar livin’skellington I 
packed up to yer house,” said Bill promptly, “ it’s a pair of 
them in size and colour, and ready for any first-class under¬ 
taker’s team in the kintry. Why, you remember that curve 
on Break Neck hill, where the leaders alius look as if they 
was alongside o’ the coach and faced the other way ? Well, 
that woman sticks her skull outer the window, and sez she, 
confidential-likc to old yaller-bclly, sez she, ‘William Henry,* 
i»ezshe, ‘tell that man his horses are running away 
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“ You didn t get to see the—the—daughter, Bill, did 
you?” asked Jeff, wliose laugh had become quite un¬ 
easy. 

"No, I didn’t,” said Bill, with sudden and inexplicable 
vehemence, "and the less you see of her, Jefferson Briggs, 
the better for you.” 

Too confounded and confused by Bill’s manner to ques¬ 
tion further, Jeff remained silent until they drew up at the 
door of the " Half-way House.” But here another surprise 
awaited him. Mr. Mayfield, erect and dignified, stood 
upon the front porch as the coach drove up. 

"Driver!” began Mr. Mayfield. 

'I’here was no reply. 

" Driver,” said Mr, Mayfield, sliglitly weakening under 
Bill’s eye, “ I shall want you no longer. I have ”_ 

“Is he speaking to me?” said Bill audibly to Jeff, 
" ’cause they call me ‘ Yuba Bill ’ yer abouts.” 

" He is,” said Jeff hastily. 

"Mebbee he’s drunk," said Bill audibly; "a drop or 
two afore breakfast sometimes upsets his kind.” 

" I was saying, Bill,” said Mr. Mayfield, becoming utterly 
limp and weak again under Bill’s cold grey eyes, " that I’ve 
changed my mind, and shall stop here awhile. My daughter 
seems already benefited by the change. You can take my 
traps from the boot and leave them here.” 

Bill laid down his lines resignedly, coolly surveyed Mr. 
Mayfield, the Iiouse, and the half-pleased, half-frightened 
Jeff, and then proceeded to remove the luggage from the 
boot, all the while whistling loud and offensive incredulity. 
Then he climbed back to his box. Mr. Mayfield, com- 
pletely demoralised under this treatment, as a last resort 
essayed patronage. 

" You can say to the Sacramento agents, Bill, that I am 
entirely satisfied, and ”—— 
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Ye needn't fear but I’ll give ye a good character,” 
interrupted Bill coolly, gathering up his lines. The whip 
snapped, the six horses daslied forward as one, the coach 
plunged down the road and was gone. 

With its disappearance, Mr. Mayfield stiffened slightly 
again. “1 have just told your aunt, Mr. Briggs,” lie said, 
turning upon Jeff, “ that my daughter has exj)ressed a desire 
to remain here a few days j she has slept well, seems to be 
invigorated bv the air, and although we expected to go on 
to tlie ‘Summit,’ Mrs. Mayfield and myself are willing to 
.accede to Iter wishes. Your house seems to be new and 
clean. Your table—judging from tlio breakfast this morn¬ 
ing—is quite satisfactory.” 

Jeff, in the first flush of delight at this news, forgot wiiat 
that breakfast had cost him—forgot all his morning’s 
experience, and, I fear, wlien he <lid remember it, was too 
full of a vague, hopeful courage to appreciate it Conscious 
of showing too much pleasure, he .affected the necessity of 
an immediate interview with his aunt, in tlie kitchen. But 
his short cut roun<l the house was arreslerl by a voice and 
figure. It was Miss Mayfield, wrapped in a shawl and 
seated in a chair, basking in the sunlight at one of the 
bleakest and barest angles of the house. Jeff stopped in 
a delicious tremor. 

As we are dealing with fads, however, it would be well 
to look at the cause of this tremor with our own eyes and 
not Jeff’s. To be plain, my dear madam, as she basked 
in that remorseless, matter-of-fact California sunshine, she 
looked her full age—twenty-five, if a day ! There were 
wrinkles in the corners of her dark eyes, contracted and 
frowning in that strong, merciless light; there was a nervous 
pallor in her complexion; but being one of those “fast- 
coloured ” brunettes, whose dyes are a part of their tempera¬ 
ment, no sickness nor wear could bleach it out. The red of 
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her small mouth was darker than yours, I wot, and there were 
certain faint lines from the corners of her delicate nostrils 
indicating alternate repression and excitement under certain 
experiences, which are not found in the classic ideals. 
Now Jeff knew nothing of the classic ideal—did not know 
that a thousand years ago certain sensual idiots had, with 
brush and chisel, inflicted upon the world the personifica¬ 
tion of the Strongest and most delicate, most controlling 
and most subtle passion that humanity is capable of, in the 
likeness of a thick-waisted, idealess, expressionless, per¬ 
fectly contented female animal; and that thousands of 
idiots had since then insisted upon perpetuating this model 
for the benefit of a world that had gone on sighing for, 
pining for, fighting for, and occasionally blowing its brains 
out over types far removed from that idiotic standard. 
Consequently Jeff saw only a face full of possibilities 
and probabilities, framed in a small delicate oval, saw a 
slight woman's form—more than usually small—and heard 
a low voice, to him full of gentle pride, passion, pathos, 
and human weakness, and was helpless. 

“I only said ‘good morning,'” said Miss Mayfield, with 
that slight, arch satisfaction in the observation of masculine 
bashfulness, whicli the best of her sex cannot forego. 

“ Thank you, miss ; good morning. I’ve been wanting to 
say to you that I hope you wasn't mad, you know,” stam¬ 
mered Jeff, desperately intent upon getting off his apology. 

“ It is so lovely this morning—such a change 1 ” con¬ 
tinued Miss Mayfield. 

“ Yes, miss 1 You know I reckoned—at least what your 
father said, made me kalkilate that you "_ 

Miss Mayfield, still smiling, knitted her brows and went 
on : “I slept so well last night,” she said gratefully, »and 
feel so much better this morning, that I ventured out J 
seem to be drinking in health in this clear sunlight" 
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"Certainly, miss. As I was sayin', your father says his 
tiaughter is in the coach ; and Bill says, says he to me, 
* I'll pack—I’ll carry the old—I’ll bring up Mrs. Mayfield, 
if you’ll bring up the daughter;’ and when we come to the 
coach I saw you asleep-like in the corner, and bein’ small, 
why, miss, you know how nal’ral it is, I”- 

" Oh, Mr. Jeff! Mr. Briggs ! ” said Miss Mayfield plain¬ 
tively, " don’t, please—don’t spoil the best compliment 
I’ve had in many a year. You thought I was a child, I 
know, and—well, you find,” she said audaciously, suddenly 
bringing her black eyes to bear on him like a rifle, "you 
fin<i—well ? ” 

What Jeft' thought was inaudible but not invisible. Miss 
Mayfield saw enough of it in his eye to protest with a faint 
colour in her cheek. Thus does Nature betray itself to 
Nature the world over. 

The colour faded. " It’s a dreadful thing to be so weak 
and helpless, and to put everybody to such trouble, isn't it, 
Mr. Jeff? I beg your pardon—your aunt calls you Jeff." 

" Please call me Jeff," said Jeff, to his own surprise 
rapidly gaining courage. " Ever) body calls me that." 

Miss Mayfield smiled. " I suppose I must do what 
everybody does. So it seems that wc are to give yoti the 
trouble of keeping us here until I get better or worse?" 

“ Yes, mis.s." 

"Therefore I won’t detain you now. I only wanted to 
thank you for your gentleness last niglit, and to assure you 
that the bear-skin did w/givc me my death." 

She smiled and nodded her small head, and wrappe<l 
her shawl again closely around her shoulders, and tumeil 
lier eyes upon the mountains, gestures which the now 
quick minded Jeff interpreted as a gentle dismissal, and 
flew to seek his aunt. 

Here he grew practical. Ready money was needed 
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fertile “Half-way House’’was such a public monumeot 
of ill-luck, that Jeff had no credit. He must keep up the 
table to the level of that fortunate breakfast—to do which 
hehad$f 5 o in the till, left by Bill, and $ 2 ' 5 o produced 
by his Aunt Sally from her work-basket 

“Why not ask Mr. Mayfield to advance ye suthin?” 
said Aunt Sally. 

The blood flew to Jeffs face. “ Never 1 Don’t say 
that again, aunty.” 

The tone and m.anner were so unlike Jeff that the old 
lady sat down half frightened, and taking the corners of 
her apron in her hands began to whimper. 

“I'har now, aunty 1 I didn’t mean nothin’,—only if you 
care to have me about the place any longer, and I reckon 
it’s little good I am any way,’’ he added, with a new-found 
bitterness in his tone, “ye’ll not ask me to do that” 

“ What’s gone o' yc, Jeff? ” said his aunt lugubriously ; 

“ ye ain’t nat’ral like.” 

Jeff laughed. "See here, aunty; I’m goin’ to lake your 
advice. You know Rabbit ? ” 

“ The mare? ” 

“Yes; I’m going to sell her. The blacksmith offered 
me a hundred dollars for her last week.” 

“ Ef ye’d done that a month ago, Jeff, ez I wanted ye to, 
instead o’ keeping the brute to eat ye out o’ house and 
home, ye’d be better off.” Aunt Sally never let slip an 
opportunity to "improve the occasion,” but preferred to 
exhort over the prostrate body of the “ improved.” “ Weil, 

I hope he mayn’t change his mind." 

Jeff smiled at such a suggestion regarding the best horse 
within fifty miles of the " Half-way House.” Nevertheless 
he went briskly to the stable, led out and saddled a hand-^ 
some grey mare, pelting her the while, and keeping up a 
running commentary of caressing epithets to which Rabbit 
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responded with a whinny and playful reaches after Jeffs 
red Bannel sleeve. Whereat Jeff, having loved tlie horse 
until it was displaced by another mistress, grew grave and 
suddenly threw his arms around Rabbit's neck, and then 
taking Rabbit’s nose, thrust it in the bosom of his shirt 
and held it there silently for a moment Rabbit becoming 
uneasy, JefTs mood changed too, and having caparisoned 
himself and charger in true vaquero style, not without a 
little Mexican dandyism as to the set of his doeskin 
trousers, and the tic of his red sash, pul a sovibrero rakishly 
on his curls and leaped into the saddle. 

Jeff was a fair rider in a country where riding was under¬ 
stood as a natural instinct, and not as a purely artificial 
habit of horse and rider, consequently he was not perched 
up, jockey fashion, with a knee-grip for his body, and 
a rein-rest for his arms on the beast’s mouth, but rode 
with long, loose stirrups, his legs clasping the barrel of his 
horse, his single rein lying loose upon her neck, leaving 
her head free as the wind. After this fashion he had often 
emerged from a cloud of dust on the red mountain road, 
striking admiration into the hearts of the wayfarers and 
coach-passengers, and leaving a trail of pleasant incense 
in the dust behind him. It was therefore with considerable 
confidence in himself, and a little human vanity, that he 
dashed round the hquse, and threw his mare skilfully on 
her haunches exactly a foot before Miss Mayfield—himself 
a resplendent vision of flying riala, crimson scarf, fawn- 
coloured trousers, and Jingling silver sjnirs. 

“ Kin I do anythin’ for ye, miss, at the Forks ? ” 

Miss Mayfield looked up quietly. “ I think not,” she 
said indificrenily, as if the flaming Jeff was a very common 
occurrence. 

Jeff here permitted the mare to bolt fifty yards, cauglit 

her up sharply, swung her round on licr off hind heel, 
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permitted her to paw the air once or twice with her wliite» 
stockinged fore-feet, and then, with another dash forward, 
j)ulled her up again just before she apparently took Miss 
Mayfield and her chair in a running leap. 

“Are you sure, miss?” asked Jeff, with a flushed face 
and a rather lugubrious voice. 

Quite so, thank you, she said coldly, looking past 
this centaur to the wooded mountain beyond. 

Jeff, thoroughly crushed, was pacing meekly away when 
a childlike voice stopped him. 

“ If you are going near a carpenter’s shop you might get 
a new shutter for my window j it blew away last night.” 

“It did, miss?” 

“Yes,” said the shrill voice of Aunt Sally, from the 
doorway, “ in course it did I Ye must be crazy, Jeff, for 
thar it stands in No. 8, whar ye must have put it after ye 
picked it up outside.” 

Jeff, conscious that Miss Mayfield’s eyes were on his 
suffused face, stammered " that he would attend to it,” and 
put spurs to the mare, eager only to escape. 

It was not his only discomfiture; for the blacksmith, 
seeing Jeffs nervousness and anxiety, was suspicious of 
something wrong, as the world is apt to be, and appeased 
his conscience after the worldly fashion, by driving a hard 
bargain with the doubtful brother in affliction—the morality 
of a horse trade residing always with the seller. Whereby 
Master Jeff received only eighty dollars for horse and outfit 
—worth at least two hundred—and was also mulcted of 
forty dollars, principal and interest for past service of the 
blacksmith. Jeff walked home with forty dollars in his 
pocket—capital to prosecute his honest calling of inn¬ 
keeper ; the blacksmith retired to an adjoining tavern to 
discuss Jeff’s affairs, and further reduce his credit Yet I 
doubt which was the happier—the blacksmith estimating 
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his possible gains, and doubtful of some uncertain sequence 
in his luck, or Jeff, temporarily relieved, boundlessly hope¬ 
ful, and filled with the vague delights of a first passion. 
'J'he only discontented brute in the whole transaction was 
poor Rabbit, who, missing certain attentions, became 
indignant, after the manner of her sex, bit a piece out of 
her crib, kicked a hole in her box, and receiving a bad 
character from the blacksmith, gave a worse one to he- 
late master. 

Jeffs purchases were of a temjiorary and ornamental 
quality, but not always judicious as a permanent invest* 
ment Overhearing some remark from Miss Mayfield 
concerning the dangerous character of the two-tined steel 
fork, which was j>art of the table equipage of the “ Half¬ 
way House,” he purchased half a dozen of what his aunt 
was pleased to specify as “split spoons,” and thereby lost 
his late good standing with her. He not only repaired the 
window-shutter, but tempered the glaring window itself 
with a bit of curtain; he half carpeted Miss Mayfield’s bed¬ 
room with wild-cat skins and the now historical bear-skin, 
and felt himself overpaid when that young lady, passing the 
soft tabby-skins across her cheek, declared they were 
“ lovely.” For Miss Mayfield, deprecating slaughter in the 
abstract, accepted its results gratefully, like the rest of her 
sex, and while willing to. “let the hart ungalled play,” 
nevertheless was able to console herself with its venison. 
The woods, besides yielding aid and comfort of this kind 
to the distressed damsel, were flamboyant with vivid spring 
blossoms, and Jeff lit up the cold, white walls of her virgin 
cell with demonstrative colour, and made—what his aunt, 
a cleanly soul, whose ideas of that quality were based upon 
the absence of any colour whatever—called “ a litter.” 

The result of which was to make Miss Mayfield, other¬ 
wise languid and enntiyo, welcome Jeff’s presence with a 
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smile; to make Jeff, otherwise anxious, eager, and keenly 
attentive, mute and silent in her presence. Two symptoms 
bad for Jeff. 

Meantime Mr. Mayfield’s small conventional spirit pined 
for fellowship, only to be found in larger civilisations, and 
sought, under plea of business, a visit to Sacramento, where 
a few of the Mayfield type, still surviving, were to be 
found. 

1 his was a relief to Jeff, who only through his regard 
for the daughter, was kept from open quarrel with the 
father. He fancied Miss Mayfield felt relieved too, although 
Jeff had noticed that Mayfield had deferred to his daughter 
more often than to his wife—over whom your conventional 
small autocrat is always victorious. It takes the legal 
matrimonial contract to properly develop the first-class 
tyrant, male or female. 

On one of these days Jeff was returning through the 
woods from marketing at the Forks, which, since the sale 
of Rabbit, had become a foot-sore and tedious business. 
He had reached the edge of the forest, and through the 
wider-spaced trees, the bleak sunlit plateau of liis house 
was beginning to open out, when he stopped instantly. I 
know not what Jeff had been thinking of, as he trudged 
along, but here, all at once, he was thrilled and possessed 
with the odour of some faint, foreign perfume. He flushed 
a little at first, and then turned pale. Now the woods 
were as full of as delicate, as subtle, as grateful, and, I 
wot, far healthier and purer odours than this; but this re- 
})resented to Jeff the physical contiguity of Miss Mayfield, 
who had the knack—peculiar to some of her sex—of select* 
ing a perfume that ideally identified her. Jeff looked 
around cautiously; at the foot of a tree hard by lay one 
of her wraps, still redolent of her. Jeff put down the bag 
wliich, io lieu of a market basket, he was carrying on his 
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shoulder, and with a blushing face hid it behind a tree. It 
contained her dinner! 

He took a few steps fonvards with an assumption of ease 
and unconsciousness. Tlien he stopped, for not a hundred 
yards distant sat Miss Mayfield on a mossy boulder, her 
cloak hanging from her shoulders, her hands clasped round 
her crossed knees, and one little foot out—an exasperating 
combination of Evangeline and little Red Riding Hood in 
everything, 1 fear, but credulousness and self-devotion. 
She looked up as he walked towards her {non constat that 
the little witch had not already seen him half a mile away !) 
and smiled sweetly as she looked at him. So sweetly, 
indeed, that poor Je/T felt like the hulking wolf of the old 
world fable, and hcsitatetl—as that wolf did not. d’hc 
California fauna have possibly depreciated. 

“Come here!” she crie<l, in a small head voice, not 
unlike a bird's twitter. 

Jefif lumbered on clumsily. His high boots had become 
suddenly very heavy. 

“ I’m so glad to see you. I’ve just tired poor mother 
out—I'm always tiring peojile out—and she’s gone back 
to the house to write letters. Sit down, Mr. Jeff, do, 
please I ” 

Jeff, feeling uncomfortablely large in Miss Mayfield’s 
presence, painfully seated himself on the edge of a very low 
stone, which had the effect of bringing his knees up on a 
level with his chin, and affected an ease glaringly simu¬ 
lated. 

“ Or lie down, there, Mr. Jeff—it is so comfortable." 

Jeff, with a dreadful conviction that he was crashing 
<lown like a falling pine tree, managed at last to acquire a 
recumbent position at a respectful distance from the little 
figure. 

“There, isn’t it nice?” 
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"Yes, Miss Mayfield." 

“ But, perhaps,” said Miss Mayfield, now that she had 
him down, " perhaps you too have got something to do. 
Dear me I I’m like that naughty boy in the story-book, 
who went round to all the animals, in turn, asking them to 
play with him. He could only find the butterfly who had 
nothing to do. I don’t wonder he was disgusted. I hate 
butterflies,” 

Love clarifies the intellect! Jeff, astonished at himself, 
burst out, "Why, look yer, Miss Mayfield, the butterfly 
on'y hez a day or two to—to—to live and—be happy 1 ” 

Miss Mayfield crossed her knees again, and instantly, 
after the sublime fashion of her sex, scattered his intellect 
by a swift transition from the abstract to the concrete. 
" But not a butterfly, Mr. Jefll You're always doing 
something. You've been hunting." 

" No-o I ” said Jeff, scarlet, as he thought of his gun in 
pawn at the “Summit.” 

" But you do hunt \ I know it.” 

" How?” 

" You shot those quail for me the morning after I came. 
I lieard you go out—early—very early.” 

“Why, you allowed you slept so well that night. Miss 
Mayfield.” 

Yes; but there’s a kind of delicious half-sleep that 
sick people have sometimes, when they know and are 
gratefully conscious that other people are doing things for 
them, and it makes them rest all the sweeter,” 

There was a dead silence. Jeff, thrilling all over, dared 
not say anything to dispel his delicious dream. Miss 
Mayfield, alarmed at his readiness with the butterfly illustra¬ 
tion, stopped short. They both looked at the prospect, at 
the distant “ Summit Hotel ”—a mere snow-drift on the 
mountain—at the clear sunlight on the barren platwu, 
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&t ihe bleak, uncompromising “Halfway House,” and— 
said nothing. 

“I ought to be very grateful,” at last beg^in Miss May- 
field, in quite another voice, and a suggestion that she was 
now approaching real and profitable conversation, “that 
I’m so much better. This mountain air has been like 
balm to me. I feel I am growing stronger day by day. 
I do not wonder that you are so healthy and so strong as 
you are, Mr. Jeff.” 

Jeff, who really did not know before that he was so 
healthy, apologetically admitted the fact. At the same time, 
he was miserably conscious that Miss Mayfield's condition, 
despite her ill health, was very superior to his own. 

“ .\ month ago,” she continued reflectively, “ my mother 
would never have thought it possible to leave me here 
alone. Perhaps she may be getting worried now.” 

Miss Mayfield had calculated over much on Jeft'’s recum¬ 
bent position. To her surprise and slight mortification, he 
rose instantly to his feel, and said anxiously— 

“ Ef you think so, miss, p’raps I’m keeping you here.” 

“Not at all, Mr. Jeff. Your being here is a sufficient 
excuse for my slaying,” she replied, with the large dignity 
of a small body. 

Jeff, mentally and physically crushed again, came down 
a little heavier than before, and reclined humbly at her 
feet Second knock-down blow for Miss Nfayficld. 

“Come, Mr. Jeff,” said the triumphant goddess, in her 
first voice, “ tell me something about yourself How do 
you live here—I mean, what do you do? You ride, of 
course—and very well too, I can tell you ! But you know 
that. And of course that scarf and the silver spurs and 
the whole dashing equipage are not intended entirely for 
yourself. No! Some young woman is made happy by 
that exhibition, of course. Well, then, there's the riding 
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down to see her, and perhaps the riding out with her, and 
—what else?” 

“ Miss Mayfield,” said Jeff, suddenly rising above his 
elbow and his grammar, “ thar isn’t no young woman I 
Thar isn’t another soul except yourself that I’ve laid eyes 
on, or cared to see since I’ve been yen Ef my aunt hez 
been telling ye that—she's—she—she—she—she—lies.” 

Absolute, undiluted truth, even of a complimentary 
nature, is confounding to most women. Miss Mayfield 
was no exception to her sex She first laughed, as she felt 
she ought to, and properly might with any other man than 
Jeff; then she got frightened, and said hurriedly, “ No, 
no ! you misunderstand me. Your aunt has said nothing.” 
And then she stopped with a pink spot on her cheek-bones. 
First blood for Jeff I 

Now this would never do ; it was worse than the butter¬ 
flies 1 She rose to her full height—four feet eleven and a 
half—and drew her cloak over her shoulders. I think I 
will return to the house,” she said quietly; “I suppose I 
ought not to overtask my strength,” 

“You’d better let me go with you, miss,” said Jeff 
submissively. 

“I will, on one condition,” she said, recovering her 
archness, with a little venom in it, I fear. “ You were 
going home, too, when I called to you. Now, I do not 
intend to let you leave that bag behind that tree, and then 
have to come back for it, just because you feel obliged to go 
with me. Bring it with you on one arm, and I’ll take the 
other, or else—1*11 go alone. Don’t be alarmed,” she added 
softly; “ I'm stronger than I was the first night I came, when 
you carried me and all my worldly goods besides.” 

She turned upon him her subtle magnetic eyes, and 
looked at him as she had the first night they met- Jeff 
turned away bewildered, but presently appeared agahi with 
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the bag on his shoulder, and her wrap on his ami. As she 
slipped her little hand over his sleeve, he began, apologeti¬ 
cally and nervously— 

“When I said that about Aunt Sally, miss, I”- 

The hand immediately became limp, the grasp con¬ 
ventional. 

“ I was mad, miss,” Jeff blundered on, “ and I don’t see 
how you believed it—knowing ever}thing cz you do.” 

“How knowing everything as I do?” asked Miss May- 
field coldly. 

“ Why, about the quail, and about the bag!” 

“ Oh,” said Miss Mayfield. 

Five minutes later, Yuba Bill nearly ditched his coach 
in his utter amazement at an apparently simple spectacle— 
a tall, good-looking young fellow, in a red shirt and high 
boots, carrying a bag on his back, and beside him, hanging 
confidentially on his arm, a small, slight, pretty girl in a 
red cloak. “Nothing mean about eh, Bill?” said an 
admiring box-passenger. “ Young couple, I reckon, just 
out from the Slates.” 

“ No ! ” roared Bill. 

“Oh, well, his sweetheart, I reckon?” suggested the 
box-passenger. 

“Nary time!” growled Bill. “Lookyer! I know’em 
both, and they knows me. Did ye notiss she never drops 
his arm when she sees the stage cornin’, but kinder trapes 
along jist the same? Had they been courtin’, she’d hev 
dropped his arm like pizen, and walked on t’other side the 
road,” 

Nevertheless, for some occult reason, Bill was evidently 
out of humour; and for the next few miles exhorted the 
impenitent Blue Grass horse with considerable fervour. 

Meanwhile this pair, outwardly the picture of pastoral 
conjugality, slowly descended the hill. In that brief time, 
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failing to get at any further facts regarding Jeff’s life, or 

perhaps reading the story quite plainly, Miss Mayfield had 

twittered prettily about Iierself. She painted her tropic 

life m the Sandwich Islands—her delicious “laziness,” as 

she called it; “for, you know,” she added, “although I 

had the excuse of being an invalid, and of living in the 

laziest climate in the world, and of having money, I think, 

Mr. Jeff, that I’m naturally lazy. Perhaps if I lived here 

long enough, and got well again, I might do something, 

but I dont think I could ever be like your aunt. And 

there she is now, Mr. Jeff, making signs for you to hasten. 

No, don’t mind me, but run on ahead; else I shall have 

/ler blaming me for demoralising you too. Go; I insist 

upon it! I can walk the rest of the way alone. Will you 

go? You won’t? Then I shall stop here and not stir 
another step forward until you do.” 

She stopped, half jestingly, half earnestly, in the middle 
of the road, and emphasised her determination with a nod 
of her head—an action that, however, shook her liat first 
rakishly over one eye, and then on the ground. At which 

Jeff laughed, picked it up, presented it to her, and then ran 
oft to ihe housCi 


CHAPTER III. 

His aunt met him angrily on the porch. “Thar ye are at 

last, and yer's a stranger waitin’ to see you. He’s been 

axin all sorts 0 ’ questions about the house and the business, 

and kinder snoopin’ round permiskiss. I don’t like his 

looks Jeff, but thet’s no reason why jr should be gallivantin’ 
round m business hours.” 

A large, thick-set man, with a mechanical smile that was 
an overt act of false pretence, was lounging in the bar-room. 
Jeff dimly remembered to have seen him at the last county. 
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election, distributing tickets at the polls. This gave Jeff a 
slight prejudice against him, but a greater presentiment of 
some vague evil in the air caused him to motion the stranger 
to an empty room in the angle of the house behind the bar¬ 
room, which was too near the hail through which Miss 
Mayfield must presently pass. 

It was an infelicitous act of precaution, for at that very 
moment Miss Mayfield slowly passed beneath its open 
window, and seeing her chair in the sunny angle, dropped 
into it for rest and possibly meditation. Consequently she 
overheard every word of the following colloquy. 

The Stranger’s voice: “Well, now, seein’ ez I’ve been 
wailin’ for ye over an iiour, off and on, and ez my bizness 
with ye is two words, it strikes me yer pullin' on a litile 
too much style in this yer interview, Mr. Jefferson Briggs.” 

Jeff’s voice (a little husky with restraint): “What is yer 
business?” 

The Stranger’s voice (lazily): “It’s an at-tachment on 
this yer property for principal, interest, and costs—one 
hundred and twelve dollars and seventy-five cents, at the 
suit of Cyrus Parker.” 

Jeffs voice (in quick surprise): “Parker? Why, I saw 
him only yesterday, and he agreed to wait a spell longer.” 

The Stranger's voice: “Mebbcc he did I Mebbee he 
heard afterwards suthin’ about the goin’s on up yar. 
Mebbee he heard suthin’ o’ property bein’ converted into 
ready cash—sich properly ez horses, guns, and sich I 
Mebbee he heard o’ gay and festive doin’s—chickin 
every day, fresh eggs, butcher’s meat, port wine, and 
sich ! Mebbee he allowed that his chances o’ getiin' his 
own honest grub outer his debt was lookin’ mighty slim! 
Mebbee ” (louder) “ he thought he’d ask the man who 
bought yet horse, and the man you pawned your gun to, 
what was goin' on I Mebbee he thought he’d like to get a 
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holt a suthin’ himself, even if it was only some of that yaf 
chickin and port wine! ” 

JefTs voice (earnestly and hastily): “They’re not for me. 

1 have a family boarding here, with a sick daughter. You 
don’t think”- 

The Stranger’s voice (lazily): “ I reckon ! I seed you 
and her pre ambulating down the hill, lockin’ arms. A 
good deal o* style, Jeff—fancy! exw*ensive! How does 
Aunt Sally take it ? ” 

A slight shaking of the floor and window—a dead 
silence. 

The Stranger’s voice (very faintly): "For God’s sake, let 
me up! ” 

Jeffs voice (very distinctly) : “ Another word ! raise your 
voice above a whisper, and by the living G-’’ 

Silence. 

The Stranger’s voice (gasping) : “ I—I—promise 1 ’* 

Jeffs voice (low and desperate): “Get up out of that! 
Sit down thar I Now hear me 1 I’m not resisting your pro¬ 
cess. If you had all h—11 as witnesses you daren’t say that 
I’ve shut up your foul jaw, and kept it from poisoning the 
air, and thar’s no law in Californy agin it! Now listen. 
What! You will, will you?” 

Everything quiet; a bird twittering on the window ledge, 
nothing more. 

The Stranger’s voice (very husky): “I cave! Gimme 
some whisky." 

Jeff’s voice: “ When we’re through. Now listen I You 
can take possession of the house; you can stand behind 
the bar and take every cent that comes in j you can pre¬ 
vent anything going out; but ez long as Mr. Mayfield and 
his family stay here, by the living God—law or no law—lil 
be boss here, and they shall never know it! ” 

The Stranger's voice (weakly and submissively)': “That. 
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sounds square. Anythin’ not agin the law and in reason, 

Jeff!" 

Jeffs voice: “I mean to be square. Here is all the 
money I have, ten dollars. Take it for any extra trouble 
you may have to satisfy me.” 

A pause—the clinking of coin. 

The Stranger’s voice (deprccatingly): “Well! I reckon 
tliat 7 vould be about fair. Consider the trouble ” {a weak 
laugh here) “just imv. 'Tain’t every man ez hez your 
grip. He I he! Ef ye hadn’t took me so suddent like— 
he! he !—well!—how about that ar whisky ? ” 

Jeff’s voice (coolly): “ I’ll bring it.” 

Steps, silence, coughing, spitting, and throat-clearing 

from the stranger. 

Steps again and tlic click of glass. 

The Stranger's voice (submissively): “ In course I must 
go back to the Forks and fetch up my duds. Ve know 

what I mean ! Thar now—don’t, Mr. Jeff!” 

Jeffs voice (sternly): “If I fmd you go back on 

me ”- ^ 

The Stranger’s voice (hurriedly): “Thars my hand on 

it Ye can count on Jim Dodd." 

Steps again. Silence. A bird lights on the window 

ledge, and peers into tlic room. All is at rest. 

. 

Jeff and the deputy-sheriff walked through tlie bar-room 
and out on the porch. Miss Mayfield In an arm-chair 
looked up from her book. 

“ I’ve written a letter to my father that I’d like to have 
mailed at the Forks this afternoon,” she said, looking from 
Jeff to the stranger j “perhaps this gentleman will oblige 
me by taking it, if he’s going that way.” 

“I’ll take it, miss," said Jeff hurriedly. 
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“No," said Miss Mayfield archly, “IVe taken up too 
niucli of your time already." 

“ I’m at your sendee, miss," said tlie stranger, consider- 
ably affected by the spectacle of this pretty girl, who 
certainly at that moment, in her bright eyes and slightly 
pink cheeks, belied the suggestion of ill health. 

“Thank you. Dear me!" She was rummaging in a 
reticule and in her pockets. “Oh, Mr. Jeff!’* 

“Yes, miss?" 

“ I’m so frightened ! ” 

“ How, miss ? ’’ 

I have yes !—I have left that letter on the stump in 

the woods, where I was sitting when you came. Would 
you "- 

Jeff darted into the house, seized his liat, and stopped. 
He was thinking of the stranger. 

“ Could you be so kind ?" 

Jeff looked in her agitated face, cast a meaning glance 
at the stranger, and was off like a shot 

The fire dropped out of Miss Mayfield’s eyes and cheeks. 
She turned towards the stranger. 

" Please step this way." 

She always hated her own childish treble. But just at 
that moment she thought she had put force and dignity 
into it, and was correspondingly satisfied. The deputy- 
sheriff was equally pleased, and came towards the upright 
little figure with open admiration. 

*' Your name is Dodd—James Dodd." 

“Yes, miss.” 

“You are the deputy-sheriff of the county 1 Don’t look 
round—there is no one here I ’’ 

“ Well, miss—if you say so—yes I ’’ 

“My father—Mr. Mayfield—understood so I regret 
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he is not here. I regret still more I could not have seen 
you before you saw Mr. Bricqs, as he wished me to.” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“ My father is a friend of Mr. Briggs, and knows some¬ 
thing of his affairs. There was a debt to a Mr. Parker” 
(here Miss Mayfield apparently consulted an entry in her 
tablets) “ of one hundred and twelve dollars and seventy- 
five cents—am I right?” 

'I'hc deputy, with great respect, “That is the figgers.” 

“ Which he wished to pay without the knowledge of Mr. 
Briggs, who would not have consented to it.” 

The official opened his eyes. “ Yes, miss.” 

“ Well, as Mr. Mayfield is not here, I am here to pay it 
for him. You can take a cheque on Wells, Fargo & Co., 
I suppose ? ” 

“ Certainly, miss.” 

She took a cheque-book and pen and ink from her reti¬ 
cule, and filled up a cheque. She handed it to him, and 
the pen and ink. “ You arc to give me a receipt” 

The deputy looked at the matter-of-fact little figure, and 
signed and handed over the receipted bill. 

“ My father said Mr. Briggs was not to know this.” 

“Certainly not, miss.” 

“ It was Mr. Briggs' intention to let the judgment take 
its course, and give up the house. You arc a man of 
business, Mr. Dodd, and know that this is ridiculous!” 

The deputy laughed. “ In course, miss.” 

“ And whatever Mr. Briggs may have proposed to you 
to do, when you go back to the Forks, you are to write 
him a letter, and say that you will simply hold the judg¬ 
ment without levy.” 

“All right, miss,” said the deputy, not ill-pleased to 
hold himself in this superior attitude to Jeff. 

“And"- 
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“Yes, miss?” 

She looked steadily at him. “ Mr. Briggs told my father 
lliat he would pay you ten dollars for the privilege of 
staying here.” 

“ Yes, miss.” 

“ And of course that's not necessary now.” 

“ No-o, miss.” 

.\ very small white hand—a mere child’s hand—was here 
extended, palm uppermost. 

The official, demoralised completely, looked at it a 
moment, then went into his pockets and counted out into 
the palm the coins given by Jeff; they completely filled 
the liny receptacle. 

Miss Mayfield counted the money gravely, and placed 
it in her porU-monnaie with a snap. 

Certain qualities affect certain natures. This practical 
business act of the diminutive beauty before him—albeit 
he was just ten dollars out of pocket by it—struck the 
official into helpless admiration. He hesitated. 

“That’s all,” said Miss Mayfield coolly; “you need not 
wait. The letter was only an excuse to get Mr. Briggs out 
of the way.” 

“ I understand ye, miss.” He hesitated still. “ Do 
you reckon to stop in these parts long ? ” 

“ I don't know.” 

“ ’Cause ye ought to come down some day to the Forks.” 

“Yes.” 

“Good morning, miss." 

“Good morning.” 

Yet at the comer of the house the rascal turned and 
looked back at the little figure in the sunlight He had 
just been physically overcome by a younger man—he had 
lost ten dollars—he had a wife and three children. He for* 
got all this. He had been captivated by Miss Mayfield I 
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That practical heroine sat there five minutes. At the 
end of that time Jeff came bounding down the hill, his 
curls damp with perspiration ; his fresh, honest face the 
picture of woe, her woe, for the letter could not be found ! 

“ Never mind, Mr. Jeff. I wrote another and gave it 
to liim.” 

Two tears were standing on her clieeks. Jeff turned 
white. 

“ Good God, miss ! '* 

‘Mt’s nothing. You were right, Mr. Jeff! I ought not 
to have walkc<i down liere alone. I’m vcrv. very tired 

j ' ^ ^ 

and—so—so miserable.” 

What woman could withstand the anguish of that honest 
boyish face? I fear Miss Mayfield could, for she looked 
at him over her handkerchief, and said, " Perhaps you harl 
something to say to your friend, and I’ve sent him oft” 

“Nothing,” said Jeff hurriedly; and she saw that all 
his other troubles had vanished at the sight of her weakness. 
She rose tremblingly from her seat. “ I think I will go 
in now, but I think—I think—I must ask you to—to— 
carry me 1” 

Oh, lame and impotent conclusion ! 

The next moment Jeff, pale, strong, passionate, but 
tender as a mother, lifted her in his arms and brought her 
into the sitting-room. A simultaneous ejaculation broke 
from Aunt Sally and Mrs. Mayfield—the possible comment 
of posterity on the whole episode. 

“ Well, Jeff, I reckoned you’d be up to sulhin’ like that 1" 

“ W'ell, Jessie ! I knew you couldn’t be trusted.” 

Mr. James Dodd did not return from the Forks that 
afternoon, to JefTs vague uneasiness. Towards evening 
a messenger brouglit a note from him, written on the back 
cf a printed legal form, to this effect— 

VOL. V. 


T 
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“ Dear Sir,— Seeing as you Intend to act on the Square 
in regard to that little Mater I liave aranged Things so 
that I ant got to stop witii you but I'll drop in onct in 
a wile to keep up a show for a Drink—respy yours, 

“J. Dodd." 

In this latter suggestion our legal Cerberus exhibited all 
three of his heads at once. One could keep faith with 
Miss Mayfield, one could see her “ onct in a wile," and 
one could drink at Jeff’s expense. Innocent Jeff saw only 
generosity and kindness in the man he had half-choked, 
and a sense of remorse and shame almost outweighed the 
relief of his absence. “ He might hcv been ugly," said 
Jeff. He did not know how, in this selfish world, there is 
very little room for gratuitous, active ugliness. 

Miss Mayfield did not leave her room that afternoon. 
The wind was getting up, and it was growing dark when 
Jeff, idly sitting on his porch, hoping for her appearance, 
was quite astounded at the apparition of Yuba Bill as a 
pedestrian, dusty and thirsty, making for his usual refresh¬ 
ment. Jeff brought out the bottle, but could not refrain 
from mixing his verbal astonishment with the conventional 
cocktail. Bill, partaking of his liquor and becoming once 
more a speaking animal, slowly drew off his heavy, baggy 
driving-gloves. No one had ever seen Bill witliout them— 
he was currently believed to sleep in them—and when he 
laid them on the counter they still retained the grip of his 
hand, which gave them an entertaining likeness to two 
plethoric and over-fed spiders. 

“ Ef I concluded to pass over my lines to a friend and 
take a pasear up yer this evening,” said Bill, eyeing Jeff 
sharply, “I don’t know ez thar’s any law agin it I Onless 
yer keepin* a private branch o’ the Occidental Ho-tel, and 
on’y take in fash'n'ble fammerlies! ” 
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Jeff, with a rising colour, protested against such a 
supposition. 

“ Because ef ye /rre,” said Bill, lifting his voice, and 
crushing one of the overgrown spiders with his fist, “ I\e 
got a word or two to say to the son of Joe Briggs of 
Tuolumne. Yes, sir! Joe Briggs—yer father—ez blew his 
brains out for want of a man ez could stand up and say a 
word to iiim at tl>e right time.” 

“ Bill,” said Jeff, in a low, resolute tone—that tone 
yielded up only from the smitten chords of despair and 
desperation—" thar's a sick woman in the house. I’ll listen 
to anything you’ve got to say if you'll say it quietly. But 
you must and r/m//speak low.” 

Real men quickly recognise real men the world over; 

it is only your shams who fence and spar. Bill, taking in ‘ 

the voice of the speaker more tlian his word?, dropped 
his own. 

“ I said I had a kepple of words to say to ye. Thar isn’t 
any lime in the last fower months—ever since yc took stock 
in this old shanty, for the matter o’ that—that I couldn't 
hcv said them to ye. I’ve knowed all your loin’s. I’ve 
knowed all your debts, ’spesh’Iy that ye owe tlut sneakin’ 
hound Parker; and thar isn’t a lime that I couldn’t and 
wouldn’t liev chipped in and paid ’em for ye—for your 
father's sake ef I’d allowed it to be the square thing for 
ye. But I know yc, Jeff. I know what’s in your blood. 

I knew your father—alius dreamin’, hopin', waitin'; I 
know jou, Jeff, dreamin', hopin’, wailin’ till the end. And 
I stood by, givin’ you a free rein, and let it come I ” 

Jeff buried his face in his hands. 

“ It ain’t your blarae-it’s blood I It ain’t a week ago 
ez the kimpany passes me over a boss. • Three quarters 

Morgan,'sez they. Sez I, ‘ Wot’s the other quarter? ’ Se* 
they, ‘ A Mexican lialf-breed.’ Well, she was a fair sort oi 
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boss. Cornin’ down Heavylree Hill last trip, we meets 
a drove o’ Spanish steers. In course she goes wild directly. 
Lloodl” 

Bill raised his glass, softly swirled its contents round and 
round, tasted it, and set it down. 

“The kepple o’ words I liad to say to ye was this : Git 
up and git! ’’ 

Something like this had passed through Jeffs mind the day 
before the Mayfields came. Something like it had haunted 
him once or twice since. He turned quickly upon the 
speaker. 

“ Ez how ? you sez,” said Bill, catching at the look. “ I 
drives up yer some night, and you sez to me, ‘ Bill, hev 
you got two seats over to the Divide for me and aunty— 
out on a pastor' And I sez, ‘I liappen to hev one inside 
and one on the box with me.’ And you hands out yer 
traps and any vallybles ye don’t want ter leave, and you 
]>uts your aunt inside, and gets up on the box with me. 
And you sez to me, ez man to man, * Bill,’ sez you, ‘ might 
you hev a kepple o’ hundred dollars about ye that ye could 
lend a man ez was leaving the county, dead broke?’ and 
I sez, ‘ I’ve got it, and I know of an op’nin’ for such a man 
in the next county.’ And you steps into that op’nin’, and 
your creditors—’spesh'ly Parker—slips into //t/V, and in a 
week they offers to settle with ye ten cents on the dollar.” 

Jeff started, flushed, trembled, recovered himself, and 
after a moment said, doggedly, “I can’t do it, Bill; I 
couldn’t.” 

“ In course,” said Bill, putting his hands slowly into his 
pockets, and stretching his legs out—“in course ye can't, 
because of a woman !” 

Jeff turned upon Itim like a Imnted bear. Both men 
rose, but Bill already had his hand on JefTs shoulder. 

“ I reckoned a minute ago there was a sick gal in the 
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house! Who’s going to make a row now! Who's going 
to stamp and tear round, eh?” 

Jeff sank back on his chair. 

“ I said thar was a woman,” continued Billj "thar alius 
is one ! Let a man be hell-bent or heaven-bent, somewlicre 
in his tracks is a woman’s feet. I don’t say anythin' agin 
this gal, ez a gal. The best on ’em, Jeff, is only guide- 
posts to p’int a fellow on his right road, and only a fool or 
a drunken man holds on to’em or leans agin ’em. Allowin’ 
tliis gal is all you think she is, how far is your guide-post 
goin’ with yc, ch? Is she goin’ to leave her father and 
mother for ye? Is slie goin’ to give up herself and her 
easy ways and her sicknesses for yc? Is she willin' to take 
yc fora perpetooal landlord the rest of licr life? .And if 
she is, Jeff, are ye the man to let lier? .Are ye willin’ to 
run on her errands, to fetch lier dinners cz ye do? Thar 
cz men ez docs it; not yer in Califorr.y, but over in the 
States lhar’s fellows is willin’ to take that situation. I've 
heard,” continued Bill, in a low, mysterious voice, as of 
one describing the habits of the Anthropophagi—“ I’ve 
heard o’ fellows ez call themselves men, sellin' of them¬ 
selves to rich women in that way. I’ve heard o’ rich gals 
buyin* of men for their shape; sometimes—but thet’s in 
furlin' kintrics—for their pedigree! I’ve heard o' fellows 
bein’ in that business, and callin’ themselves men instead 
o’ bosses! Ye ain’t that kind o’ man, Jeff. 'Tain't in yer 
blood. Yer father was a fool about women, and in course 
they ruined him, cz they alius do the best men. It’s on’y 
the fools and sneaks ez a woman ever makes anythin’ out 
of. When ye hear of a man a woman hez made, ye hears 
of a nincompoop I And when they does produce ’em in 
the way o’ nater, they ain’t responsil>le for ’em, and sez 
they’re the image o’ their fathers! \'c ain't a man cz is 
goin’ to trust yer fate to a woman 1” 
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“No/’ said Jeff darkly. 

“I reckoned not,” said Bill, putting his hands in his 
];ockets again. “Ye might if ye was one o’ them kind o’ 
fellows as kem up from ’Frisco with lier to Sacramento. 
One o’ them kind o’ fellows ez could sling poetry and 
French and Latin to her—one of her kind—but ye ain’t! 
No, sir!” 

Unwise ^\ilHam of Yuba I In any other breast but 
JcfTs, that random shot would have awakened the irregular 
au.xiliary of love—jealousy I But Jeff, being at once proud 
and humble, had neither vanity nor conceit, without which 
jealousy is impossible. Yet he winced a little, for he had 
feeling, and then said earnestly— 

“Do you think that opening you si)oke of would hold 
for a day or two longer?” 

“ I reckon." 

\\ ell then, I think I can settle up matters here my 
own way, and go with you, Bill.” 

He had risen and yet hesitatingly kept his hand on the 
back of his chair. “BilU” 

“Jeff!” 

“ I want to ask you a question j speak up, and don’t 
mind me, but say the truth.” 

Our crafty Ulysses, believing that he was about to be 

entrapped, ensconced himself in his pockets, cocked one 
eye, and said, “Go on, Jeff” 

“ Was my father very bad ? ” 

Bdl took his hands from his pockets. “Thar isn't a 

man ez crawls above his grave ez is worthy to lie in the 
same ground with him ! ” 

“Thank you, Bill Good-nighl; I’m going to turn 
jnl” 

“ Look yar, boy! G-d d-n it all. Jeff I what do yc 
mean?” •' 
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There were two tears—twin sisters of those in his sweet¬ 
heart’s eyes that afternoon—now standing in Jeffs ! 

Bill caught both his hands in his own. Had they been 
of tlie Latin race they would have, right honestly, taken 
each other in their arms, and perhaps kissed ! Being 
Anglo-Saxons, they gripped each other's hands hard, and 
one, as above stated, swore ! 

When Jeff ascended to his room that night, he went 
directly to his trunk and took out Miss Mayfield’s slipper. 
Alack ! during the day Aunt Sally had “ put things to 
rights” in his room, and the trunk had been moved. 'Phis 
had somewhat disordered its contents, and Miss Mayfield’s 
slipper contained a dozen shot from a broken Eley’s car¬ 
tridge, a few quinine pills, four postage stamps, part of a 
coral earring which Jeff—on the most apocryphal authority 
—fondly believed belonged to his mother, whom he had 
never seen, and a small silver school medal which Jeff had 
once received for “good conduct,” much to his own sur¬ 
prise, but which he still religiously kept as evidence of 
former conventional character. He coloured a little, 
rubbed the medal and carring ruefully on his sleeve, re¬ 
placed them in Ins trunk, and then hastily emptied the rest 
of the slipper’s contents on the floor. 'Phis done, he drew 
off his boots, and gliding noiselessly down the stair, hung 
the slipper on the knob of Miss Mayfield’s door, and glided 
back again without detection. 

Rolling himself in his blankets, he lay down on his bed. 
But not to sleep ! Staringly wide awake, he at last felt the 
lulling of the wind that nightly shook his casement, and 
listened while the great, rambling, creaking, disjointed 
“Half-way House” slowly settled itself to repose. He 
thought of many things; of himself, of his past, of his 
future, but chiefly, I fear, of the pale proud face now sleep¬ 
ing contentedly in the chamber below him. He tossed 
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with many plans and projects, more or less impracticable, 
and then began to doze. Whereat the moon, creeping in 
the window, laid a cold white arm across' him, and eventu¬ 
ally dried a few foolish tears upon his sleeping lashes. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Aunt Sally w.is making pies in the kitchen the next morn¬ 
ing when Jeff hesitatingly stole upon her. The moment 
was not a felicitous one. Pie-making was usually an agres- 
sive pursuit with Aunt Sally, entered into severely, and 
prosecuted unto the bitter end. After watching her a few 
moments Jeff came up and placed his arms tenderly around 
her. People very much in love find relief, I am told, in 
this vicarious expression. 

“ Aunty.” 

"Well, Jeff! Thar, now—yer gittin’ all dough 1” 
Nevertheless, the hard face relaxed a little. Somethimi 
of a smile stole round her mouth, showing what she might 
have been before theology an<l bitters had supplied the 
natural feminine longings. 

" Aunty dear 1 ” 

"You- boy!” 

It was a bo/i face—albeit bearded like the pard, with 
an extra fierceness m the mustachios—that looked upon 
liers. She could not help bestowing a grim floury kiss 
upon it. 

“Well, what is it now?” 

“ I’m thinking, aunty, it’s high time you and me packed 
up our traps and ‘ shook' this yar shanty, and located 
somewhere else.” Jeff’s voice was ostentatiously cheerful, 
but hrs eyes were a little anxious. 

■ " What for c • 
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Jeff hastily recounted Ins ill luck, and the various reasons 
—excepting of course the dominant one—for his resolution. 

“And when do you kalkilate to go?" 

“If you’ll look arler things here," hesitated Jeff, “I 
reckon I'd go up along with Biil to-morrow, and look round 
a bit" 

“And how long do you reckon that gal would stay here 
after yar gone?" 

This was a new and startling idea to jefi'. But in his 
humility he saw nothing in it to flatter his conceit. Rather 
the reverse. He coloured, and then said apologetically— 

“I thought that you and Jinny could get along without 
me. The butclier will pack tlic provisions over from the 
Fork." 

Laying down her rolling-pin, Aunt Sally turned upon Jeff 
with ostentatious deliberation. “ Ve ain't,” she began slowly, 
“ez taking a man with wimmin ez )our father was—that’s a 
fact, Jeff Briggs! They used to say that no woman as he 
went for could get away from him. But ye don't mean to 
say yer think yer not good enough—such as ye are—for this 
snip of an old maid, ez big as a gold dollar, and as yaller?” 

“Aunty," said Jeff, dropping his boyish manner, and his 
colour as suddenly, “I’d rather ye wouldn’t talk that way 
of Miss Mayfield. Vc don’t know her; and there’s times," 
he added, with a sigh, “ez I reckon ye don’t quite know 
me either. That young lady, bein’ sick, likes to be looked 
after. Any one can do that for her. Slie don’t mind who 
it is. Slic don’t care for me except for that, and,” added 
jeflf humbly, “it’s quite natural." 

“I didn’t say she did,” returned Aunt Sally viciously; 
“ but seeing ez you’ve got an empty house yer on yer hands, 
and me a-slavin' here on jist nothin’, if this gal, for the sake 
o’ gallivantin' with yc for a spell, chooses to stay here and 
keep her family here, and pay high for it, I don’t sec why 
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it ain’t ycr duty to Providence and me to take advantage 
of it.” 

Jeff raised his eyes to liis aunt’s face. For tlie first time 
it struck him that she might be his father’s sister and yet 
have no blood in her veins that answered to his. There 
are few shocks more startling and overpowering to original 
natures than this sudden sense of loneliness. Jeff could 
not speak, but remained looking fiercely at her. 

Aunt Sally misinterpreted his silence, and returned to 
her work on tlie pies. “The gal ain’t no fool,” she con¬ 
tinued, rolling out the crust as if she were laying down 
broad propositions. “ She reckons on it too, ez if it was 
charged in the bill with the board and lodging. Why, 
didn’t she say to me, last night, that she kalkilated afore 
she went away to bring up some friends from ’Frisco for a 
few days’ visit? and didn’t she say, in that pipin’, affected 
v’ice o’ hers, ‘ I oughter make some return for yer kindness 
and yer nephew’s kindness, Aunt Sally, by showing people 
that can help you, and keep your house full, how pleasant 
it is up here.’ She ain’t no fool, with all her faintin’s and 
dyin’s away! No, Jeff Briggs. And if she wants to show 
ye off agin them city fellows ez she knows, and ye ain’t got 

spunk enough to stand up and show off with her—why”_ 

she turned her head impatiently, but he was gone. 

If Jeff had ever wavered in his resolution he would have 
Ireen steady enough n<nu. But he had never wavered ; the 
convictions and resolutions of suddenly awakened character 
are seldom moved by expediency. He was eager to taste 
the bitter dregs of his cup at once. He began to pack his 
trunk, and made his preparations for departure. Without 
avoiding Miss Mayfield in this new excitement, he no longer 
felt the need of her presence. He had satisfied his feverish 
anxieties by placing his trunk in the hall beside his open 
door, and was sitting on his bed, wrestling with a faded and 
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overtasked carpet-bag lliat would not close and accept Ins 
bard conditions, when a small voice from the staircase 
thrilled him. He walked to the corridor, and, looking 
down, beheld Miss Mayfield midway on the steps of the 
staircase. 

She had never looked so beautiful before ! Jeft' had only 
seen her in those soft enwrappings and half deshabille that 
belong to invalid femininitv. Alwavs refined and modest 
thus, in her present walking costume there was added a 
slight touch of coquettish adornment. There was a bright¬ 
ness of colour in her cheek and eye, partly the result of 
climbing the staircase, partly the result of that audacious 
impulse that had led her—a modest virgin—to seek a gentle¬ 
man in this personal fashion. Modesty in a young girl has 
a comfortable satisfying charm, recognised easily by all 
humanity ; but he must be a sorry knave or a worse prig who 
is not deliciously thrilled when Modesty puts her charming 
little foot just over the ihrcshoM of Propriety. 

“The mountain would not come to Mohammed, so 
Mohammed must come to the mountain,” said Miss Mav- 
field. “ Mother is asleep, Aunt Sally is at work in the 
kitchen, and here am I, already dressed for a ramble in this 
bright afternoon sunshine, and no one to go with me. But, 
perhaps, you too are busy?” 

“No, miss. I will be with you in a moment.” 

I wish I could say that he went back to calm his pulses, 
which the dangerous music of Miss Mayfield's voice had set 
to throbbing, by a few moments' calm and dispassionate 
reflection. But he only returned to brush his curls out of 
liis eyes and ears, and to button over his blue flannel shirt 
a white linen collar, which he thought might better harmon¬ 
ise with Miss Mayfield’s attire. 

She was sitting on the staircase, poking her parasol 
through the balusters. “You need not have taken that 
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trouble, Mr. JeftV’ she said pleasantly. “ Yon are a part of 
this mountain picture at all limes; but I am obliged to 
think of dress." 

“ It was no trouble, miss." 

Sometliing in the tone of his voice made her look in his 
face as she rose. It was a trifle paler, and a little older. 
The result, doubtless, thought Miss Mayfield, of his yester¬ 
day’s experience with the deputy-sherifT. Such was her 
rapid deduction. Nevertheless, after the fashion of her 
sex, she immediately began to argue from quite another 
hypothesis. 

‘‘ You are angry with me, Mr. Jeff." 

“ What, I—Miss Mayfield ? ’’ 

“Yes, you!” 

“ Miss Mayfield ! ’’ 

“ Oh yes, you are. Don’t deny it I" 

“ Upon my soul"- 

“ Yes ! You give me punishments and—penances !" 

Jeff opened his blue eyes on his tormentor. Could .Aunt 
Sally have been saying anytliing ? 

“ If anybody, Miss Mayfield ”-he began. 

“ Nobody but you. Look here !" 

She extended her little hand with a smile. In the centre 
of lier palm lay four shining double B shot. 

“There ! I found those in my slipper this morning!" 

Jeff was speechless. 

“ Of course did it! Of course it was who found 
my slipper 1" said Miss Mayfield, laughing. “ But why did 
you put shot in it, Mr. Jeff? In some Catholic countries, 
when people have done wrong, the priests make them do 
penance by walking with peas in their slices I What have 
I ever done to you ? And why shot f They're ever so 
much harder than peas." 

Seeing only the mischievous laughing face before him, 
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and the open palm containing the damning evidence of llte 
broken Eley’s cartridge, JelT stammered out the truth. 

I found the slipper in tlie bear-skin, Miss Mayfield. I 
pul it in my trunk to keep, thinking yer wouldn’t miss it, 
and it’s being a kind of remembrance after you’re gone away 
—of—-of the night you came here. Somebody moved the 
trunk in my room,” and he hung his head here. “The 
tilings inside all got mixed up.” 

“And that made you change your mind about keeping 
it ? ” said Miss Mayfield, still smiling. 

“ iVo, miss,” 

“ What was it, then ? ” 

“ I gave it back to you, Miss Mi\field, because / was 
going away.” 

“ Indeeil! Where ? 

“ I’m going to find another location. Maybe you’ve 
noticed,” he continued, falling back into his old apologetic 
manner in sjiite of his pride of resolution—“ maybe you’ve 
noticed that this place here has no advantages for a hotel.” 

“I had not, indeed. I have been very comfortable.” 

“Thank you, miss.” 

“ When do you go ?’* 

“To-night.” 

For all liis pride and fixed purpose he could not help 
looking eagerly in her face. Miss Mayfield’s eyes met his 
pleasantly and quietly. 

“ I’m sorry to part with you so soon,” she said, as she 
stepped back a pace or two with folded hands. “ Of course 
every moment of your time now is occupied. You must 
not think of wasting it on me.” 

But JejT had recovered his sad composure. “ I’d like to 
go with you, Miss Mayfield. It’s the last time, you know,” 
he added simply. 

Miss Mayfield did not reply. It was a tacit assent, how- 
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ever, although she moved somewhat stiffly at his side as 
tltey walked towards the door. Quite convinced that JefTs 
resolution came from his pecuniary troubles, Miss Mayfield 
was wondering if she had not better assure him of his 
security from further annoyance from Dodd. Wonderful 
complexity of female intellect ! she was a little hurt at his 
ingratitude to her for a kindness he could not possibly have 
known. Miss Mayfield felt that in some way she was un¬ 
justly treated. How many of our miserable sex, incapable 
of divination, have been crushed under that unreasonable 
feminine reproof—“ You ought to have known ! ” 

1 he afternoon sun was indeed shining brightly as they 
stepped out before the bleak angle of the “ Half-way 
House;’'but it failed to mitigate the habitually practical 
austerity of the mountain breeze—a fact which Miss May- 
field had never before noticed. The house was certainly 
bleak and exposed ; the site by no means a poetical one. 
She wondered if she had not put a romance into it, and 
perliaps even into the man beside her, which did not belong 
to either. It was a moment of dangerous doubt. 

“ I don’t know but that you’re right, Mr. Jeff," she said 
finally, as they faced the hill, and began the ascent together. 
“ 1 his place is a little queer, and bleak, and—unattractive.” 

“^es, miss,” said Jeff, with direct simplicity, “I’ve 
always wondered what you saw in it to make you content 
to stay, when it would be so much prettier, and more suit¬ 
able for you at the ‘Summit’ ” 

Miss Mayfield bit lier lip, and was silent. After a few 
moments’ climbing she said, almost pettishly, “ Where is 
this famous ‘ Summit * ? ” 

Jeff slopped. They had reached the top of the hill. He 
pointed across an olive-green chasm to a higher level, 
where, basking in tlie declining sun, clustered the long 
rambling outbuildings around the white blinking fa 5 ade of 
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the Summit House." Framed in pines and hemlocks, 
tender with soft grey shadows, and nestling beyond a fore 
ground of cultivated slope, it was a charming rustic picture. 

Miss Mayfield’s quick eye took in its details. Her quick 
intellect took in something else. She had seated herselt 
on the road-bank, and clasping her knees between her 
locked fingers, she suddenly looked up at Jeff. “ What 
possessed you to come half-way up a mountain, instead of 
going on to the top?” 

“ Poverty, miss! ” 

Miss Mayheld flushed a little at this practical direct 
answer to her half-figurative question. However, she began 
to think that moral Alpine-climbing youth might have 
pecuniary restrictions in their high ambitions, and that the 
hero of “ Excelsior " might have succumbed to more power¬ 
ful opposition than the wisdom of Age or the blandishments 
of Beauty. 

“ You mean that properly up there is more e.xpensive ? ” 

“ Yes, miss.” 

“ But you would like to live there?" 

“ Yes.” 

They were both silent. Miss Mayfield glanced at Jeff 
under the corners of her lashes. He was leaning against a 
tree, absorbed in thought. Accustomed to look upon him 
as a pleasing picturesque object, quite fresh, original, and 
characteristic, she was somewhat disturbed to find that to¬ 
day he presented certain other qualities which clearly did 
not agree with her preconceived ideas of his condition. 
He had abandoned his usual large top-boots for low shoes, 
and she could not help noticing that his feet were small 
and slender, as were his hands, albeit browned by ex¬ 
posure. His ruddy colour was gone too, and his face, pale 
with sorrow and experience, had a new expression. His 
bultoned-up coat and white collar, so unlike his usual self, 
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also had its suggestions—which Miss Mayfield was at first 
inclined to resent. Women are quick to notice and augur 
more or less wisely from these small details. Nevertheless, 
she began in quite another tone. 

“ Do you remember your mother— Mr, — Mr.—Briggs V* 

Jeff noticed the new epithet “ No, miss ; she died when 
I was quite young.*’ 

“ Your father, then ? " 

Jeffs eye kindled a little, aggressively. “ I remember 

“ What was he ? ” 

“ Miss Mayfield ! ” 

“ What was his business or profession ? ” 

“ He—hadn’t—any ! ” 

“ Oh, I see—a gentleman of property.” 

Jeff hesitated, looked at Miss Mayfield hurriedly, coloured, 
and did not reply. 

“And lost his property, Mr. Briggs?” 

With one of those rare impulses of an overtasked gentle 
nature, Jeff turned upon her almost savagely. " My father 
was a gambler, and shot himself at a gambling table.” 

Miss Mayfield rose hurriedly. “ I—I—beg your pardon, 
Mr. Jeff.” 

Jeff was silent. 

“ You know—you must know—that I did not mean ” ■ — 

No reply. 

“Mr. Jeff!” 

Her little hand fluttered towards him, and lit upon his 
sleeve, where it was suddenly captured and pressed passion¬ 
ately to his lips. 

“ I did not mean to be thoughtless or unkind,” said Miss 
Mayfield, discreetly keeping to the point, and trying weakly 
to disengage her hand. “ You know I wouldn’t hurt your 
feelings.” 
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** I know, Miss ^^ayfield.’' (Another kiss.) 

“ I was ignorant of your history.” 

■* Yes, miss." (A kiss.) 

“And if I could do anything for you, Mr. Jcft” 

She stopped. 

It was a very trying position. Being small, siic was 
drawn after her hand quite up to JefTs shotildcr, while he, 
assenting in monosyllables, was parting the hngers, and 
kissing them separately. Reasonable discourse in this 
attitude was out of the question. She had recourse to 
strate"V. 

“ Oh !’’ 

“ Miss Mayfield ! *' 

You hurt my hand." 

Jeff dropped it instantly. Miss Mayfield put it in the 
pocket of her sacque for security. Besides, it had been so 
bekissed that it seemed unpleasantly conscious. 

“I wish you would tell me all about yourself," she went 
on, with a certain charming feminine submission of manner 
quite unlike her ordinary speech; “I should like to help 
you. Perhaps I can. You know I am quite independent; 
1 mean ”- 

She paused, for JefTs face betrayed no signs of sympa¬ 
thetic following. 

“ I mean I am what people call rich in my own right, 
1 can do as I please with my own. If any of your trouble, 
Mr. Jeff, arises from want of money, or capital; if any 
consideration of that kind takes you away from your home ; 
if I could save you ///a/ trouble^ and find for you—perhaps 
a little nearer—that which you are seeking, I would be so 
glad to do it You will find the world very wide, and very 
cold, Mr. Jeff," she continued, with a certain air of practical 
superiority quite natural to her, but explicable to her friends 
and acquaintances only as the consciousness of pecuniary 

VOL. V. U 
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independence ; “and I wish you would be frank wilh me. 
Although I am a woman, I know something of business.” 

“ I will be frank wilh you, miss,” said Jeff, turning a 
colourless face upon her. “ If you was ez rich as the Bank 
of California, and could throw your money on any fancy or 
whim that struck you at the moment j if you felt you could 
buy up any man and woman in California that was willing 
to be bought upj and if me and my aunt were starving in 
the road, we wouldn’t touch the money that we hadn't 
earned fairly, and didn’t belong to us. No, miss, I ain’t 
tliat sort o’ man ! ” 

How much of this speech, in its brusqueness and slang, 
was an echo of Yuba Bill’s teaching, how much of it was a 
part of Jeff's inward weakness, I cannot say. He saw Miss 
Mayfield recoil from him. It added to his bitterness that 
his thought, for the first lime voiced, appeared to him by 
no means as effective or powerful as he had imagined it 
would be, but he could not recede from it; and there was 
the relief that the worst had come, and was over now. 

Miss Mayfield took her hand out of her pocket “ I 
don't think you quite understand me, Mr. Jeff,” she said 
quietly; “ and I hope I don’t understand you.” She walked 
stiffly at his side for a few moments, but finally took the 
other side of the road. They had both turned, half uncon* 
sciously, back again to the “ Half-way House.” 

Jeff felt, like all quarrel-seekers, righteous or unrighteous, 
the full burden of the fight. If he could have relieved his 
mind, and at the next moment leaped upon Yuba Bill’s 
coach, and so passed away—without a further word of 
explanation—all would have been well. But to walk back 
with this girl, whom he had just shaken off, and who must 
now thoroughly hate him, was someiliing he had not pre¬ 
conceived, in that delightful forecast of the imagination^ 
when we determine what ive shall say and do without the 
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least coi^sideration of what may be said or done to us in 
return. No quarrel proceeds exactly as we expect; people 
have such a way of behaving iilogically! And here was 
Miss Mayfield, who was clearly derelict, and who should 
have acted under that conviction, walking along on the 
other side of the road, trailing the splendour of her parasol 
in the dust like an offended goddess. 

They had almost reached the house. At wliat lime do 
you go, Mr. Briggs?” asked the young lady quietly. 

“ At eleven to-night, by the up stage.” 

“ I expect some friends by that stage—coming with my 
father.” 

” My aunt will take good care of them,” said JetT, a 
little bitterly. 

“I have no doubt,” responded Miss Mayfield gravely; 
“ but 1 was not thinking of that. I had hoped to introduce 
them to you to-morrow. But I shall not be up so late to¬ 
night And I had better say good-bye to you now.” 

She extended the unkissed hand. Jeff took it, but 
presently let the limp fingers fall through his own. 

“ I wish you good fortune, Mr. Briggs.” 

She made a grave little bow, and vanished into the 
house. But here, I regret to say, her lady-likc calm also 
vanished. She upbraided her mother peevishly for oblig- 
ing her to seek the escort of Mr. Briggs in her necessary 
exercise, and flung herself with an injured air upon the 
sofa. 

“ But I thought you liked this Mr. Briggs. He seems 
an accommodating sort of person.” 

“ Very accommodating. Going away just as we arc 
expecting company! ” 

“ Going away ?” said Mrs. Mayfield in alarm. "Surely 
he must be told that we expect some preparation for our 
friends?” 
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said Miss Mayfield quickly, “his aunt will 
arrange that." 

Mrs. Mayfield, habitually mystified at her daughter’s 
moods, said no more. She, however, fulfilled her duty 
conscientiously by rising, throwing a wrap over the young 
girl, tucking it in at her feet, and having, as it were, drawn 
a charitable veil over her peculiarities, left her alone. 

At half-past ten the coach dashed up to the “ Half-way 
House,” with a flash of lights and a burst of cheery voices. 
Jeff, coming upon the porch, was met by Mr. Mayfield, 
accompanying a lady and two gentlemen; evidently the 
guests alluded to by his daughter. Accustomed as Jeff 
had become to Mr. Mayfield’s patronising superiority, it 
seemed unbearable now, and the easy indifference of tlie 
guests to his own presence touched him with a new bitter* 
ness. Here were her friends, who were to take his place i 
It was a relief to grasp Yuba Bill’s large hand and stand 
with him alone beside the bar. 

“ I’m ready to go with you to-night, Bill,” said Jeff, after 

a pause. 

Bill put down his glass—a sign of absorbing interest. 

And these yar strangers I fetched ? ” 

“ Aunty will take care of them. I’ve fixed everything.” 

Bill laid both his powerful hands on JefTs shoulders, 
backed him against the wall, and surveyed him with great 
gravity. 

“ Briggs’s son clar through 1 A little off colour, but tlie 
grit all thar! Bully for you, Jeff.” He wrung Jeff’s hand 
between his own. 

Bill! ” said Jeff hesitatingly. 

« Jeff!” 

“You wouldn’t mind my getting up on the box noWy 
before all the folks get round ?” 

“ I reckon not. Thar’s the box-seat all ready for ye.” 
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Climbing to his high perch, Jeff, indistinguishable in the 
darkness, looked out upon the porch and the moving 
figures of the passengers, on Bill growling out his orders 
to his active hostler, and on the twinkling lights of the 
hotel windows. In the mystery of the night and the bitter¬ 
ness of his heart, everything looked strange. There was a 
light in Miss Mayfield’s room, but the curtains were drawn. 
Once he thought they moved, but then, fearful of the 
fascination of watching them, he turned his face resolutely 
away. 

Then, to his relief, the hour came; the passengers re¬ 
entered the coach ; Bill had mounted the box, and was 
slowly gathering his reins, when a shrill voice rose from 
the porch. 

“Oh, Jeff!” 

Jeff leaned an anxious face out over the coach lamps. 

It was Aunt Sally, breathless and on tiptoe, reaching 
with a letter. “Suthin* you forgot!” Then, in a hoarse 
stage whisper, perfectly audible to every one: “ I'roin 
her!'' 

Jeff seized the letter with a burning face. The whip 
snapped, and the stage plunged forward into the darkness. 
Presently Yuba Bill reached down, coolly detached one of 
the coach lamps, and handed it to Jeff without a word. 

Jeff tore open the envelope. It contained Cyrus Parker’s 
bill receipted, and the writ Another small enclosure 
contained ten dollars, and a few lines written in pencil in a 
large masculine business hand. By the light of the lamp 
Jeff read as follows :— 

“ I hope you will forgive me for having tried to help you 
even in this accidental way, before I knew how strong were 
your objections to help from me. Nobody knows this but 
myself. Even Mr. Dodd thinks my father advanced the 
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money. The ten dollars the rascal would have kept, but I 
made him disgorge it. I did it all while you were looking 
for the letter in the woods. Pray forget all about it, and 
any pain you may have had from 

“J. M." 

Frank and practical as this letter appeared to be, and, 
doubtless, as it was intended to be by its writer, the reader 
will not fail to notice that Miss Mayfield said nothing of 
having overheard Jeff’s quarrel with the deputy, and left him 
to infer that that functionary had betrayed him. It was 
simply one of those unpleasant details not affecting the 
result, usually overlooked in feminine ethics. 

For a moment Jeff sat pale and dumb, crushed under the 
ruins of his pride and self-love. For a moment he hated 
Miss Mayfield, small and triumi)hant! How she must 
have inwardly laughed at his speech that morning ! With 
what refined cruelty she had saved this evidence of his 
humiliation, to work her vengeance on him now. He 
could not stand it I He could not live under it 1 He 
would go back and sell the house—his clothes—everything 
—to pay this wicked, heartless, cruel girl, that was killing 
—yes, killing- 

A strong hand took the swinging lantern from his un¬ 
steady fingers, a strong hand possessed itself of the papers 
and Miss Mayfield's note, a strong arm was drawn around 
him—for his figure was swaying to and fro, his head was 
giddy, and his hat had fallen off—and a strong voice, albeit 
a little husky, whispered in his ear— 

“ Easy, boy ! easy on the down grade. It’ll be all one 
in a minit” 

Jeff tried to comprehend him, but his brain was whir¬ 
ling. 

“ Pull yourself together, Jeff!” said Bill, after a pause, 
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“Thar! Look yar!” he said suddenly. Do you think 
you can drive six?" 

The words recalled Jeff to his senses. Bill laid the six 
reins in his hands. A sense of life, of activity, of powct\ 
came back to the young man, as his fingers closed deli¬ 
ciously on the far-reaching, thrilling, living leatliern sinews 
that controlled the six horses, and seemed to be instinct and 
magnetic with their bounding life. Jeff, leaning back 
against them, felt the strong youthful tide rush back to liis 
heart, and was himself again. Bill meantime took the lamp, 
examined the papers, and read Miss Mayfield’s note. A 
grim smile stole over his face. After a pause, he said again, 
“Give Blue Grass her head, Jeff. I)—n it, she ain’t Mis.? 
Mayfield !" 

Jeff relaxed the muscles of his wrists, so as to throw the 
thumb and forefingers a trifle forward. 'I'his simple action 
relieved Blue Grass, alias Miss Mayfield, and made the 
coach steadier and less jerky. Wonderful co-iclation of 
forces. 

“ lharl" said Yuba Bill, quietly putting the coach lamp 
back in its place; “you’re better already. Thar’s nothing 
like six horses to draw a woman out of a man. I’ve 
knowed a case where it took eight mustangs, but it was a 
mulatter from New Orleans, and they are pizen I Ye might 
hit up a little on the Pinto hoss—he ain't harmin' ye. So! 
Now, Jeflf, take your time, and lake it easy, and what’s all 
this yer about?" 

To control six fiery mustangs, and at the same time give 
picturesque and affecting exposition of the subtle struggles of 
Love and Pride, was a performance beyond Jeffs powers. 
He had recourse to an angry staccato, which somehow 
seemed to him as ineffective as his previous discourse to 
Miss Mayfield; he was a little incoherent, and perhaps 
mixed his impressions with his facts, but he nevertheless 
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managed to convey to Bill some general idea of the events 
of the past three days. 

“And she sent ye off after that letter, that wasn’t thar, 
while she fixed things up with Dodd?” 

“ Yes,” said Jeff furiously. 

“Ye needn’t bully the Pinto colt, Jeff; he is doin’ his 
level best. And she snaked that ’ar ten dollars outer 
Dodd?” 

“Yes ; and sent it back to me. To me, Bill! At such 
a time as this! As if I w’as dead broke!—a mere tramp. 
As if”- 

“ In course ! in course ! ” said Bill soothingly, yet turning 
his head aside to bestow a deceitful smile upon the trees 
that whirled beside him. “And ye told her ye didn’t want 
her money ?” 

“Yes, Bill!—but it—it—it was (T/V^r she had done this!’* 

“Surely ! I'll take the lines now, Jeff.” 

He took them. Jeff relapsed into gloomy silence. The 
starlight of that dewless Sierran night was bright, and 
cold, and passionless. There was no moon to lead the 
fancy astray with its faint mysteries and suggestions; 
nothing but a clear, greyish blue twilight, with sharply sil¬ 
houetted shadows, pointed here and there with bright large¬ 
spaced constant stars. The deep breath of the pine-woods, 
the faint cool resinous spices of bay and laurel, at last 
brought surcease to his wounded spirit. The blessed weari¬ 
ness of exhausted youth stole tenderly on him. His head 
nodded, dropped. Yuba Bill, with a grim smile, drew him 
to his side, enveloped him in his blanket, and felt his head 
at last sink upon his own broad shoulder. 

A few minutes later the coach drew up at the “Summit 
House.” Yuba Bill did not dismount, an unusual and dis¬ 
turbing circumstance that brought the bar-keeper to the 
verandah. 



Jeff Briggs s Lave Story. 313 

“ What’s up, old man ? ” 

•' I am.” 

“Sworn off your reg’lar pizen?” 

“My physician,” said Bill gravely, “hez ordered me dry 
champagne every three hours.” 

Nevertheless, the bar-keeper lingere<l. 

“ Who’s that you’re drj'-nussin’ up there ?’* 

I regret that I may not give Yuba Bill’s literal reply. It 
suggested a form of inquiry at once distant, indirect, out¬ 
rageous, and impossible. 

The bar-keeper flashed a lantern upon Jeffs curls and 
his drooping eyelashes and mustachios. 

“ It’s that son o’ Briggs o' Tuolunine—pooty boy, ain't 
he?” 

Bill disdained a reply. 

“Played himself out down there, I reckon. Left his rifle 
here in pawn.” 

“Young man,” said Bill gravely. 

“Old man.” 

“ Ef you’re looking for a safe investment ez will pay ye 
belter than forty-rod whisky at two bits a glass, jist you 
hang enter that ’ar rifle. It may make your fortin yet, or 
save ye from a drunkard’s grave.” With this ungracious 
pleasantry he hurried his dilatory passengers back into the 
coach, cracked his whip, and was again upon the road. 
The lights of the " Summit House ” presently dropped here 
and there into the wasting shadows of the trees. Another 
stretch through the close-set ranks of pines, another dash 
through the opening, another whirl and rattle by overhang¬ 
ing rocks, and the vehicle was swiftly descending. Bill put 
his foot on the brake, threw his reins loosely on the necks 
of his cattle, and looked leisurely back. The great moun¬ 
tain was slowly and steadily rising between them and the 
valley they quitted. 
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And at that same moment Miss Mayfield had crept from 
her bed, and with a shawl around her pretty little figure, 
was pressing her eyes against a blank window of the “ Half¬ 
way House,” and wondering where he was now. 


CHAPTER V. 

The “opening” suggested by Bill was not a fortunate 
one. Possibly views of business openings in the public- 
iiouse line taken from the tops of stage-coaches are not as 
judicious as tho^o taken from less exalted levels. Certain 
it is that the “good-will” of the “Lone Star House" 
promised little more pecuniary value than a conventional 
blessing. It was in an older and more thickly settled 
locality than the “Half-way House;” indeed, it was but 
half a mile away from Campville, famous in ’ 49 —a place 
with a history and a disaster. But young communities are 
impatient of settlements that through any accident fail to 
fulfil the extravagant promise of their youth, and the 
wounded hamlet of Campville had crept into the woods 
and died. The “Lone Star House” was an attempt to 
woo the passing travellers from another point; but its road 
led to Campville, and it was already touched by its dry-rot. 
Bill, who honestly conceived that the infusion of fresh young 
blood like Jeff's into the stagnant current would quicken it, 
had to confess his disappointment. “ I thought ye could 
l)ut some go into the shanty, Jeff,” said Bill, “ and make it 
lively and invitin’!" But the lack of vitality was not in the 
landlord, but in the guests. The regular customers were 
disappointed, vacant, hopeless men, who gathered listlessly 
on the verandah, and talked vaguely of the past Their 
hollow-eyed, feeble impotency affected the stranger, even 
as it checked all ambition among themselves. Do what 
Jeff might, the habits of the locality were stronger than his 
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Individuality; the dead ghosts of the past Campville held 
their property by invisible mortmain. 

In the midst of this struggle the “ Half-way House ” was 
sold. Spite of Bill's prediction, the proceeds barely paid 
Jeff’s debts. Aunt Sally prevented any troublesome con¬ 
sideration of her future, by applying a small surplus of profit 
to the expenses of a journey back to her relatives in 
Kentucky. She wrote Jeff a letter of cheerless instruction, 
reminded him of the fulfilment of her worst prophecies re¬ 
garding him, but begged him, in her absence, to rely solely 
upon the “Word.” “For ilie sperrit killeth,” she addc<l 
vaguely. Whetlicr this referred figuratively to Jeff’s busi¬ 
ness, he did not stop to consider. He was more interested 
in the information that the Mayfields had removed to the 
“ Summit Hotel" two days after he had left. “ She allowed 
It was for her health's sake,” continued Aunt Sally, “but I 
reckon it’s another name for one of them city fellers who 
j ined their party and is keepin’ company with her now. 
They talk o' property and stocks and sich worldly trifles all 
the time, and it’s easy to see their idees is set together. It’s 
allowed at the Forks that Mr. Mayfield paid Parker’s bill 
for you. I said it wasn’t so, fur ye'd hev told me ; but if it 
IS so, Jeff, and ye didn’t tell me, it was for only one pupiios, 
and that wos that Mayfield bribed ye to break off with his 
darter! That was why you went off so suddent, ‘ like a 
thief in the night,* and why Miss M.iyf,eld never let on a 
word about you after you left-not even your name ! ” 

Jeff crushed the letter between his fingers, and going be¬ 
hind the bar, poured out half a glass of stimulant and drank 
il It was not the first time since he came to the “ Lone 
Star House ' that he had found this easy relief from Ids 
present thought; it was not the first time that he Imd found 
this dangerous ally of sure and swift service in bringing Idin 
up or down to that level of his dreary, sodden guests, so 
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necessary to his trade. Jeff had not the excuse of the In¬ 
born drunkard’s taste. He was impulsive and extreme. 
At the end of the four weeks he came out on the porch one 
night as Bill drew up. “You must take me from this place 
to-night,” he said, in a broken voice scarce like his own. 

“ When we’re on the road we can arrange matters, but I 
must go to-night.” 

“But where?” asked Bill. 

“ Any'^vhere ! Only I must go from here. I shall go if I 
have to walk.” 

Bill looked hard at the young man. His face was flushed, 
his eyes blood-shot, and hish.'inds trembled, not with excite¬ 
ment, but with a vacant, purposeless impotence. Bill 
looked a little relieved. “ You’ve been drinking too hard. 
Jeff, I thought better of ye than that! ” 

“ I think better of myself than that,” said Jeff, with a 
certain wild, half-hysterical laugh, “and that is why I want 
to go. Don’t be alarmed, Bill," he added ; “ I have strength 
enough to save myself, and I shall! But it isn't worth the 
struggle here." 

He left the “ Lone Star House” that night. He would, 
he said to Bill, go on to Sacramento, and try to get a situa¬ 
tion as clerk or porter there; he was too old to learn a 
trade. He said little more. When, after forty-eight hours’ 
inability to eat, drink, or sleep, Bill, looking at his haggard 
face and staring eyes, pressed him to partake, medicinally, 
from a certain black bottle, Jeff gently put it aside, and 
saying, with a sad smile, “ I can get along without it; I’ve 
gone through more than this,” left his mentor in a state of 
mingled admiration and perplexity. 

At Sacramento he found a commercial “ opening." But 
certain habits of personal independence, combined with a 
direct truthfulness and simplicity, were not conducive to 
business advancement. He was frank, and, in his habits. 
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Impulsive and selfishly outspoken. His employer, a good- 
natured man, successful in his way, anxious to serve his own 
interest and Jeffs equally, strove and laboured with him, 
but in vain. His employer’s wife, a still more good-natured 
woman, successful in her way, and equally anxious to serve 
Jeffs interests and her own, also strove with him as unsuc¬ 
cessfully. At the end of a month he discharged his em¬ 
ployer, after a simple, boyish, utterly unbusinesslike inter¬ 
view, and secretly tore up the wife's letter. “I don’t know 
what to make of that chap,” said the husband to Ids wife ; 
“ he’s about as civilised as an Injun.” “ And as conceited,” 
added the lady. 

Howbeit he look his conceit, his sorrows, his curls, 
mustachios, broad shoulders, and fifty dollars into humble 
lodgings in a back street. 'I'he days succeeding this were 
the most restful he had passed since he left the “ Half-way 
House.” To wander through the town, half conscious of its 
strangeness and novel bustling life, and to dream of a higher 
and nobler future with Miss Mayfield—to feel no respon¬ 
sibility but that of waiting—was, I regret to say, a pleasure 
to him. He made no acquaintances except among the 
poorer people and the children. He was sometimes hungry, 
he was always poorly clad, but these facts carried no degra¬ 
dation with them now. He read much, and in his way— 
Jeff’s way—tried to improve his mind ; his recent commer¬ 
cial experience had shown him various infelicities in his 
speech and accent He learned to correct certain provin¬ 
cialisms. He was conscious that Miss Mayfield must have 
noticed them, yet his odd irrational pride kept him from 
ever regretting them, if they had offered a possible excuse 
for her treatment of lum. 

On one of these nights his steps chanced to lead him into 
a gambling saloon. The place had offered no temptation to 
him; his dealings with the goddess Chance had bccnoflesf 
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active nature. Nevertheless he placed his last five dollars 
on the turn of a card. He won. He won repeatedly ; his 
gains had reached a considerable sum, when, flushed, 
excited, and absorbed, he was suddenly conscious that he 
had become the centre of observation at the table. Look¬ 
ing up, he saw that the dealer had paused, and with the 
cards in his motionless fingers, was gazing at him with fixed 
eyes and a while face. 

Jeff rose and passed hurriedly to his side. “What's the 
matter?" he asked. 

'riie gambler shrunk slightly as he approached. “ What’s 
your name ? " 

“ Krisss.” 

“ God !—I knew it! How much have you got there?’* 
he continued, in a quick whisper, pointing to Jeff’s winnings. 

“Five hundred dollars." 

** I’ll give you double if you’ll get up and quit the board !" 

“ Why ? ’’ asked Jeff haughtily. 

“ Why ? ” repeated the man fiercely ; “ why ? Well, your 
father shot himself thar, where you’re sittin’, at this table 
and he added, with a half-forced, half-hysterical laugh, 
“ he's phyin' at me oi'cr your shoulders /’* 

Jeff lifted a face as colourless as the gambler’s own, went 
back to his scat, and placed his entire gains on a single 
card. The gambler looked at him nervously, but dealt. 
There was a pause, a slight movement where Jeff stood, and 
then a simultaneous cry from the players as they turned 
towards him. But his seat was vacant. “ Run after him ! 
Call him back ! Hds won again !*' But he had vanished 
utterly. 

How he left, or what indeed followed, he never clearly 
remembered. His movements must have been automatic, 
for when, two hours later, he found himself at the 
Pioneer ’’ coach office, with his carpet bag and blankets by 
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his side, he could not recall how or why he had come! He 
had a dumb impression that he had barely escaped some 
dire calamity—rather that he had only temporarily averted 
it—and that he was still in the shadow of some impending 
catastrophe of destiny. He must go somewhere, he must 
do something to be saved ! He had no money, he had no 
friends; even Yuba Bill had been transferred to another 
route, miles away. Yet, in the midst of this stupefaction, it 
was a part of his strange mental condition that trivial details 
of Miss Mayfield’s face and figure, and even apparel, were 
constantly before him, to the exclusion of consecutive 
thought. A collar she used to wear, a ribbon she had once 
tied around her waist, a blue vein in her dropped eyelid, a 
curve in her soft, full, bird-like throat, the arch ofher instep 
In her small boots—all these were plainer to him than the 
future, or even the present. But a voice in his car, a 
figure before his abstracted eyes, at last broke upon his 
reverie. 

"Jeff Briggs !” 

Jeff mechanically took the outstretched hand of a young 
clerk of the Pioneer Coach Company, who had once 
accompanied Yuba Bill and slopped at the " Half-way 
House." He endeavoured to collect his thoughts; here 
seemed to be an opportunity to go somewhere 1 

"\\Tiat are you doing now?" said the young man 
briskly. 

" Nothing/’ said Jeff simply. 

" Oh, I see—going home 1 ” 

Home ! The word stung sharply through Jeff’s benumbed 
consciousness. 

" No/’ he stammered, " lliat is ”- 

" Look here, Jeff," broke in the young man, "Tve got a 
chance for you that don't fall in a man’s way every day. 
Wells, Fargo & Co.’s treasure messenger from Robinson's 



3-0 J^ff Love Story. 

Ferry to Mempheys has slipped ouL The place is vacant. 

1 reckon I can get it for you,’* 

“When?” 

“ Now, to-night.’* 

I’m ready.” 

“ Come, then.” 

In ten minutes they were in the Company s office, where 
its manager, a man famous in those days for his boldness 
and shrewdness, still lingered in the despatch of business.^ 

The young clerk briefly but deferentially stated certain 
facts. A few questions and answers followed, of which Jeff 
heard only the words Tuolumne ” and '* Yuba Bill. 

“ Sit down, Mr. Briggs. Good-night, Roberts.” 

The young clerk, with an encouraging smile to Jeff, bowed 
himself out as the manager seated himself at his desk and 
began to write. 

“You know the country pretty well between the Fork 
and the Summit, Mr. Briggs?” he said, without looking up. 

“ I lived there,” said Jeff. 

“ That was some months ago, wasn’t it ? ” 

“Six months,” said Jeff, with a sigh. 

“ It’s changed for the worse since your house was shut 
up. There’s a long stretch of unsettled country infested by 
bad characters.” 

Jeff sat silent. 

“ Briggs.” 

“Sir?” 

“ The last man but one who precedes you was shot by 
road agents.” * 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“We lost sixty thousand dollars up there." 

“ Yes?” 

•• Your father was Briggs of Tuolumne ? ” 

• Highway robbers. 
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Yes, sir.” Jeff’s head dropped, but, glancing sliyly up, 
he saw a pleasant smile on his questioner’s face. He was 
still writing rapidly, but was apparently enjoying at the same 
time some pleasant recollection. 

“ Your father and I lost nearly sixty thousand dollars 
together one night, ten years ago, when we were both 
younger.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said JerT dubiously. 

“ But it was OHf own money, Jeff.” 

» Yes, sir.” 

“Here’s your appointment,” he said briefly, throwing 
away his pen, folding what he had written, and handing it to 
Jeff. It was the first time that he had looked at him since 
he entered. He now held out his hand, grasped Jeffs, and 
said, “ Good-night! ” 


CH.APTER Vr. 

It was late the next evening v/hen Jeff drew up at the coach 
office at Robinson’s Ferry, where he was to await the 
coming of the Summit coach. His mind, lifted only 
temporarily out of its benumbed condition during his inter¬ 
view with the manager, again fell back into its dull abstrac¬ 
tion. Fully embarked upon his dangerous journey, accept¬ 
ing all the meaning of the trust imposed upon him, he was 
yet vaguely conscious that he did not realise its full impor¬ 
tance. He had neither the dread nor the stimulation of 
coming danger. He had faced death before in the boyish 
confidence of animal spirits; his pulse now was scarcely 
stirred wiiit anticipation. Once or twice before, in the 
extravagance of his passion, he had imagined himself rescu¬ 
ing Miss Mayfield from danger, or even dying for her. 
During his journey his mind had dwelt fully and minutely 
on every detail of their brief acquaintance; she was con- 
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tinually before him, the tones of her voice were in his ears, 
the suggestive touch of her fingers, the thrill that his lips 
had felt when he kissed them—all were with him now, but 
only as a memory. In his coming fate, in his future life, he 
saw her not. He believed it was a premonition of coming 
death. 

He made a few preparations. The Company’s agent liad 
told him that tlic treasure, letters, and despatches, which 
had accumulated to a considerable amount, would be 
handed to him on the box; and that the arms and 
ammunition were in the boot A less courageous and 
determined man might have been affected by the cold, 
practical brutality of certain advice and instructions offered 
him by the agent, but Jeff recognised this compliment to 
his determination, even before the agent concluded his 
speech by saying, “But I reckon they knew what they were 
about in the lower office when they sent you up. I dare¬ 
say you kin give me p’inls, cf ye cared to, for all ye’re soft 
spoken. There are only four passengers booked through; 
we hev to be a little partikler, suspectin’ spies ! Two of 
tlic four ye kin depend upon to get the top o’ their d—d 
heads blowcd off the first fire,” he added grimly. 

At ten o’clock the Summit coach flashed, rattled, 
glittered, and snapped, like a disorganised firework, up to 
the door of the Company’s office. A familiar figure, but 
more than usually truculent and aggressive, slowly des¬ 
cended with violent oaths from the box. Without seeing 
Jeff, it strode into the office. 

“Now then,” said Yuba Bill, addressing the agent, “whar’s 
that God-forsaken fool that Wells, Fargo & Co. hev sent 
up yar to take charge o’ their treasure ? Because I’d like to 
introduce him to the champion idgit of Calaveras county, 
that’s been selected to go to h—11 with him ; and that’s me, 
Yuba Bill I P’int him out. Don’t keep me wailin’I ” 
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The agent grinned and pointed to Jcfi. 

Both men recoiled in astonishment. Yuba Bill was the 
first to recover his speech. 

“ It’s a lie! ” lie roared ; “ or somebody has been putting 
up a job on \e, Jeff! Because Tve been twenty years in 
the service, and am such a nai’ral born mule that when the 
Company strokes my back and sez, ‘You’re the on’y mule 
wc kin trust, Bid,’ I staits up and goes out as a blasted 
wooden figgerhead for road agents to lay fur and practise 
on, it don’t follow lhal_)t?«’r<r any call to go.” 

“It was my own seeking, Bill,” said Jeff, with one of his 
old, sweet, boyish smiles. “I didn't know you were to 
drive. But you’re not going back on me now. Bill, are you ? 
—you’re not going to send me off with another volunteer?" 

“ 1 hat be d—d!" growled Bill Nevertheless, for ten 
minutes he reviled the Pioneer Coach Company with 
picturesque imprecation, tendered his resignation repeatedly 
to the agent, and at the end of that time, as everybody 
e.xpectcd, mounted the box, and with a final malediction, 
involving the whole settlement, was off. 

On the road, Jeff, in a few hurried sentences, told his 
story. Bill scarcely seemed to listen. “Look yar, Jeff,” 
he said suddenly. 

“Yes, Bill.” 

“If the worst happens, and yc go under, you 11 tell your 
father, if / don t happen to see him firsts it wasn’t no job of 
mine, and I did my best to get yc out of it.” 

“Yes,” said Jeff, in a faint voice. 

“It mayn’t be so bad,” said Bill softening ; “they kno-d\ 
d—n ’em, we’ve got a pile aboard, cz well cz if they seed 
that agent gin it yc, but they also know we’ve pre-pared I ” 

“I wasn’t thinking of that, Bill; I was thinking of my 
father,” And he told Bill of the gambling episode at 
Sacramento. 
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“ D’ye mean to say ye left them hounds with a thousand 

dollars of yer hard-earned ”- 

“ Gambling gains, Bill,” interrupted Jeff quietly, 
“Exactly! Well!” Bill subsided into an incoherent 
growl. After a few moments’ pause, he began again. 
“Yer ready as ye used to be with a six-shooter, Jeff, time’s 
when ye was a boy, and I uster chuck half-dollars in the 
air fur ye to make warts on ? ” 

“I reckon,” said Jeff, with a faint smile. 

“Thar’s two p’ints on the road to be looked to: the 
woods beyond the blacksmith’s shop that uster be \ the 
fringe of alder and buckeye by the crossing below your 
house—p’ints where they kin fetch you without a show. 
Thar’s two ways o’ mcetin’ them thar. One way ez to pull 
tip and trust to luck and brag. The other way is to whip 
up and yell, and send the whole six kiting by like h—U ! ” 
“Yes,” said Jeff. 

“The only drawback to that plan is this: the road lies 
along the edge of a precipice, straight down a thousand 
feet into the river. Ef these devils get a shot into any one 
o’ the six and it dropsy the coach turns sharp off, and down 
we go, the whole kerboodle of us, plump into the Stanis¬ 
laus ! ” 

“ And they dont^et the money^ said Jeff quietly. 

“Well, no!” replied Yuba Bill, staring at Jeff, whose 
face was set as a flint against the darkness. “I should 
reckon not.” He then drew a long breath, glanced at Jeff 
again, and said between his teeth, “Well, I’m d—d!” 

At the next station they changed horses, Bill personally 
supervising, especially as regarded the welfare and proper 
condition of Blue Grass, who here was brought out as a 
leader. Formerly there was no change of horses at this 
station, and this novelty excited Jefl'’s remark. “These 
yar chaps say that’s no station at the Summit now,” growled 
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Bill, in explanalion; “the hotel is closed, and it’s all 
private property, bought by some chap from 'Frisco. Tliar 
ought to be a law agin such doin’s)” 

This suggested obliteration of the last traces of Miss 
Mayfield seemed to Jeff as only a corroboration of his pre¬ 
monition. He should never hear from her again ! Yet to 
have stood under the roof that last sheltered her; to, per- 
chance, have met some one who had seen her later—this 
was a fancy that had haunted him on his journey. It was 
all over now. Perhaps it was for the best. 

With the sinking behind of the lights of the station, the 
occupants of the coach knew that the dangerous part of the 
journey had begun. The two guards in the coach had 
already made obtrusive and warlike preparations, to the ill- 
concealed disgust of Yuba Bill. “ I’d hcv been willin’ to 
get through this yar Job without the burnin’ of powder, but 
ef any of them devils ez is waitin’ for us would be content 
with a shot at them fancy policemen inside, P 1 pull up and 
give ’em a show !" Having relieved his mind, Bill said no 
more, and the two men relapsed into silence. The moon 
shone brightly and peacefully, a fact pointed out by Bill as 
unfavourably deepening the shadows of the woods^ and 
bringing the coach and the road into greater relief. 

An hour passed. What were Yuba Bill’s thoughts are 
not a part of this history; that they were turbulent an{l 
aggressive might be inferred from the occasional growls and 
interjected oaths that broke from his lips. But Jeff, strange 
anomaly, due perh.aps to youth and moonlight, was wrapped 
in a sensuous dream of Miss Mayfield, of the scent of her 
dark hair as he had drawn her to his side, of the outlines of 
her sweet form, that had for a moment lightly touched his 
own—of anything, I fear, but the death lie believed he was 
hastening to. But- 

“Jefr,” said Bill, in an unmistakable tone. 
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* Ves,” saitl Jeff. 

“ I'hat ar clump o' buckeye on the rid^e ! Ready there ! ” 
{Leaning over tlie box, to tlie guards within.) A responsive 
rustle in the coach, wliich now bounded forward as if in¬ 
stinct with life and intelligence. 

“Jeff,” said Bill, in an odd, altered voice, “take the lines 
a minil.” Jeff took tiiem. Bill stooped towards the boot. 
A peaceful moment! A peaceful outlook from the coacli; 
the white moonlit road stretching to the ridge, no noise but 
the steady gallop of the horses! 

Then a yellow flash, breaking from the darkness of the 
buckeye; a crack like the snap of a whip; Yuba Bill 
steadying himself for a moment, and then dropping at Jeff’s 
feet! 

“They got me, Jeff! But—/ dra‘ved their fire ! Don’t 
drop the lines 1 Don’t speak! For—they—think I’m 
and you me T' 

The flash had illuminated Jeff as to the danger, as to 
Bill’s sacrifice, but above all, and overwhelming all, to a 
thrilling sense of his own power and ability. 

Yet he sat like a statue. Six masked figures had appeared 
from the very ground, clinging to the bits of the horses. 
The coach stopped. Two wild purposeless shots—the first 
and last fired by the guards—were answered by tlie muzzle 
of six rifles pointed into the windows, and the passengers 
foolishly and impotenily filed out into the road. 

“ Now, Bill,” said a voice, which Jeff instantly recognised 
as the blacksmith’s, “ we won’t keep ye long. So hand 
down the treasure.” 

The man’s foot was on the wheel; in another instant 
he would be beside Jeff, and discovery was certain. Jeff 
leaned over and unhooked the coach lamp, as if to assist 
him with its light As if in turning, he sUimbUdy broke the 
lamp, ignited the kerosene, and scattered the wick and 
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blazing fluid over the haunches of liie ^Yl^eele^s! I'he 
maddened animals gave one wild plunge forwards, the coacli 
followed twice its length, throwing the blacksmith under its 
wheels, and driving the other horses towards the bank, 
but as the lamp broke in JelTs right hand, his j)ractised left 
l)and discharged its hidden Derringer at the head of the 
robber v h». tad held the bit of Blue Grass, and throwing 
the useless weapon away, he laid the wiiip smartly on her 
back. She leaped forward madly, dragging the other 
leaders with her, and in the next moment they were free 
and wildly careering down the grade. 

A dozen shots followed them. The men were protected 
by the coach, but Yuba Bill groaned. 

“Are you hit again?” asked Jeff hastily. He had for¬ 
gotten his saviour. 

“No; but the horses are! I felt 'cm I Look at 'cm, 
Jeff.” 

Jeff had gathered up the almost useless reins. The 
horses were running away; but Blue Grass was limping. 

“For God's sake,” said Bill, desperately dragging his 
wounded figure above the dash-board, “keep her up! 
LiftJur up, Jeflf, till we pass the curve. Don't let her drop 
or we’re "- 

“Can you hold the reins?” said Jeff quickly. 

“Give 'cm here 1” 

Jeff passed them to the wounded man. Then, with his 
bowie-knife between his teeth, he leaped over the dash-board 
on the backs of the wheelers. He extinguished the blazing 
drops that the wind had not blown out on their smarting 
haunches, and with the skill and instinct of a Mexican 
vaqutro, made his way over their turbulent tossing backs to 
Blue Grass, cut her traces and reins, and as the vehicle 
neared the curve, with a sharp lash, drove her to the bank, 
where she sank even as tlie coach darted by. Bill uttered 
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a feeble “hurrah!” but at the same moment the reins 
dropped from his fingers, and he sank at the bottom of the 
boot 

Riding postilion-wise, Jeff could control the horses. The 
dangerous curve was passed, but not the possibility of 
pursuit The single leader he was bestriding was panting— 
more than that, he was sweatings and from the evidence of 
Jefi’s hands, sweating blood! Back of his shoulder was a 
jagged hole, from which liis life-blood was welling. The 
off-wheel horse was limping too. That last volley was no 
foolish outburst of useless rage, but was deliberate and pre¬ 
meditated skill. Jeff drew tlie reins, and as the coach 
stopped, the horse he was riding fell dead. Into the silence 
that followed broke the measured beat of horses’ hoofs on 
the road above. He was pursued ! 

To select the best horse of the remaining unscathed 
three, to break open the boot and place the treasure on liis 
back, and to abandon and leave the senseless Bill lying 
there, was tlie unhesitating work of a moment. Great 
heroes and great lovers are invariably one-idead men, and 
Jeff was at that moment both. 

Eighty thousand dollars in gold dust and Jeffs weight 
was a handicap. Nevertheless he flew forward like the 
wind. Presently he fell to listening. A certain hoof-beat 
in the rear was growing more distinct. A bitter thought 
flashed through his mind. He looked back. Over the 
hill appeared the foremost of his pursuers. It was the 
blacksmith, mounted on the fleetest horse in the county— 
Jeff’s own horse—Rabbit! 

But there are compensations in all new trials. As Jeff 
faced round again, he saw he had reached the open table¬ 
land, and the bleak walls and ghastly, untenanted windows 
of the “Half-way House” rose before him in the distance. 
Jeff was master of the ground here I He was entering the 
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shadow of the woods—Miss Mayfield's woods! and tliere 
was a cut off from the road, and a bridle path, known only 
to himself, hard by. To find it, leap the roadside ditch, 
dash through the thicket, and rein up by the road again, 
was swiftly done. 

Take a gentle woman, betray her trust, outrage her best 
feelings, drive her into a corner, and you have a fury ! 
'I’ake a gentle, trustful man, abuse him, show him the folly 
of this gentleness and kindness, prove to him that it is 
weakness, drive him into a corner, and you have a savage ! 
And it was this savage, with an Indian’s memory, and an 
Indian’s eye and ear, that suddenly confronted the black¬ 
smith. 

What more I A single shot from a trained hand and 
one-idead intellect settled the blacksmith's business, and 
temporarily ended this Iliad ! I say temporarily, for Mr. 
Dodd, formerly deputy-sheriff, prudently pulled up at the 
top of the hill, and observing his principal bend liis heail 
forwards and act like a drunken man, until he reeled, limp 
and sideways, from the saddle, and noticing further that 
Jeff took his place with a well-filled saddle-bag, concluded 
to follow cautiously and unobtrusively in the rear. 

CHAPTER VH. 

But Jeff saw him not With mind and will bent on one 
object—to reach the first habitation, the “ Summit,” and 
send back help and assistance to his wounded comrade— 
he urged Rabbit forward. The mare ktiew her rider, but 
he had no time for caresses. Through the smarting of his 
hands he had only just noticed that they were badly 
burned, and the skin was peeling from them; he had con¬ 
founded the blood that was flowing from a cut on his scalp, 
with that from the wounded horse. It was one hour yet 
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to the “Summit,” but the road was good, the moon was 
bri<^lu, he knew wliat Rabbit could do, and it was not yet 
ten o’clock. 

As the white outbuildings and irregular outlines of the 
“Summit House” began to l)e visible, Jeff felt a singular 
return of his former dreamy abstraction. The hour of peril, 
anger, and excitement he had just passed through seemed 
something of years ago, or rather to be obliterated with all 
else that had passed since he had looked upon that scene. 
Vet it was all changed—strangely changed! What Jeff 
had taken for the white, wooden barns and outhouses, were 
greenhouses and conservatories. The “Summit Hotel” 
was a picturesque villa, nestling in the self-same trees, but 
approached through cultivated fields, dwellings of labourers, 
l>arklike gates and walls, and all the bountiful appointments 
of wealth and security. Jeff thought of Yuba Bill’s maledic¬ 
tion, and understood it as he gazed. 

The barking of dogs announced his near approach to the 
principal entrance. Lights were still burning in the upper 
windows of the house and its offices. He was at once 
surrounded by the strange medley of a Californian ran- 
chero’s service, peons, Cluncse, and vaqueros. Jeff briefly 
stated his business. “Ah, Carrajol” This was a matter 
for the major-domo, or, better, the padrone —\Vilson 1 But 
the padrone, Wilson, called out by the tumult, appeared in 
l)erson—a Itandsome, resolute, middle-aged man, who, in 
a twinkling, dispersed the group to barn and stable with a 
dozen orders of preparation, and then turned to Jeff. 

“You are hurt; come in.” 

Jeff followed him dazedly into the house. The same 
sense of remote abstraction, of vague dreaminess, was over¬ 
coming him. He resented it, and fought against it, but in 
vain; he was only half conscious that his host had bathed 
. his head and given him some slight restorative, had said 
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something to him soothingly, and had left him. JelT 
wondered if he liad fainted, or was about to faint—he had 
a nervous dread of that womanish weakness—or if he were 
really hurt worse than he believed. He tried to master 
himself and grasp the situation by minutely examining the 
room. It was luxuriously furnished ; Jeff had but once 
before sat in such an arm-chair as the one that h.ilf em¬ 
braced him, and as a boy he had dim recollections of a life 
like this, of which his father was part. I'o poor Jeff, with 
liis throbbing head, his smarting hands, and liis lapsing 
moments of half forgetfulness, this seemed to be a return 
of liis old premonition, 'fhere was a vague perfume in the 
room, like that which he remembered when he was in the 
woods with Miss Mayfield. He believed he was growing 
faint again, and was about to rise, when the door openeil 
behind him. 

“Is there anything we can do for you? Mr. Wilson 
has gone to seek your friend, and has sent Manuel for a 
doctor.” 

JI<r voice ! He rose hurriedly, turnetl; sht was stand¬ 
ing in the doorway! 

She uttered a slight cry, turned very pale, advanced 
towards liim, stopped and leaned against the chimney- 
piece. 

“I didn’t know it was 

AVilh her actual presence JeflTs dream and weakness 
fled. He rose up before her, his old bashful, stammering, 
awkward self. 

“/didn’t know you lived here, Miss Mayfield.” 

“If you liad sent word you w'ere coming,” said Miss 
Mayfield, recovering her colour brightly in one cheek. 

The possibility of h.aving sent a messenger in advance 
to advise Miss Mayfield of his piojecled visit did not strike 
Jeff as ridiculouj. Your true lover is far beyond such 
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trivialities. He accepted the rebuke meekly. He said he 
was sorry. 

“You might have known it” 

“ What, Miss Mayfield?” 

“That I was here, if you wished to know.” 

Jeff did not reply. He bowed his head and clasped his 
burned hands together. Miss Mayfield saw their raw sur¬ 
faces, saw the ugly cut on his head, pitied him, but went 
on hastily, with both cheeks burning, to say, womanlike, 
what was then deepest in her heart. 

‘ My brother-in-law told me your adventure; but I did 
not know until I entered this room that the gentleman I 
wished to help was one who had once rejected my assist¬ 
ance, who had misunderstood me, and cruelly insulted me I 
Oh, forgive me, Mr. Briggs” (Jeff had risen). “I did not 
mean that. But, Mr. Jeff—Jeff—oh!” (She had caught 
his tortured hand and had wrung a movement of pain from 
him.) “Oh, dear! what did I do now? But, Mr. Jeff, 
after what had passed, after what you said to me when you 
went away, when you were at tliat dreadful place, Camp- 
ville, when you were two months in Sacramento, you miglu 
^you ought to have let me know it 

Jeff turned. Her face, more beautiful than he had ever 
seen it, alive and eloquent with every thought that her 
woman’s speech btit half-expressed, was very near his—so 
near, that under her honest eyes the wretched scales fell from 
his own, his self-wrought shackles crumbled away, and he 
dropped upon his knees at her feet as she sank into the chair 
he had quitted. Both his hands were grasped in her own. 

" You went away, and I stayed^* she said reflectively. 

“ I had no home. Miss Mayfield.” 

“ Nor had I. I had to buy this,” she said, with delicious 
simplicity, “and bring a family here too,” she added, “in 
case>*i>w”-she stopped, with a slight colour. 
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‘‘Forgive me,” saij Jeff, burying his face in her hands. 

“Jeff.” 

“Jessie.” 

“Don’t you think you were a /////^—just a little—mean?” 

“ Yes.” 

Miss Mayfield uttered a faint sigh. He looked into her 
anxious cheeks and eyes, liis arm stole round her; their 
lips met for the first time in one long lingering kiss. Then, 
I fear, for the second time. 

“Jeff,” said Miss Mayfield, suddenly becoming practical 
and sweetly possessory, “you must have your hands bound 
up in cotton.” 

“Yes,” said Jeff cheerfully. 

“ And you must go insUntly to bed.” 

Jeff stared. 

“Because niy sister will think it very late for me to be 
silting up with a gentleman.” 

riie idea tliat Miss Mayfield was responsible to anybody 
was something new to Jeff. But he said hastily, “I must 
stay and wait for Bill. He risked In's life for me.” 

” Oil yes ! You must tell me all about it. I may wait 
for that." 

Jeff possessed himself of the chair; in some way he also 

possessed himself of Miss Mayfield without entirely dispos- 

sessing her. Then he told his story. He hesitated over 

the episode of the blacksmith. “I’m afraid I killed him 
Jessie.” ’ 

Miss Mayfield betrayed little concern at this possible ex- 

treme measure with a dangerous neighbour. “ He cut your 

head, Jeff,” she said, passing her little hand through his 
curls. 

“No,” said Jeff hastily “that must have been done 
befor<." 

“Well," said Miss Mayfield conclusively, “he would 
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if he’d dared. And you brought off that wretched money 
in spite of him. Poor dear Jeff! ” 

“Yes,” said Jeff, kissing her. 

‘ Where is it?” asked Jessie, looking round the room. 

“ Oh, just out there ! ” 

“Out where?” 

“On niy horse, you know, outside the door,” continued 
Jeff, a little uneasily, as he rose. “ I’ll go and ”-- 

“You careless boy,” said Miss Mayfield, jumping up, 

“ I’ll go with you.” 

They passed out on the porch together, holding each 
other’s hands, like children. The forgotten Rabbit was 
not there. Miss Mayfield called a vaquero. 

“Ah, yes 1—the Caballeros horse. Of a certainty the 
other Caballero had taken it ! ” 

“The other Caballero I ” gasped Jeff. 

“ Sly Sehor, The one who arrived with you, or a moment, 
the very next moment, after you. ‘Your friend,’ he said.” 

Jeff staggered against the porch, and cast one despairing 
reproachful look at Miss Mayfield. 

“Oh, Jeff! Jeff I don’t look so ! I know I ought not to 
have kept you I It’s a mistake, Jeff, believe me.” 

“ It’s no mistake,” said Jeff hoarsely. “ Go 1 ” he said, 
turning to the vaquero, “ go !—bring But his speech 

failed. He attempted to gesticulate with his hands, ran 
fonvard a few steps, staggered, and fell fainting on the 
ground. 

“Help me with the caballero into the blue room,” said 
Miss Mayfield, white as Jeff. “And hark ye, Manuel! 
You know every ruffian, man or woman, on this road. 
That horse and those saddle-bags must be here to-morrow, 
if you have to pay double what they're worth I ” 

“ Si, Seilora." 

Jeff went off into fever, into delirium, into helpless stupor. 
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From time to lime he moaned “ Bill,” and “ the treasure.” 
On. the third day, in a lucid interval, as he lay staring at 
the wall, Miss Mayfield put in his hand a letter from the 
Company, acknowledging the receipt of the treasure, 
thanking him for his zeal, and enclosing a handsome 
cheque. 

Jeff sal up, and put his hands to his head. 

“ I told you it was taken by mistake, and was easily 
found,” said Miss Mayfield, “didn’t I?” 

“Yes,—and Bill?” 

“You know he is so much belter that he expects to 
leave us next Meek.” 

“ And—Jessie !” 

“ There—go to sleep ! ” 

At the end of a week she introduced Jeff to her sister-in- 
law, having previously run her fingers through his hair to 
ensure that becomingness to his curls which would better 
indicate his moral character; and spoke of him as one of 
her oldest Californian friends. 

At the end of two weeks she again presented him as her 
affianced husband—a long engagement of a year being just 
passed. Mr. Wilson, who was bored by the mountain life, 
undertaken to please his rich wife .ind richer sister, saw a 
chance of escape here, and bore willing testimony to the 
distant Mr. and Mrs. Mayfield of the excellence of Miss 
Jessie’s choice. And Yuba Bill was Jeff's best man. 

The name of Briggs remained a power in Tuolumne and 
Calaveras county. Mr. and Mrs. Briggs never had but one 
word of disagreement or discussion. One day, Jeff, looking 
over some old accounts of his wife’s, fouml an unreceipted, 
unvouched-for expenditure of twenty thousand dollars. 
** What is this for, Jessie ? ” he asked. 

“ Oh, it’s all right, Jeff! ” 

But here the now business-like and practical Mr. Briggs, 
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father of a family, felt called upon to make some general re¬ 
marks regarding the necessity of exactitude in accounts, &c. 
“ But rd rather not tell you, Jeff." 

“ But you ought to, Jessie." 

“Well then, dear, it was to get tliose saddle-bags of 
yours from that rascal, Dodd," said little Mrs. Briggs 

meekly. 
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A MODER.^ INDIAN NOVEU 

AFTER COOPER. 


CHAPTER I. 

It was toward the close of a bright October day. The last 
rays of the setting sun were reflected from one of those 
sylvan lakes peculiar to the Sierras of California. On the 
right the curling smoke of an Indian village rose between 
the columns of the lofty pines, while to the left the log 
cottage of Judge Tompkins, embowered in buckeyes, com¬ 
pleted the enchanting picture. 

Although the exterior of the cottage was liumble and 
unpretentious, and in keeping with the wildness of the 
landscape, its interior gave evidence of the cultivation and 
refinement of its inmates. An aquarium, containing gold¬ 
fishes, stood on a marble centre-table at one end of the 
apartment, while a magnificent grand piano occupied the 
other. The floor was covered with a yielding tapestry 
carpet, and the walls were adorned with paintings from the 
pencils of Van Dyke, Rubens, Tintoretto, Michael Angelo, 
and the productions of the more modern Turner, Kensett, 
Church, and Bierstadt Although Judge Tompkins had 
chosen the frontiers of civilisation as his home, it was 
impossible for him to entirely forego the habits and tastes 
of his former life. He was seated in a luxurious arm-chair, 
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writing at a mahogany escritoire^ while liis daughter, a lovely 
young girl of seventeen summers, plied her crotchet-needle 
on an ottoman beside him. A bright fire of pine logs 
flickered and flamed on the ample hearth. 

Genevra Octavia Tompkins was Judge Tompkins’s only 
child. Her mother had long since died on the Plains. 
Reared in affluence, no pains had been spared with the 
daughter’s education. Sue was a graduate of one of the 
])rincipal seminaries, and spoke French with a perfect 
Benicia accent. Peerlessly beautiful, she was dressed in a 
white tuoire antique robe trimmed with tulle. That simple 
rosebud, with which most heroines exclusively decorate 
their hair, was all she wore in her raven locks. 

The Judge was the first to bfeak the silence. 

“Genevra, the logs which compose yonder fire seem to 
have been incautiously chosen. The sibilation produced 
by the sap, which exudes copiously therefrom, is not con¬ 
ducive to composition.” 

“True, father, but I thought it would be preferable to 
the constant crepitation which is apt to attend the combus¬ 
tion of more seasoned ligneous fragments.” 

The Judge looked admiringly at the intellectual features 
of the graceful girl, and half forgot the slight annoyances 
of the green wood in the musical accents of his daughter. 
He was smootliing her hair tenderly, when the sliadow of 
a tall figure, which suddenly darkened the doorway, caused 
him to look up. 


CHAPTER II. 

It needed but a glance at the new-comer to detect at once 
the form and features of the haughty aborigine,—the un¬ 
taught and untrammelled son of the forest Over one 
slioulder a blanket, negligently but gracefully thrown, disi 
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dosed a bare ana powerful breast, decorated with a qiiantity 
of three-cent postage-stamps which he had despoiled from 
an Overland Mail stage a few weeks previous. A cast-oil 
beaver of Judge Tompkins’s, adorned by a simple feather, 
covered his erect head, from beneath which his straight 
locks descended. His right hand hung lightly by his side, 
while his left was engaged in holding on a pair of panta¬ 
loons, which the lawless grace and freedom of his lower 
limbs evidently could not brook. 

“Why,” said the Indian, in a low sweet tone,—“why 
docs the Pale Face still follow the track of the Red Mm ? 
Why does he pursue him, even as O-hgtdmv, the wild-cat, 
chases the skunk? Why are the izaX oi Sorrel-top, 

the white chief, among the acorns of Muck-a-Muck, the 
mountain forest? Why,” be repeate<l, quietly but firmly 
abstracting a silver spoon from the table—“why do you 
seek to drive him from the wigwams of his fathers? His 
brothers are already gone to the happy hunting-grounds. 
Will the Pale Face seek him there?” And, averting his 
face from the Judge, he hastily .slipped a silver cake-basket 
beneath his blanket, to conceal his emotion. 

** Afuek-a-Afuek h:is spoken,” said Genevra softly. “Let 
him now listen. Arc the acorns of the mountain sweeter 
than the c.sculent and nutritious bean of the Pale Face miner? 
Does my brother prize the edible qualities of the snail above 
that of the crisp and oleaginous bacon? Delicious are the 
grasshoppers that sport on the hill-side,—are they belter 
than the dried apples of the Pale Faces? Pleasant is the 
gurgle of the torrent, Kish-Kish, but is it better than the 
ciuck-cluck of old Bourbon from the old stone bottle?” 

“Ughl” said the Indian,—“ ugh ! good. The White 
Rabbit is wise. Her words fall as the snow on Tooloonolo, 
and the rocky heart of Muck-a-Muck is hidden. What says 
my brother the Gray Gopher of Dutch Flat ? ” 
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“She has spoken, Muck-a-Muck,” said the Judge, gazing 
fondly on his daughter. “ It is well. Our treaty is con¬ 
cluded. No, tliank you,—you need tiot dance the Dance 
of Snow Shoes, or the Moccasin Dance, the Dance of Green 
Corn, or the Treaty Dance. I would be alone. A strange 
sadness overpowers me.” 

“ I go,” said the Indian. “ Tell your great chief in 
^Vasl)ington, the Sadiem Andy, that the Red Man is retir¬ 
ing before the footsteps of the adventurous Pioneer. Inform 
him, if you please, that westward the star of empire takes 
its way, that the chiefs of the Pi-Ute nation are for Recon¬ 
struction to a man, and that Klamath will poll a heavy 
Republican vote in the fall.” 

And folding his blanket more tightly around him. Muck- 
a-Muck withdrew. 


CHAPTER III. 

Genevra Tompkins stood at the door of the log-cabin, 
looking after the retreating Overland Mail stage which 
conveyed lier father to Virginia City. “ He may never 
return again,” sighed the young girl, as she glanced at the 
frightfully rolling vehicle and wildly careering horses,— 
“ at least, with unbroken bones. Should he meet with an 
accident! I mind me now a fearful legend, familiar to my 
childhood. Can it be that the drivers on this line are 
privately instructed to despatch all passengers maimed by 
accident, to prevent tedious litigation ? No, no. But why 
this weight upon my heart?” 

She seated herself at the piano and lightly passed her 
hand over the keys. Then, in a clear mezzo-soprano voice, 
she sang the first verse of one of the most popular Irish 
ballads— 
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“O Anah, ma dkcelish, ihe distant diuihun 
Lies soft in the moonlight, tna bonchal toimifin: 

The springing on the heather are still, 

And the taubettts and (olletus are heard on the hill.'* 

But as the ravishing notes of her sweet voice died upon 
the air, her hands sank listlessly to her side. Music could 
not chase away the mysterious shadow from her heart. 
Again she rose. Putting on a white crape bonnet, and 
carefully drawing a pair of Icmon-coloured gloves over her 
taper fingers, she seized her parasol and plunged into the 
depths of the pine forest. 


CHAPTER IV. 

CriNEVRA had not proceeded many miles before a weariness 
seized upon her fragile limbs, and she would fain seat her¬ 
self upon the trunk of a prostrate pine, which she previously 
dusted with her handkerchief. The sun was just sinking 
below the horizon, and the scene was one of gorgeous and 
sylvan beauty. “How beautiful is Nature 1” murmured 
the innocent girl, as, reclining gracefully against the root 
of the tree, she gathered up her skirts and tied a handker¬ 
chief around her throat But a low growl interrupted her 
meditation. Starting to her feet, her eyes met a sight which 
froze her blood with terror. 

The only outlet to the forest was the narrow path, barely 
wide enough for a single person, hemmed in by trees and 
rocks, which she had just traversed. Down this path, in 
Indian file, came a monstrous grizzly, closely followed by 
a California lion, a wild cat, and a buffalo, the rear being 
brought up by a wild Spanish bull Tl)e mouths of the 
three first animals were distended with frightful significance, 
the horns of the last were lowered as ominously. As 
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Genevra was preparing to faint, she lieard a low voice 
behind her. 

“Eternally dog-gone my skin ef this ain’t the puttiest 
chance yet.” 

At the same moment, a long, shining barrel dropped 
lightly from behind her, and rested over her shoulder. 

Genevra shuddered. 

“ Dern ye—don’t move !” 

Genevra became motionless. 

The crack of a rifle rang through the woods. Three 
frightful yells were heard, and two sullen roars. Five 
animals bounded into the air and five lifeless bodies lay 
upon the plain. The well-aimed bullet had done its work. 
Entering the open throat of the grizzly it had traversed his 
body only to enter the throat of the California lion, and in 
like manner the catamount, until it passed through into the 
respective foreheads of the bull and the buffalo, and finally 
fell flattened from the rocky hillside. 

Genevra turned quickly. “ My preserver!” she shrieked, 
and fell into the arms of Natty Bumpo, the celebrated Pike 
Ranger of Donner Lake. 


CHAPTER V. 

The moon rose cheerfully above Donner Lake. On its 
placid bosom a dug-out canoe glided rapidly, containing 
Natty Bumpo and Genevra Tompkins. 

, Both were silent The same thought possessed each, 
and perhaps there was sweet companionship even in the 
unbroken quiet. Genevra bit the handle of her parasol 
and blushed. Natty Bumpo took a fresh chew of tobacco. 
At length Genevra said, as if in half-spoken reverie— 

“ The soft shining of the moon and the peaceful ripple 
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of the waves seem to say to us various things of an 
instructive and moral tendency.’* 

“You may bet yer pile on that, miss,” said her com¬ 
panion gravely. “ It's all the preachin’ and psalm-singin’ 
I’ve heern since I was a boy.” 

“ Noble being! ” said Miss Tompkins to herself, glancing 
at the stately Pike as he bent over his paddle to conceal 
his emotion. “ Reared in this wild seclusion, yet he has 
become penetrated with visible consciousness of a Great 
First Cause.” Then, collecting herself, she said aloud ; 
“Methinks ’twere pleasant to glide ever thus down the 
stream of life, hand in hand with the one being whom the 
soul claims as its affinity. But what am I saying?”—and 
the delicate-minded girl hid her face in her hands. 

A long silence ensued, which was at length broken by 
her companion. 

“Ef you mean you’re on the marry,” he said thought¬ 
fully, “I ain’t in no wise partiklerl” 

“ My husband,” faltered the blushing girl; and she fell- 
into his arms. 

In ten minutes more the loving couple had landed at 
Judge 'Pompkins’s, 


CHAPTER VI. 

A VEAR has passed away. Natty Biimpo was returning 
from Gold Hill, where he had been to purcli.ise provisions. 
On his way to Donner Lake, rumours of an Indian uprising 
met his ears. “Dern their pesky skins, ef they dare to 
touch my Jenny,” he muttered between his clenched teeth. 

It was dark when he reached the borders of the lake. 
Around a glittering fire he dimly discerned dusky figures 
dancing. They were In war paint Conspicuous among 
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them was tlic renowned Muck-a-Muck. But why did the 
fingers of Natty Cumpo tighten convulsively around his 
rifle ? 

The chief held in his hand long tufts of raven hair. The 
heart of the pioneer sickened as he recognised the clustering 
curls of Genevra. In a moment his rifle was at his shoulder, 
and with a sharp “ping,” Muck-a-Muck leaped into the 
air a corpse. To knock out the brains of the remaining 
savages, tear the tresses from tlie stiffening hand of Muck- 
a-Muck, and dash rapidly forward to the cottage of Judge 
Tompkins, was the work of a moment 

He burst open the door. Why did he stand transfixed 
with open mouth and distended eyeballs? Was the sight 
too horrible to be borne ? On the contrary, before him, 
in her peerless beauty, stood Genevra Tompkins, leaning 
on her father’s arm. 

“ Ye’r not scalped, then ! ” gasped her lover. 

“ No. I have no hesitation in saying that I am not; but 
why this abruptness?” responded Genevra. 

Bumpo could not speak, but frantically produced the 
silken tresses. Genevra turned her face aside. 

“ AVhy, that's her waterfall! ” said the Judge. 

Bumpo sank fainting to the floor. 

The famous Pike chieftain never recovered from the 
deceit, and refused to marry Genevra, who died, twenty 
years afterwards, of a broken heart. Judge Tompkins lost 
his fortune in Wild Cat. The stage passes twice a week 
the deserted cottage at Donner Lake. Tims was the death 
of Muck-a-Muck avenged. 
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CH.VPTER I. 

The sun was selling over Sloperlon Grange, and reddened 
the window of the lonely chamber in the western tower, 
supposed to be haunted by Sir Edward Sedilia, the foundei 
of the Grange. In the dreamy distance arose the gilded 
mausoleum of Lady Felicia Sedilia, who haunted that por¬ 
tion of Sedilia Manor known as “Stiff-uns Acre.” A little 
to the left of the Grange might have been seen a moulder¬ 
ing ruin, known as “Guy’s Keep,” haunted by the spirit of 
Sir Guy Sedilia, who was found, one morning, crushed by 
one of the fallen battlements. Yet, as the setting sun 
gilded these objects, a beautiful and almost holy calm 
seemed dilTused about the Grange. 

The Lady Selina sat by an oriel window overlooking the 
park. The sun sank gently in the bosom of the German 
Ocean, and yet the lady did not lift her beautiful head 
from the finely curved arm and diminutive hand which 
supported it. When darkness finally shrouded the land¬ 
scape she started, for the sound of horse-hoofs clattered 
over the stones of the avenue. She had scarcely risen 
before an aristocratic young man fell on his knees before 
her. 

“ My Selina 1” 
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“ EdgarJo ! You here ? ” 

“ Yes, dearest.” 

“And—you—you—have—seen nothing?” said the lady 
in an agitated voice and nervous manner, turning her face 
aside to conceal her emotion. 

“ Nothing—that is, nothing of any account,” said Ed- 
gardo. “ I passed the ghost of your aunt in the park, 
noticed the spectre of your uncle in the ruined keep, and 
observed the familiar features of the spirit of your great¬ 
grandfather at his usual post. But nothing beyond these 
trifles, my Selina. Nothing more, love, absolutely nothing.” 

1 lie young man turned his dark, liquid orbs fondly upon 
tlie ingenuous face of his betrothed. 

“My own Edgardo !—and you still love me? You still 
would marry me in spite of this dark mystery which sur¬ 
rounds me? In spite of the fatal history of my race ? In 
spite of the ominous predictions of my aged nurse?” 

I would, Selina;” and the young man passed his arm 
around her yielding waist. The two lovers gazed at each 
other’s faces in unspeakable bliss. Suddenly Selina started. 

“ Leave me, Edgardo! leave me ! A mysterious some¬ 
thing—a fatal misgiving—a dark ambiguity—an equivocal 
mistrust oppresses me. I would be alone !” 

The young man arose, and cast a loving glance on the 
la<ly. “ 1 hen we will be married on the seventeenth.” 

“The seventeenth,” repeated Selina, with a mysterious 
shudder. 

They embraced and parted. As the clatter of hoofs in 
the courtyard died away, tha Lady Selina sank into the 
chair she had just quitted. 

“The seventeenth,” she repeated slowly, with the same 
fateful shudder. “Ah!—what if he should know that I 
have another husband living? Dare I reveal to him that 
I have two legitimate and tliree natural children? Dare 
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I repeat to him the history of my youth? Dare I confess 
t’nat at the age of seven I poisoned my sister, by putting 
verdigris in her cream-tarts,—that I tlirew my cousin from 
a swing at tiie age of twelve? That the ladyVmaid who 
incurred the displeasure of my girlhood now lies at the 
bottom of the horse-pond ? No ! no 1 he is too pure,—too 
good,—too innocent,—to hear such improper conversa¬ 
tion !” and her whole boily writhed as slie rocked to an<l 
fro in a paroxysm of grief. 

But slie was soon calm. Rising to her feet, she opened 
a secret panel in the wall, and revealed a slow-match ready 
for lighting. 

“This match,” said the Lady Selina, “is connected with 
a mine beneath the western tower, where my three children 
are confined; another branch of it lies under the parish 
church, where the record of my first marriage is kept I 
have only to light this match and the whole of my past life 

is swept away!” She approached the match with a lighted 
candle. 

But a hand was laid upon her arm, and with a shriek the 
Lady Selina fell on her knees before the spectre of Sir Guy. 


CHAPTER II. 

Forbear, Selina,” said the phantom in a hollow voice, 

“Why should I forbear?” responded Selina haughtily, 
as she recovered her courage. “You know the secret of 
our race ? ” 

“I do. Understand me,—I do not object to the eccen¬ 
tricities of your youth. I know the fearful destiny which, 
pursuing you, led you to poison your sister and drown your 
lady’s-maid. I know the awful doom which 1 have brought 
upon this house 1 But if you make away with these chil- 
dren”- 
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“ Well,” said the Lady Selina hastily. 

“Tliey will haunt you ! ” 

“Well, 1 fear them not,” said Selina, drawing her superb 
figure to its full height. 

“ Yes, but, my dear child, what place are they to haunt? 
The ruin is sacred to your uncle’s spirit Your aunt mono¬ 
polises the park, and, 1 must be allowed to state, not unfre- 
quently trespasses upon the grounds of others. The horse- 
pond is frequented by the spirit of your maid, and your 
murdered sister walks these corridors. To be plain, there 
is no room at Sloperton Grange for another ghost I cannot 
have them in my room,—for you know I don’t like children. 
7'hink of this, rash girl, and forbear! Would you, Selina,” 
said the phantom mournfully,—" would you force youi 
great-grandfather’s spirit to take lodgings elsewhere?” 

Lady Selina’s hand trembled; the lighted candle fell 
from her nerveless fingers. 

“No,” she cried passionately; “never!” and fell faint¬ 
ing to the floor. 


CH.APTER III. 

Edgardo galloped rapidly towards Sloperton. When the 
outline of the Grange had faded away in the darkness, he 
reined his magnificent steed beside the ruins of Guy’s 
Keep. 

“It wants but a few minutes of the hour,” he said, con¬ 
sulting his watch by the light of the moon. “ He dare not 
break his word. He will come.” He paused, and peered 
anxiously into the darkness. “ But come what may, she is 
mine,” he continued, as his thoughts reverted fondly to the 
fair lady he had quitted. “ Yet if she knew all. If she 
knew that I were a disgraced and ruined man,—a felon 
and an outcast. If she knew that at the age of fourteen I 
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murdered my Latin tutor and forged my uncle’s will. If 
she knew that I had three wives already, and that the 
fourth victim of misplaced confidence and my unfortunate 
peculiarity is expected to be at Sloperton by to-night’s train 
with her baby. But no \ she must not know it Constance 
must not arrive; Burke the Slogger must attend to that, 

“Ha! here he is! Well?” 

These words were addresseil to a ruffian in a slouched 
hat, who suddenly appeared from Guy’s Keep. 

I be s here, nieaster,"said the villain, with a disgracefully 
low accent and complete disregard of grammatical rules. 

“It is well. Listen: I’m in possession of facts that will 
send you to the gallows. I know of the murder of Bill 
Smithers, the robbery of the toll-gate-keeper, and the mak¬ 
ing away of the youngest daughter of Sir Reginald de 
Walton. A word from me, and the officers of justice are 
on your track.” 

Burke tlie Slogger trembled. 

“ Hark ye! serve my purpose, and I may yet save you. 
The 5.30 train from Clapham will be due at Sloperton at 
9 23 . It must net arrive 

The villain’s eyes sparkled as he nodded at Edgardo. 

“ Enough,—you understand; leave me ! ” 

CHAPTER IV. 

About half a mile from Sloperton Station llie South Clap- 
ham and Medway line crossed a bridge over Sloperton-on- 
Trent. As the shades of evening were closing, a man in a 
slouched hat might have been seen carr)'ing a saw and axe 
under his arm, hanging about the bridge. From time to 
time he disappeared in the shadow of its abutments, but 
the sound of a saw and axe still betrayed his vicinity. At 
exactly nine o clock he reappeared, and crossing to the 



252 Selina Sediha. 

Sloperton side, rested his shoulder against the abutracnt 
and gave a shove. The bridge swayed a moment, and 
tlien fell with a splash into the water, leaving a space of 
one hundred feet between the two banks. This done, 
Burke the Slogger,—for it was he,—with a fiendish chuckle 
seated himself on the divided railway track and awaited 
tlie coming of the train. 

A shriek from the woods announced its approach. Fot 
an instant Burke the Slogger saw the glaring of a red lamp. 
'I'he ground trembled. The train was going with fearful 
rapidity. Another second and it had reached the bank. 
Burke the Slogger uttered a fiendish laugh. But the next 
moment the train leaped across the chasm, striking the 
rails exactly even, and dashing out the life of Burke the 
Slogger, sped away to Sloperton. 

The first object that greeted Edgardo, as he rode up to 
the station on the arrival of the train, was the body of 
Burke the Slogger hanging on the cow-catcher; the second 
was the face of his deserted wife looking from the window- 
of a second-class carriage. 


CHAPTER V. 

A NAMELESS tcrror seemed to have taken possession of 
Clarissa, Lady Selina’s maid, as she rushed into the pre¬ 
sence of her mistress. 

“ Oh, my lady, such news !” 

“ Explain yourself,” said her mistress, rising. 

“An accident has happened on the railway, and a man 
has been killed.” 

“What—not Edgardo !” almost screamed Selina. 

“No, Burke the Slogger, your ladyship I” 

“My first husband I” said Lady Selina, sinking on her 
knees. “Just Heaven, I thank thee 1” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The morning of the seventeenth dawned brightly over 
Sloperton. “A fine day for the wedding,” said the sexton 
to Swipes, the butler of Sloperton Grange. I'he aged 
retainer shook his head sadly. “Alas! there’s no trusting 
in signs!” he continued. "Seventy-five years ago, on a 

day like this, my young mistress”-but he was cut short 

by the appearance of a stranger. 

“I would see Sir Edgardo,” said the new-comer im¬ 
patiently. 

The bridegroom, who, with the rest of the wcd3ing-train, 
was about stepping into the carriage to proceed to the 
parish church, drew the stranger aside. 

“It’s done 1” said the stranger, in a hoarse whisper. 

“Ah! and you buried her?” 

“ With the others ! ” 

“ Enough. No more at present. Meet me after the 
ceremony, and you shall have your reward.” 

l‘he stranger shuffled away, and Edgardo returned to his 
bride. “A trifling matter of business I had forgotten, my 
dear Selina ; let us proceed.” And the young man pressed 
the timid hand of his blushing bride as he handed her into 
the carriage. The cavalcade rode out of the courtyard. 
At the same moment, the deep bell on Guy’s Keep tolled 
ominously. 


CHAPTER VII. 

Scarcely had the wedding-train left the Grange, than 
Alice Sedilia, youngest daughter of Lady Selina, made her 
escape from the western tower, owing to a lack of watch¬ 
fulness on the part of Clarissa. The innocent child, freed 

VOL. V. z 
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from restraint, rambled through the lonely corridors, and 
finally, opening a door, found herself in her mother’s 
boudoir. For some lime she amused herself by examining 
the various ornaments and elegant trifles with which it was 
filled. Then, in pursuance of a childish freak, she dressed 
herself in her mother’s laces and ribbons. In this occupa¬ 
tion she chanced to touch a peg which proved to be a 
spring that opened a secret panel in the wall. Alice uttered 
a cry of delight as she noticed what, to her childish fancy, 
appeared to be the slow-match of a firework. Taking a 
lucifer match in her hand she approached the fuse. She 
hesitated a moment What would her mother and her 
nurse say ? 

Suddenly the ringing of the chimes of Sloperton parish 
church met her ear. Alice knew that the sound signified 
that the marriage-parly had entered the church, and that 
she was secure from interruption. With a childish smile 
upon her lips, Alice Sedilia touched oflf the slow-match. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

At exactly two o’clock on the seventeenth, Rupert Sedilia, 
wlio had just returned from India, was thoughtfully de¬ 
scending the hill toward Sloperton manor. “ If I can 
prove that my aunt, Lady Selina, was married before my 
father died, 1 can establish my claim to Sloperton Grange,” 
he uttered, half aloud. He paused, for a sudden trembling 
of the earth beneath his feet, and a terrific explosion, as of 
a park of artillery, arrested his progress. At the same 
moment he beheld a dense cloud of smoke envelope the 
churchyard of Sloperton, and the western tower of the 
Grange seemed to be lifted bodily from its foundation. 
The air seemed filled with falling fragments, and two dark 
objects struck the earth close at his feet Rupert picked 
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them up. One seemed to be a heavy volume bound in 
brass. 

A cry burst from his lips. 

♦‘The Parish Records.” He opened the volume hastily. 
It contained the marriage of Lady Selina to “Burke tlie 
Slogger.” 

The second object proved to be a piece of parchment. 
He tore it open with trembling fingers. It was the missing 
will of Sir James Sedilia I 


CH.\PTER IX. 

When the bells again rang on tiie new parish church of 
Sloperton it was for the marriage of Sir Rupert Sedilia and 
his cousin, the only remaining members of the family. 

Five more ghosts vvere added to the supernatural popu¬ 
lation of Sloperton Grange. Perhaps this was the reason 
wliy Sir Rupert sold the property shortly afterward, and 
that for many years a dark shadow seemed to hang over 
the ruins of Sloperton Grange. 
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CHAPTER I. 

SHOWING THE QUALITY OF THE CUSTOMERS OF THE 

INNKEEPER OF PROVINS. 

Twenty years after, the gigantic innkeeper of Provins 
stood looking at a cloud of dust on the highway. 

This cloud of dust betokened the approach of a traveller. 
Travellers had been rare that season on the highway 
between Paris and Provins. 

The he.'irt of the innkeeper rejoiced. Turning to Dame 
Perigord, his wife, he said, stroking his white apron— 

** St. Denis! make haste and spread the cloth. Add a 
bottle of Charlevoix to the table. This traveller, who rides 
so fast, by his pace must be a Monseigneur.” 

Truly the traveller, clad in the uniform of a musketeer, 
as he drew up to the door of the hostelry, did not seem to 
have spared his horse. Throwing his reins to the landlord, 
he leaped lightly to the ground. He was a young man ot 
four-and-twenty, and spoke with a slight Gascon accent. 

“ I am hungry, Morblcu / I wish to dine 1 ” 

The gigantic innkeeper bowed and led the way to a neat 
apartment, where a table stood covered with tempting 
viands. The musketeer at once set to work. Fowls, fish, 
and p&th disappeared before him, Perigord sighed as 
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he witnessed the devastations. Only once the stranger 
paused. 

“Wine!” Perigord brought wine. The stranger drank 
a dozen bottles. Finally he rose to depart Turning to 
the expectant landlord, he said— 

“ Charge it” 

“To whom, your highness? ” said Perigord anxious’y. 

“ To his Eminence I ” 

“ Mazarin I ” ejaculated the innkeeper. 

“The same. Bring me my horse,” and the musketeer, 
remounting his favourite animal, rode away. 

The innkeeper slowly turned back into the inn. Scarcely 
had he reached the courtyard before the clatter of hoofs 
again called him to the doorway. A young musketeer of 
a light and graceful figure rode up. 

Parbleuy my dear Perigord, I am famishing. What 
have you got for dinner?” 

“Venison, capons, larks, and pigeons, your excellency,” 
replied the obsequious landlord, bowing to the ground. 

“ Enough I ” The young musketeer dismounted and 
entered the inn. Seating himself at the table replenished 
by the careful Perigord, he speedily swept it as clean as 
the first comer. 

“ Some wine, my brave Perigord,” said the graceful 
young musketeer, as soon as he could find utterance. 

Perigord brought three dozen of Charlevoix. The young 
man emptied them almost at a draught. 

“ By-by, Perigord,” he said lightly, waving his hand, as, 
preceding the astonished landlord, he slowly withdrew. 

“ But, your highness,—the bill,” said the astounded 
Perigord. 

“ Ah, the bill. Charge it 1 ” 

“To whom?” 

“ The Queen ! ” 
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“What, Madame?” 

“The same. Adieu, my good Perigord.” And the 
graceful stranger rode away. An interval of quiet suc¬ 
ceeded, in which the innkeeper gazed wofully at his wife. 
Suddenly he wa.s startled by a clatter of hoofs, and an 
aristocratic figure stood in the doorway. 

“ Ah,” said the courtier good-naturedly. “ What, do my 
eyes deceive me? No, it is the festive and luxurious 
Perigord. Perigord, listen. I famisli. I languish I 
would dine.” 

Tile innkeeper again covered the table with viands. 
Again it was swept clean as the fields of Egypt before the 
miraculous swarm of locusts. The stranger looked up. 

“ Bring me another fowl, my Perigord.” 

“Impossible, your excellency; the larder is stripped 
clean.” * 

“ Another flitch of bacon, then.” 

“Impossible, your highness; there is no more.” 

Well, then, wine I ” 

The landlord brought one hundred and forty-four bottles. 
The courtier drank them all 

“ One may drink if one cannot eat,” said the aristocratic 
stranger good-humouredly. 

The innkeeper shuddered. 

The guest rose to depart The innkeeper came slowly 
forward with his bill, to which he had covertly added the 
losses which he had suffered from the previous stran<^ers. 

“Ah, the bill. Charge it.” 

" Charge it! to whom ? ” 

“ To the King," said the guest 

“ What 1 his Majesty ? ” 

“Certainly. Farewell, Perigord.” 

The innkeeper groaned. Then he went out and took 
down his sign. Then remarked to his wife_ 
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“I am a plain man, and don’t understand politics. It 
seems, however, that the country is in a troubled state. 
Between his Eminence the Cardinal, his Majesty the King, 
and her Majesty the Queen, I am a ruined man.” 

“Stay,” said Dame Perigord, “ I have an idea.” 

“ And that is ”- 

“ Become yourself a musketeer.” 


CHAPTER II. 

THE COMBAT. 

On leaving Provins the first musketeer proceeded to Nangis, 
where he was reinforced by thirty-three followers. Hie 
second musketeer, arriving at Nangis at the same moment, 
])laced himself at the head of thirty-three more. The 
third guest of the landlord of Provins arrived at Nangis 
in time to assemble together thirty three other musketeers. 
The first stranger led the troops of his Eminence. 

The second led the troops of the Queen. 

The third led the troops of the King. 

The fight commenced. It raged terribly for seven hours. 
The first musketeer killed thirty of the Queen’s troops. 
The second musketeer killed thirty of the King’s troops. 
The third musketeer killed thirty of his Eminence’s troops. 

By this time it will be perceived the number of mus¬ 
keteers had been narrowed down to four on each side. 

Naturally the three principal warriors approached each 
other. 

They simultaneously uttered a cry. 

“ Aramis!" 

“Athos!” 

“ D’Artagnan I ” 

They fell into each other’s arms. 
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“And it seems that we are fighting against each other, 
my children,” said the Count de la Fere, mournfully. 

“How singular!” exclaimed Aramis and D’Artagnan. 

“ Let us stop this fratricidal warfare,” said Athos. 

“We will!” they exclaimed together. 

“But how to disband our followers?’^ queried D’Ar¬ 
tagnan. 

Aramis winked. They understood each other. “Let us 
cut ’em down ! ” 

They cut ’em down. Aramis killed three. D’Artagnan 
three. Athos three. 

The friends again embraced. “ How like old times,” 
said Aramis. “ How touching ! ” exclaimed the serious and 
philosophic Count de la Fere. 

1 he galloping of hoofs caused them to withdraw from each 
other’s embraces. A gigantic figure rapidly approached. 

“ The innkeeper of Provins I ” they cried, drawing their 
swords. 

“ Perigord, down with him ! ” shouted D’Artagnan. 

“ Stay,” said Athos. 

The gigantic figure was beside them. He uttered a cry. 

“ Athos, Aramis, D’Artagnan ! ” 

“ Porthos I ” exclaimed the astonished trio. 

“The same.” They all fell in each other’s arms. 

The Count de la Fere slowly raised his hands to Heaven. 
“ Bless you I Bless us, my children 1 However different 
our opinions may be in regard to politics, we have but one 
opinion in regard to our own merits. Where can you find 
a better man than Aramis?” 

“Than Porthos?” said Aramis. 

“ Than D’Artagnan ? ” said Porthos. 

“Than Athos?” said D’Artagnan. 
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CHAPTER Iir. 

SHOWING HOW THE KING OF FRANCE WENT UP A 

LADDER. 

The King descended into the garden. Proceeding cau- 
tiously along the terraced walk, he came to the wall imme¬ 
diately below the windows of Madame. To the left were 
two windows, concealed by vines. 'I'hcy oi)cned into the 
apartments of La Vallicre. 

The King sighed. 

"It is about nineteen feet to that window,” said the King. 
" If I had a ladder about nineteen feet long, it would reach 
to that window. This is logic.” 

Suddenly the King stumbled over something. “ St. 
Denis I” he exclaimed, looking down. It was a ladder, 
just nineteen feet long. 

The King placed it against the wall. In so doing, he 
fixed the lower end upon the abdomen of a man who lay con¬ 
cealed by the wall. 'I he man did not utter a cry or wince. 
The King suspected nothing. He ascended the ladder. 

The ladder was too short Louis the Grand was not a 
tall man. He was still two feet below the window. 

" Dear me! ” said the King. 

Suddenly the ladder was lifted two feet from below. 
This enabled the King to leap in the window. At the 
farther end of the apartment stood a young girl, with red 
hair and a lame leg. She was trembling with emotion. 

“ Louise! ” 

"The King!” 

"Ah, my God, mademoiselle” 

“ Ah, my God, sire” 

But a low knock at the door interrupted the lovers. The 
King uttered a cry of rage; Louise one of despair. 
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The door opened and D’Arlagnan entered. 

“ Good evening, sire,” said the musketeer. 

The King touched a bell. Porthos appeared in the 
doorway. 

“Good evening, sire.” 

“ Arrest M. D’Artagnan.” 

Porthos looked at D’Artagnan, and did not move. 

The King almost turned purple with rage. He again 
touched the bell. Athos entered. 

“ Count, arrest Porthos and D’Artagnan.” 

The Count de la Fere glanced at Porthos and D’Artagnan, 
and smiled sweetly. 

“ Sacre ! Where is Aramis ? ” said the King violently. 

“ Here, sire,” and Aramis entered. 

“Arrest Athos, Porthos, and D’Artagnan.” 

Aramis bowed and folded his arms. 

“ Arrest yourself! ” 

Aramis did not move. 

The King shuddered and turned pale. “ Am I not King 
of France? ” 

“Assuredly, sire, but we are also severally, Porthos, 
Aramis, D’Artagnan, and Athos.” 

“ Ah !” said the King. 

“ Yes, sire.” 

“ What does this mean ? ” 

“ It means, your Majesty,” said Aramis, stepping forward, 
“ that your conduct as a married man is highly improper. 
I am an Abb^, and I object to these improprieties. My 
friends here, D’Arlagnan, Athos, and Porthos, pure-minded 
young men, are also terribly shocked. Observe, sire, how 
they blush ! ” 

Athos, Porthos, and D’Artagnan blushed. 

“ Ah,” said the King thoughtfully. “ You teach me a 
lesson. You are devoted and noble young gentlemen, but 
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your only weakness is your excessive modesty. From this 
moment I make you all Marsljals and Dukes, with the 
exception of Aramis. 

“ And me, sire ? ” said Aramis. 

You shall be an Archbishop I ” 

The four friends looked up and then rushed into eacli 
other’s arms. The King embraced Louise de la Valliere, 
by way of keeping them company. A pause ensued. At 
last Athos spoke— 

Swear, my children, that, next to yourselves, you will 
respect—the King of France; and remember that ‘ Forty 
years after’ we will meet again.” 



( 3^4 ) 


BY CH—L—TTE BR—NTE. 


CHAPTER I. 

My earliest impressions are of a huge, misshapen roc^ 
against which the hoarse waves beat unceasingly.^ On this 
rock three pelicans are standing in a defiant attitude. A 
dark sky lowers in the background, while two sea-gulls and 
a gigantic cormorant eye with extreme disfavour the floating 
corpse of a drowned woman in the foreground. A few 
bracelets, coral necklaces, and other articles of jewellery, 
scattered around loosely, complete this remarkable picture. 

It is one which, in some vague, unconscious way, 
symbolises, to my fancy, the character of a man. I have 
never been able to explain exactly why. I think I must 
have seen the picture in some illustrated volume when a 
baby, or my mother may have dreamed it before I was 

born. 

As a child I was not handsome. When I consulted the 
triangular bit of looking-glass which I always carried with 
me, it showed a pale, sandy, and freckled face, shaded by 
locks like the colour of seaweed when the sun strikes it in 
deep water. My eyes were said to be indistinctive; they 
were a faint, ashen gray; but above them rose—my only 
beauty—a high, massive, domelike forehead, mth polished 
temples, like door-knobs of the purest porcelain. 
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Our family was a family of governesses. My mother 
had been one, and my sisters had the same occupation. 
Consequently, when, at the age of thirteen, my eldest sister 
handed me the advertisement of Mr. Rawjesier, clipped 
from that day’s Tinus, I accepted it as my destiny. Never¬ 
theless, a mysterious presentiment of an indefinite future 
haunted me in my dreams that night, as I lay upon my 
little snow-white bed. The next morning, with two band- 
boxes lied up in silk handkerchiefs, and a hair trunk, I 
turned my back upon Minerva Cottage for ever. 


CHAPTER II. 

Blunderdore Hall, the scat of James Rawjestcr, Esq., 
was encompassed by dark pines and funereal hemlocks on 
all sides. The wind sang weirdly in the turrets and moaned 
through the long-drawn avenues of the park. As I ap¬ 
proached the house I saw several mysterious figures flit 
before the windows, and a yell of demoniac laughter 
answered my summons at the bell. While I strove to 
repress my gloomy forebodings, the housekeeper, a timid, 
scared-looking old woman, showed me into the library. 

I entered, overcome with conflicting emotions. I was 
dressed in a narrow gown of dark serge, trimmed with 
black bugles. A thick green shawl was pinned across my 
breast My hands were encased with black half-mittens 
worked with steel beads; on my feel were large pattens, ori¬ 
ginally the property of my deceased grandmother. I carried 
a blue cotton umbrella. As I passed before a mirror I could 
not help glancing at it, nor could I disguise from myself 
the fact that I was not handsome. 

Drawing a chair into a recess, I sat down with folded 
liands, calmly awaiting the arrival of my master. Once or 
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twice a fearful yell rang through the house, or the rattling 
of chains, and curses uttered in a deep, manly voice, broke 
upon the oppressive stillness. I began to feel my soul 
rising with the emergency of the moment 

“You look alarmed, miss. You don’t hear anything, my 
dear, do you ? ” asked the housekeeper nervously. 

“Nothing whatever,” I remarked calmly, as a terrific 
scream, followed by the dragging of chairs and tables in 
tl^e room above, drowned for a moment my reply. It is 
the silence, on the contrary, which has made me foolishly 

nervous.” 

The housekeeper looked at me approvingly, and instantly 
made some tea for me. 

I drank seven cups ; as I was beginning the eighth, I 
lieard a crash, and the next moment a man leaped into the 
room through the broken window. 


CHAPTER III. 

The crash startled me from my self-control. The house¬ 
keeper bent toward me and whispered— 

“ Don’t be excited. It’s Mr. Rawjester,—lie prefers to 
come in sometimes in this way. It’s his playfulness, ha 1 

ha I ha!” 

“I perceive,” I said calmly. “It’s the unfettered impulse 
of a lofty soul breaking the tyrannising bonds of custom.” 
And I turned toward him. 

He had never once looked at me. He stood with his 
back to the fire, which set off the herculean breadth of his 
shoulders. His face was dark and expressive; his under 
jaw squarely formed, and remarkably heavy. I was struck 
with his remarkable likeness to a gorilla. 

As he absently tied the poker into hard knots with hU 
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nervous fingers, I watched him with some inleresu 
Suddenly he turned toward me— 

“Do you think I’m handsome, young woman?” 

“Not classically beautiful,” I returned calmly; “but yon 
have, if I may so express myself, an abstract manliness,— 
a sincere and wholesome barbarity which, involving as it 

docs the naturalness”-But I stopped, for he yawned at 

that moment,—an action which singularly developed the 
immense breadth of his lower jaw,—and I saw he had for¬ 
gotten me. Presently he turned to the housekeeper— 

“ Leave us.” 

The old woman withdrew with a curtsey. 

Mr. Rawjcster deliberately turned his back upon me and 
remained silent for twenty minutes. I drew my shawl the 
more closely around my shoulders and closed my eyes, 

“You are the governess?” at length he said. 

“lam, sir." 

“A creature who teaches geography, arithmetic, and the 
use of the globes—ha !—a wretched remnant of femininity,— 
a skimp pattern of girlhood with a premature flavour of tea- 
leaves and morality. Ugh! 

I bowed my head silently. 

“I-Uten to me, girl!” he said sternly; “this child you 
have come to teach—my ward—is not legitimate. She is 
the offspring of my mistress,—a common harlot. Ah I 
Miss Mix, what do you think of me now?” 

“I admire,”! replied calmly, “your sincerity. A mawkish 
regard for delicacy might have kept this disclosure to your¬ 
self. I only recognise in your frankness that perfect com¬ 
munity of thought and sentiment which should exist between 
original natures.” 

I looked up; he had already forgotten my presence, and 
was engaged In pulling off his boots and coat. This done, 
he sank down in an arm-chair before the fire, and ran the 
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poker wearily through his hair. I could not help pitying 
him. 

The wind howled dismally without, and the rain beat 
furiously against the windows. I crept toward him and 
seated myself on a low stool beside his chair. 

Presently he turned, without seeing me, and placed his 
foot absently in my lap. I affected not to notice it But 
he started and looked down. 

“You here yet—Carrothead? Ah, I forgot. Do you 
speak French?’* 

“ Out, Afonsieurr 

** Taisez-vous he said sharply, with singular purity of 
accent I complied. The wind moaned fearfully in the 
chimney, and the light burned dimly. I shuddered in spite 
of myself. “ Ah, you tremble, girl! ” 

“ It is a fearful night.” 

“ Fearful I Call you this fearful, ha I ha I ha I Look I 
you wetched little atom, look I” and he dashed fonvard, 
and leaping out of the window, stood like a statue in the 
pelting storm, with folded arms. He did not stay long, 
but in a few minutes returned by way of the hall chimney. 
I saw from the way that he wiped his feet o'h my dress that 
he had again forgotten my presence. 

“ You are a governess. What can you teach ? ’* he asked, 
suddenly and fiercely thrusting his face in mine. 

“ Manners 1 ” I replied calmly. 

“ Ha ! teach me/'* 

“ You mistake yourself," I saiil, adjusting my mittens. 
“ Your manners require not the artificial restraint of society, 
You are radically polite; this impetuosity and ferociousness 
is simply the sincerity which is the basis of a proper deport¬ 
ment Your instincts are moral; your better nature, I see, 
is religious. As St Paul justly remarks—see chap. 6, 8, 
g, and 10 ”—— 
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He seized a heavy candlestick, and threw it at me. I 
dodged it subnussively but firmly. 

“ Excuse me,” he remarked, as his under jaw slowly 
relaxed. “ Excuse me, Miss Mix—but I can’t stand St. 
Paul 1 Enough—you are engaged.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

I FOLLOWED the housekeeper as she led the way timidly to 
my room. As we passed into a dark hall in the wing, I 
noticed that it was closed by an iron gate with a grating. 
1 hree of the doors on the corridor were likewise grated. 
A strange noise, as of shuffling feel and the howling of 
infuriated animals, rang tlirough the hall. Bidding the 
housekeeper good-night, and taking the candle, I entered 
my bedchamber. 

I took off my dress, and putting on a yellow flannel 
nightgown, which I could not help feeling did not agree 
with my complexion, I composed myself to rest by reading 
"Blair’s Rhetoric” and "Paley’s Moral Philosophy." I 
had just put out the light, when I heard voices in the 
corridor. I listened attentively. I recognised Mr. Raw* 
jester’s stem tones. 

" Have you fed No. i ?” he asked. 

"Yes, sir,” said a gruff voice, apparently belonging to a 
domestic. 

"How's No. 2?" 

" She’s a little off her feed, just now, but will pick up 
in a day or two I ” 

"And No. 3?” 

" Perfectly furious, sir. Her tantrums are ungovernable ” 

"Hush I” 

The voices died away, and I sank into a fitful slumber. 

VOL. V. , * 
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I dreamed that I was wandering through a tropical 
forest Suddenly I saw the figure of a gorilla approaching 
me. As it neared me, I recognised the features of Mr. 
Rawjester. He held his hand to his side as if in pain. I 
saw that he had .been wounded. He recognised me and 
called me by name, but at the same moment the vision 
changed to an Ashantee village, where, around the fire, a 
group of negroes were dancing and participating in some wild 
Obi festival. I awoke with the strain still ringing in my 
ears. 

“ Hokcc-pokee wokee fum ! ” 

“Good Heavens I could I be dreaming? I heard the 
voice distinctly on the floor below, and smelt something 
burning. I arose, with an indistinct presentiment of evil, 
and hastily putting some cotton in my ears and tying a 
towel about my head, I wrapped myself in a shawl and 
rushed downstairs. The door of Mr. Rawjester's room 
was open. I entered. 

Mr. Rawjester lay apparently in a deep slumber, from 
which even the clouds of smoke that came from the burn¬ 
ing curtains of his bed could not rouse him. Around the 
room a large and powerful negress, scantily attired, with her 
head adorned with feathers, was dancing wildly, accom¬ 
panying h-rselfwith bone castanets. It looked like some 
terrible fdich. 

I did not lose my calmness. After firmly emptying the 
pitcher, basin, and slop-jar on the burning bed, I proceeded 
cautiously to the garden, and returning with the garden- 
engine, I directed a small stream at Mr. Rawjester. 

At my entrance the gigantic ne^ess fled. Mr. Raw¬ 
jester yawned and woke. I explained to him, as he rose 
dripping from the bed, the reason of my presence. He 
did not seem to be excited, alarmed, or discomposed. He 
gazed at me curiously. 
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“So you risked your life to save mine, eh? you canary* 
coloured teacher of infants.” 

I blushed modestly, and drew my shawl tightly over my 
yellow flannel nightgown. 

“You love me, Mary Jane,—don't deny it. This trem¬ 
bling shows it I” He drew me closely toward him, and 
said, with his deep voice tenderly modulated — 

“How's her pooty tootens,—did she get her’ittle tootens 
wet,—bess her?” 

I understood his allusion to my feet I glanced down 
and saw that in my hurry I had put on a pair of his old 
india-rubbers. My feet were not small or pretty, and the 
addition did not add to their beauty. 

“Let me go, sir,” I remarked quietly. “This is entirely 
improper; it sets a bad example for your child.” And I 
firmly but gently extricated myself from his grasp. I aj>- 
proached the door. He seemed for a moment buried in 
deep thought. 

“ You say this was a negress? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Humph, No. I, I suppose?” 

“Who is Number One, sir?” 

“My firsty' he remarked, with a significant and sarcastic 
smile. Then, relapsing into his old manner, he threw his 
boots at my head, and bade me begone. I withdrew calmly. 


CHAPTER V. 

Mv pupil was a bright little girl, who spoke French with 
a perfect accent. Her mother had been a French ballet- 
dancer, which probably accounted for it. Although she was 
only six years old, it was easy to perceive that she had been 
several times in love. She once said to me— 
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** Miss Mix, did you ever have the grande passion? Did 
you ever feel a fluttering here?’’ and she placed her hand 
upon her small chest, and sighed quaintly, kind of 
distaste for bonbons and caromcls^ when the world seemed as 
tasteless and hollow as a broken cordial drop.” 

“Then you have felt it, Nina?” I said quietly. 

“ Oh dear, yes. There was Buttons,—that was our page, 
you know,—I loved him dearly, but papa sent him away. 
Then there was Dick, the groom, but he laughed at me 
and I suffered misery 1 ” and she struck a tragic French 
attitude. “There is to be company here to morrow,” she 
added, rattling on with childish na'ivetiy “and papa's sweet¬ 
heart—Blanche Marabout—is to be Iiere. You know they 
say she is to be my mamma,” 

What thrill was this shot through me ? But I rose calmly, 
and administering a slight correction to the child, left the 
apartment 

Blunderbore House, for the next week, was the scene of 
gaiety and merriment That portion of the mansion closed 
with a grating was walled up, and the midnight shrieks no 
longer troubled me. 

But I felt more keenly the degradation of my situation. 
I was obliged to help Lady Blanche at her toilet and help 
lier to look beautiful. For what ? To captivate him ? 
Oh—no, no,—but why this sudden thrill and faintness? 
Did he really love her ? I liad seen him pinch and swear 
at her. But I reflected that he had thrown a candlestick 
at my head, and my foolish heart was reassured. 

It was a night of festivity, when a sudden message 
obliged Mr. Rawjester to leave his guests for a few hours. 
“Make yourselves merry, idiots,” he added, under his 

breath, as he passed me. The door closed and he was 
gone. 

An half-hour passed. In the midst of the dancing a 
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shriek was heard, and out of tlie swaying crowd of fainting 
women and excited men a wild figure strode into the room. 
One glance showed it to be a highwayman, heavily armed, 
holding a pistol in each hand. 

“ Let no one pass out of this room !” he said, in a voice 
of thunder. “The house is surrounded and you cannot 
escape. The first one who crosses yonder threshold will 
be shot like a dog. Gentlemen, I’ll trouble you to approach 
in single file, and hand me your purses and watches.” 

Finding resistance useless, the order was ungraciously 
obeyed. 

“ Now, ladies, please to pass up your jewellery and trinkets.” 

This order was still more ungraciously complied with. 
As Blanche handed to the bandit captain her bracelet, she 
endeavoured to conceal a diamond necklace, the gift of 
Mr. Rawjester, in her bosom. But, with a demoniac grin, 
the powerful brute tore it from its concealment, and 
administering a hearty box on the ear of the young girl, 
flung her aside. 

It was now my turn. With a beating heart I made my 
way to the robber chieftain, and sank at his feet. “ O sir, 
I am nothing but a poor governess, pray let me go." 

“O ho 1 A governess? Give me your last montli's 
wages, then. Give me what you have stolen from your 
master ! ” and he laughed fiendishly. 

1 gazed at hi^n quietly, and said, in a low voice: “ I 
have stolen nothing from you, Mr. Rawjester! ” 

“ Ah, discovered ! Hush 1 listen, girl I” he hissed, in a 
fierce whisper, “ utter a syllable to frustrate my plans and 
you die; aid me, and "- But he was gone. 

In a few moments the party, with the exception of myself, 
were gagged and locked in the cellar. The next moment 
torches were applied to the rich hangings, and the house 
was in flames. I felt a strong hand seize me, and bear me 
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out in tlie open air and place me up on the hillside, where 
I could overlook the burning mansion. It was Mr. 
Rawjcster. 

“ Burn ! ” he said, as he shook his nst at the flames. 

Then sinking on his knees before me, he said hurriedly_ 

“ hfary Jane, I love you ; the obstacles to our union are 
or will be soon removed. In yonder mansion were confined 
my three crazy wives. One of them, as you know, 
attempted to kill me ! Ha ! this is vengeance ! But will 
you be mine ? ” 

I fell, without a word, upon his neck. 
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A I^AVAt OFF/CEh\ 

BY CAPTAIN M—RRY—T, R.S. 


CHAPTER I. 

Mv father was a north-country surgeon. He had retired, 
a widower, from her Majesty’s navy many years before, and 
had a small practice in his native village. When I was 
seven years old he employed me to carry medicines to his 
patients. Being of a lively disposition, I sometimes amused 
myself, during my daily rounds, by mixing the contents of 
the different phials. Although I had no reason to doubt 
that the general result of this practice was beneficial, yet, 
as the death of a consumptive curate followed the addition 
of a strong mercurial lotion to his expectorant, my father 
concluded to withdraw me from the profession and send 
me to school 

Grubbins, the schoolmaster, was a tyrant, and it was not 
long before my impetuous and self-willed nature rebelled 
against his authority. I soon began to form plans of 
revenge. In this I was assisted by Tom SnafHe,—a school¬ 
fellow. One day Tom suggested— 

“Suppose we blow him up. I’ve got two pounds of 
powder I” 

“ No, that’s too noisy,” I replied. 

Tom was silent for a minute, and again spoke— 
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“ You remember how you flattened out the curate, Pills 1 
Couldn’t you give Grubbins something—something to make 
him leathery sick—eh?” 

A flash of inspiration crossed my mind. I went to the 
shop of the village apothecary. He knew me; I had often 
purchased vitriol, which I poured into Grubbins’s inkstand 
to corrode his pens and burn up his coat-tail, on which he 
was in the habit of wiping them. I boldly asked for an 
ounce of cliloroform. The young apothecary winked and 
handed me the bottle. 

It was Grubbins’s custom to throw his handkerchief over 
his head, recline in his chair and take a short nap during 
recess. Watching my opportunity, as he dozed, I managed 
to slip his handkerchief from his face and substitute my 
own, moistened with chloroform. In a few minutes he was 
insensible. Tom and I then quickly shaved his head, 
beard, and eyebrows, blackened his face with a mixture of 
vitriol and burnt cork, .and fled. There was a row and 
scandal the next day. My father always excused me by 
asserting that Grubbins had got drunk,—but somehow 
found it convenient to procure me an appointment in her 
Majesty's navy at an early day. 


CHAPTER II. 

An official letter, with the Admiralty seal, informed me 
that I was expected to join H. M. ship Belcher, Captain 
Boltrope, at Portsmouth, without delay. In a few days I 
I)re5ented myself to a tall, stern-visaged man, who was 
slowly pacing the leeward side of the quarter-deck. As I 
touched my hat he eyed me sternly— 

“So ho! Another young suckling. The service is 
going to the devil. Nothing but babes in the cockpit and 
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grannies in the board. Boatswain’s male, pass the word 
for Mr. Cheek!” 

Mr. Cheek, the steward, appeared and touched his hat. 

“ Introduce Mr. Breezy to the young gentlemen. Stop! 
Where’s Mr. Swizzle?” 

“At the masthead, sir.” 

“Where’s Mr. Lankey?” 

“At the masthead, sir.” 

“Mr. Briggs?” 

“Masthead, too, sir.” 

“And the rest of the young gentlemen?” roared the 
enraged officer. 

“All masthead, sir.” 

“Ah!” said Captain Bollropc, as he smiled grimly, 
“ under the circumstances, Mr. Breezy, you had belter go 
to tlie masthead too.” 


CH.\PTER III. 

At the masthead 1 made the acquaintance of two youngsters 
of about my own age, one of whom informed me that he 
had been there three hundred and thirty-two days out of 
the year. 

“ In rough weather, when the old cock is out of sorts, 
you know, we never come down,” added a young gentle¬ 
man of nine years, with a dirk nearly as long as himself, 
who had been introduced to me as Mr. Briggs. “ By the 
way, Pills,” he continued, “how did you come to omit 
giving the captain a naval salute?” 

“ Why, I touched my hat,” I said innocently. 

“ Yes, but that isn’t enough, you know. That will do 
very well at otlier limes. He expects the naval salute 
when you first come on board—greeny! ” 
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I began to feel alarmed, and begged him to explain. 

“ Why, you see, after touching your hat, you should have 
touched him lightly with your forefinger in his waistcoat, 
so, and asked, ‘How’s his nibs?’—you see?” 

“ How’s his nibs?” I repeated. 

“ Exactly. He would have drawn back a little, and 
then you should have repeated the salute remarking, 
‘How’s his royal nibs?’ asking cautiously after his wife 
and family, and requesting to be introduced to the gunner’s 
daughter.” 

“The gunner’s daughter?” 

“ The same; you know she takes care of us young 
gentlemen; now don’t forget, Pillsy ! ” 

When we were called down to the deck I thought it a 
good chance to profit by this instruction. I approached 
Captain Boltrope and repeated the salute without consci¬ 
entiously omitting a single detail. He remained for a 
moment livid and speechless. At length he gasped 
out— 

“ Boatswain’s mate ? ” 

“If you please, sir,” I asked tremulously, “I should like 
to be introduced to the gunner’s daughter!” 

“Oh, very good, sir!” screamed Captain Boltrope, rub¬ 
bing his hands and absolutely capering about the deck with 
rage. “ Oh, d—n you I Of course you shall 1 Oh, ho I the 
gunner’s daughter I Oh, h—111 this is too much ! Boat¬ 
swain’s matel” Before I well knew where I was, I was 
seized, borne to an eight-pounder, tied upon it and 
flogged 1 
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CHAPTER IV. 

As we sat together in the cockpit, picking the weevils out 
of our biscuit, Briggs consoled me for my late mishap, 
adding that the “naval salute,” as a custom, seemed just 
then to be honoured more in the breach than the observ¬ 
ance. I joined in the hilarity occasioned by the witticism, 
and in a few moments we were all friends. Presently 
Swizzle turned to me— 

“We have just been planning how to confiscate a keg 
of claret, which Nips, the purser, keeps under his bunk. 
The old nipclieese lies there drunk half the day, and there’s 
no getting at it.” 

“ Let’s get beneath the state-room and bore tlirough the 
deck, and so tap it,” said Lankey. 

The proposition was received with a shout of applause. 
A long half-inch auger and bit was procured from Chips, 
the carpenter's male, and Swizzle, after a careful examina¬ 
tion of the timbers beneath the wardroom, commenced 
operations. The auger at last disappeared, when suddenly 
there was a slight disturbance on the deck above. Swizzle 
withdrew the auger hurriedly; from its point a few bright 
red drops trickled. 

“ Huzza! send her up again I” cried Lankey. 

The auger was again applied. This time a shriek was 
heard from the purser's cabin. Instantly the light was 
doused, and the party retreated hurriedly to the cockpit. 
A sound of snoring was heard as the sentry stuck his head 
into the door. “All right, sir,” he replied in answer to the 
voice’of the officer of the deck. 

The next morning we heard that Nips was in the 
surgeon's hands, with a bad wound in the fleshy part of his 
leg, and that the auger had not struck clareL 
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CHAPTER V. 

“ Now, Pills, you’ll have a chance to smell powder,” said 
Briggs as he entered the cockpit and buckled around his 
waist an enormous cutlass. “ We have just sighted a 
Frencli ship.” 

We went on deck. Captain Boltrope grinned as wc 
touched our hats. He hated the purser. “Come, young 
gentlemen, if you’re boring for French claret, yonder’s a 
good quality. Mind your con, sir,” he added, turning to 
the quartermaster, who was grinning. 

The ship was already cleared for action. The men, in 
their eagerness, had started the coffee from the tubs and 
filled them with shot Presently the Frenchman yawed, 
and a shot from a long thirty-two came skipping over the 
water. It killed the quartermaster and took off both of 
Lankey's legs. “Tell the purser our account is squared,” 
said the dying boy, with a feeble smile. 

The fight raged fiercely for two hours. I remember 
killing the French admiral, as we boarded, but on looking 
around for Briggs, after the smoke liad cleared away, I 
was intensely amused at witnessing the following novel 
sight — 

Briggs had pinned the French captain against the mast 
with his cutlass, and was now engaged, with all the hilarity 
of youth, in pulling the Captain’s coat-tails between his 
legs, in imitation of a dancing-jack. As the Frenchman 
lifted his legs and arms, at each jerk of Briggs’s, I could 
not help participating in the general mirth. 

“ You young devil, what are you doing ? ” said a stifled 
voice behind me. I looked up and beheld Captain Bolt- 
rope, endeavouring to calm his stern features, but the twitch¬ 
ing around his mouth betrayed his intense enjoyment of the 
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scene. “Go to the masthead—up with you, sir!" he re¬ 
peated sternly to Briggs. 

“Very good, sir,” said the boy, coolly preparing to 
mount the shrouds. “Good-bye, Johnny Crapaud. 
Humph!” he added, in a tone intended for my ear, “a 
pretty way to treat a hero. The service is going to the 
devil I ” 

I thought so too. 


CHAPTER VI. 

We were ordered to the West Indies. Although Captain 
Bollrope’s manner toward me was still severe, and even 
harsh, I understood that my name had been favourably 
mentioned in the despatches. 

Reader, were you ever at Jamaica ? If so, you remember 
the negresses, the oranges, Port Royal Tom—the yellow 
fever. After being two weeks at the station, I was taken 
sick of the fever. In a month I was delirious. During my 
paroxysms, I had a wild distempered dream of a stern face 
bending anxiously over my pillow, a rough hand smoothing 
my hair, and a kind voice saying — 

“ Bess his 'iitle heart! Did he have the nauglity fever?” 
This face seemed again changed to the well-known stern 
features of Captain Bohrope. 

When I was convalescent, a packet edged in black was 
put in my hand. It contained the news of my father’s death, 
and a sealed letter which he had requested to be given to 
me on his decease. I opened it tremblingly. It read 
thus — 

“ My DEAR Bov,—I regret to inform you that in all pro¬ 
bability you are not my son. Your mother, I am grieved 
to say, was a highly improper person. Who your father 
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may be, I really cannot say, but perhaps the Honourable 
Henry Boltrope, Captain R.N., may be able to inform you. 
Circumstances over which I have no control have deferred 
this important disclosure. 

“ Your Stricken Parent.” 

And so Captain Boltrope was my father. Heavens 1 
Was it a dream? I recalled his stem manner, his obser¬ 
vant eye, his ill-concealed uneasiness when in my presence. 
I longed to embrace him. Staggering to my feet, I rushed 
in my scanty apparel to the deck, where Captain Boltrope 
was just then engaged in receiving the Governor's wife and 
daughter. The ladies shrieked ; the youngest, a beautiful 
girl, blushed deeply. Heeding them not, I sank at his feet, 
and, embracing them, cried— 

“ My father ! ” 

“ Chuck him overboard ! ” roared Captain Boltrope. 

“Stay,” pleaded the soft voice of Clara Maitland, the 
Governor’s daughter. 

“ Shave his head! he’s a wretched lunatic ! ” continued 
Captain Boltrope, while his voice trembled with excite¬ 
ment 

“ No, let me nurse and take care of him,” said the lovely 
girl, blusliing as she spoke. “ Mamma, can’t we take him 
home?” 

The daughter’s pleading was not without effect. In the 
meantime I had fainted. When I recovered my senses I 
found myself in Governor Maitland’s mansion. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

The reader will guess what followed. I fell deeply in 
love with Clara Maitland, to whom I confided the secret of 
my birth. The generous girl asserted that she had detected 
the superiority of my manner at once. Wc plighted our 
troth, and resolved to wait upon events. 

Briggs called to see me a few days afterward. He said 
that the purser had insulted the whole cockpit, and all the 
midshipmen had called him ouL But he added thought¬ 
fully ; “ I don’t see how wc can arrange the duel. You see 
there are six of us to light him.” 

« Very easily,” I replied. “ Let your fellows all stand in 
a row, and take his fire; that, you see, gives him six 
chances to one, and he must be a bad shot if he can’t hit 
one of you; while, on the other hand, you see, he gets a 
volley from you six, and one of you’ll be certain to fetch 
him.” 

“Exactly;” and away Briggs went, but soon returned to 
say that the purser had declined,—“ like a d—d coward,” 
he added. 

But the news of the sudden and serious illness of Captain 
Boltrope put off the duel. I hastened to his bedside, but 
too late,—an hour previous he had given up the ghost 

I resolved to return to England. I made known the 
secret of my birth, and exhibited my adopted father’s letter 
to Lady Maitland, who at once suggested my marri.ige with 
her daughter, before I returned to claim the property. We 
were manied, and took our departure next day. 

I made no delay in posting at once, in company with my 
wife and my friend Briggs, to my native village. Judge of 
my horror and surprise when my late adopted father came 
out of his shop to welcome me. 
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*' Then you are not dead ! *’ I gasped 

“ No, my dear boy.” 

“And this letter ?” 

My father—as I must still call him—^glanced on the 
paper, and pronounced it a forgery. Briggs roared with 
laughter. I turned to him and demanded an explanation. 

“ Why, don't you see, Greeny, it’s all a joke,—a midship¬ 
man’s joke ! ” 

“ But ”-I asked. 

“ Don’t be a fool. You’ve got a good wife,—be 
satisfied.” 

I turned to Clara, and was satisfied. Although Mrs. 
Maitland never forgave me, the jolly old Governor laughed 
heartily over the joke, and so well used his influence that 
I soon became, dear reader. Admiral Breezy, K-C.B. 
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“ENTIRE.’' 

A MUSCULAR NOVEL, 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “SWORD AND CUN** 


CHAPTER I. 

“NEREI REPANDIROSTRUM INCURVICERVICUM FECUS.” 

A DiNGV, swash)', splashy afternoon in October; a school* 
yard filled with a mob of riotous boys. A lot of ua 
standing outside. 

Suddenly came a dull, crashing sound from the school¬ 
room. At the ominous interruption I shuddered involun¬ 
tarily, and called to Smiihsye— 

“ What’s up, Smithums ? ” 

“ Guy’s cleaning out the fourth form,” he replied. 

At the same moment George Ue Covcrly passed me, 
holding his nose, from whence the bright Norman blood 
streamed redly. To him the plebeian Smiihsye laugh¬ 
ingly— 

“Cully I how’s his nibs?” 

I pushed the door of the schoolroom open. There arc 
some spectacles which a man never forgets. The burning 
of Troy probably seemed a large-sized conflagration to the 

vot. V. * ® 
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pious ^Eneas, and made an impression on him which he 
carried away with the feeble Anchises. 

In the centre of the room, lightly brandishing the piston* 
rod of a steam-engine, stood Guy Heavystone alone. I 
say alone, for the pile of small boys on the floor in the 
corner could hardly be called company. 

I will try and sketch him for the reader. Guy Heavy* 
stone was then only fifteen. His broad, deep chest, his 
sinewy and quivering flank, his straight pastern, showed 
him to be a thorough-bred. Perhaps he was a trifle heavy 
in the fetlock, but he held his head haughtily erect His 
eyes were glittering but pitiless. There was a sternness 
about the lower part of his face,—the old Heavystone look, 
—a sternness, heightened, perhaps, by the snaffle-bit which, 
in one of his strange freaks, he wore in his mouth to curb 
his occasional ferocity. His dress was well adapted to 
his square-set and herculean frame. A striped knit under¬ 
shirt, close-fitting striped tights, and a few spangles set off 
his figure ; a neat Glengarry cap adorned his head. On it 
was displayed the Heavystone crest, a cock rrgardant on 
a dunghill or, and the motto, “Devil a better!” 

I thought of Horatius on the bridge, of Hector before 
the walls. I always make it a point to think of something 
classical at such times. 

He saw me, and his sternness partly relaxed. Something 
like a smile struggled through his grim lineaments. It 
was like looking on the Jungfrau after having seen Mont 
Blanc,—a trifle, only a trifle less sublime and awful. Rest¬ 
ing his hand lightly on the shoulder of the head-master, 
who shuddered and collapsed under his touch, he strode 
toward me. 

His walk was peculiar. You could not call it a stride. 
It was like the “ crest-tossing Bellerophon,”-r-a kind of 
prancing gait Guy Heavystone pranced toward me. 
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CHAPTER II. 

1 ord Lovci he stood at ilie gar<icn gate, 

A*combir>g his milk-white steed*’* 

It the winter of 186 — when I next met Guy Heavy- 
stone. He had left the University and had entered tlic 
7 gih “ Heavies.” “ I have exchanged the gown for the 
sword, you sec,” he said, grasping my hand, and fracturing 
the bones of my little finger, as he shook iu 

I gazed at him with unmixed admiration. He was 
squarer, sterner, and in every way smarter and more 
remarkable than ever. I began to feel toward this man as 
Phalaster felt towards Phyrgino, as somebody must have felt 
toward Archididasculus, as Boswell felt toward Johnson. 

“ Come into my den,” he said, and lifting me gently by 
(he seat of my pantaloons he carried me upstairs and 
deposited me, before I could apologise, on the sufx I 
looked around the room. It was a bachelor’s apartment, 
characteristically furnished in the taste of the projirielor, 
A few claymores and battleaxes were ranged against the 
wall, and a eulverin, captured by Sir Ralph Heavystone, 
occupied the corner, the other end of the room being taken 
up by a light battery. Foils, boxing-gloves, saddles, and 
hshing-polcs lay around carelessly. A small pile of billets- 
doux lay upon a silver salver. The man was not an 
anchorite, nor yet a Sir Galahad. 

I never could tell what Guy thought of women. “Poor 
little beasts,” he would often say when the conversation 
turned on any of his fresh conquests. Then, passing his 
hand over his marble brow, the old look of stern fixedness 
of purpose and unflinching severity would straighten the 
lines of his mouth, and he would mutter, half to himself, 
S’dcathl” 
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“Come with me to Heavystone Grange. The Exmoor 
Hounds throw off to-morrow. I’ll give you a mount,” he 
said, as he amused himself by rolling up a silver candle- 
stick between his 6ngers. “You shall have Cleopatra. 
But stay,” he added thoughtfully; “now I remember, I 
ordered Cleopatra to be shot this morning.” 

“ And why ? ” I queried. 

“ She threw her rider yesterday and fell on him ”- 

“ And killed him ? ” 

“ No. That’s the reason why I have ordered her to be 
shot I keep no animals that are not dangerous—I should 
deadly He hissed the last sentence between his 
teeth, and a gloomy frown descended over his calm brow. 

I affected to turn over the tradesmen's bills that lay on 
tlie table, for, like all of the Heavystone race, Guy seldom 
paid cash, and said— 

“ You remind me of the time when Leonidas ”- 

“ Oh, bother Leonidas and your classical allusions. 
Come ! ” 

We descended to dinner. 


CHAPTER III. 

He cariies weight, he rides a rarci 
’Tis for a thousand pound/* 

“ There is Flora Billingsgate, the greatest coquette and 
hardest rider in the country,” said my companion, Ralph 
Mortmain, as we stood upon Dingleby Common before the 
meet. 

I looked up and beheld Guy Heavystone bending 
haughtily over the saddle, as he addressed a beautiful 
brunette. She was indeed a splendidly groomed and high- 
spirited woman. We were near enough to overhear the 
following conversation, which any high-toned reader will 
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recognise as the common and natural expression of the 
higher classes. 

“ When Diana takes the field the chase is not wholly 
confined to objects fera nafura,” said Guy, darting a sig¬ 
nificant glance at his companion. Flora did not shrink either 
from the glance or the meaning implied in the sarcasm. 

“ If I were looking for an Endymion, now”— she said 
archly, as she playfully cantered over a few hounds and 
leaped a five-barred gate. 

Guy whispered a few words, inaudible to the rest of the 
party, and curvetting slightly, cleverly cleared two of the 
huntsmen in a flying leap, galloped up the front steps of 
the mansion, and dashing at full speed through the hall 
leaped through the drawing-room window and rejoined me, 
languidly, on the lawn. 

“ Be careful of Flora Billingsgate,” he said to me, in low 
stern tones, while his pitiless eye shot a baleful fire. 
** Gardez vous / ” 

“ Gnothi seauten" I replied calmly, not wishing to appear 
to be behind him in perception or verbal felicity. 

Guy started off in high spirits. He was well carriecL 
He and the first whip, a ten-stone man, were head and 
head at the last fence, while the hounds were rolling over 
their fox a hundred yards farther in the open. 

But an unexpected circumstance occurred. Coming 
back, his chestnut mare refused a ten-foot wall. She 
reared and fell backward. Again he led her up to it 
lightly; again she refused, falling heavily from the coping. 
Guy started to his feet. The old pitiless fire shone in his 
eyes; the old stern look settled around his mouth. Seizing 
the mare by the tail and mane he threw her over the wall 
She landed twenty feet on the other side, erect and trem¬ 
bling. Liglitly leaping the same obstacle himself, he 
remounted her. She did not refuse the wall the next time. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

“ He holds him by his glilteiing eye.” 

Guy was in the North of Ireland, cock-shooting. So 
Ralph Mortmain told me, and also that the match between 
Mary Brandagee and Guy liad been broken off by Flora 
Billingsgate. “ I don’t like those Billingsgates,” said Ralph, 

“ they’re a bad stock. Her father, Smilhfield de Billings¬ 
gate, had an unpleasant way of turning up the knave from 
the bottom of the pack. But nous verrons ; let us go and 
see Guy.” 

The next morning we started for Fin-ma-Coul’s Crossing, 
When I reached the shooting-box, where Guy was enter* 
taining a select company of friends, Flora Billingsgate 
greeted me with a saucy smile. 

Guy was even squarer and sterner than ever. His gusts 
of passion were more frequent, and it was with difficulty 
that he could keep an able-bodied servant in his family. 
His present retainers were more or less maimed from 
exposure to the fury of their master. There was a strange 
cynicism, a cutting sarcasm in his address, piercing through 
his polished manner. I thought ofTimon, &c., &c. 

One evening, we were silting over our Chambertin, after 
a hard day’s work, and Guy was listlessly turning over 
some letters, when suddenly he uttered a cry. Did yoil 
ever hear the trumpeting of a wounded elephant ? It was 
like that. 

I looked at him with consternation. He was glancing 
at a letter which he held at arm's length, and snorting, as 
it were, at it as he gazed. The lower part of his face was 
stern, but not as rigid as usual. He was slowly grinding 
between his teeth the fragments of the glass he had just 
been drinking from. Suddenly he seized one of hii ser? 
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vants, and forcing the wretch upon his knees, exclaimed, 
with the roar of a ticrer— 

“ Dog ! wliy was this kept from me ? ” 

“Why, please sir, Miss Flora said as how it was a 
reconciliation from Miss Brandagee, and it was to be kept 
from you wliere you would not be likely to see it,—and— 
and ”- 

“Speak, dog ! and you ”- 

“ I put it among your bills, sir !" 

With a groan, like distant thunder, Guy fell swooning 
to the floor. 

lie soon recovered, for the next moment a servant came 
rushing into the room with tlie information that a number 
of tlie ingenuous peasantry of the neighbourhood were 
about to indulge tliat evening in the national pastime of 
burning a farmhouse and shooting a landlord. Guy smiled 
a fearful smile, without, however, altering his stern and 
pitiless expression. 

“ Let them come,” he said calmly; “ I feel like entertain* 
ing company.” 

We barricaded the doors and windows, and then chose 
our arms from the armoury. Guy’s choice was a singular 
one : it was a landing net with a long handle, and a sharp 
cavalry sabre. 

We were not destined to remain long in ignorance of its 
use. A howl was heard from without, and a parly of fifty 
or sixty armed men precipitated tlicmsclvcs against the 
door. 

Suddenly the window opened. With the rapidity of 
lightning, Guy Heavystone cast the net over the head of 
the ringleader, ejaculated ** Haht/'* and with a back stroke 
of his cavalry sabre severed the member from its trunk, 
and drawing the net back again, cast the gory head upon 
the floor, saying quietly— 
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A«ain the net was cast, the steel flashed, the net was 
withdrawn, and an ominous “Two!’* accompanied the 

head as it rolled on the floor. , , , ,, 

“ Do you remember what Pliny says of the gladiator ? 

said Guy, calmly wiping his sabre. “ How graphic is that 
passage commencing ^ Inter nos, 6^^.”' The sport con¬ 
tinued until the heads of twenty desperadoes had been 
gathered in. The rest seemed inclined to disperse. Guy 
incautiously showed himself at the door ; a ringing shot 
was heard, and he staggered back, pierced through the 
heart. Grasping the door-post in the last unconscious 
throes of his mighty frame, the whole side of the house 
yielded to that earthquake tremor, and we had barely time 
to escape before the whole building fell in ruins. I thought 
of Samson, the Giant Judge, &c., &c, ; but all was over. 

Guy Heavystone had died as he had lived,— hard. 
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OR, 

THE SMOKER REFORMED, 
BY T. S. A—TH—R. 


CHAPTER I. 

One cigar a day I” said Judge Boompointcr. 

“One cigar a day I" repealed John Jenkins, as with 
trepidation he dropped his half-consumed cigar under his 
work-bench. 

“One cigar a day is three cents a day/' remarked Judge 
Boompoinler gravely; “ and do you know, sir, what one 
cigar a day, or three cents a day, amounts to in the course 

of four years?” 

John Jenkins, in his boyhood, had attended the village 
school, and possessed considerable arithmetical ability. 
Taking up a shingle which lay upon his work-bench, and 
producing a piece of chalk, with a feeling of conscious pride 
he made an exhaustive calculation. 

“ Exactly forty-three dollars and eighty cents,” he replied, 
wiping the perspiration from his heated brow, while his face 

flushed with honest enthusiasm. 

“ Well, sir, if you saved three cents a day, instead of 
wasting it, you would now be the possessor of a new suit of 
clothes, an illustrated Family Bible, a pew in the church, a 
complete set of Patent Office Reports, a hymn-book, and a 
paid subscription to ‘Arthur's Home Magazine,’ which 
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could be purchased for exactly forty-three dollars and eighty 
cents; and,” added the Judge, with increasing sternness, “ if 
you calculate leap-year, which you seem to have strangely 
omitted, you have three cents more, sir; three cents more! 
What would that buy you, sir?” 

“A cigar,” suggested John Jenkins; but, colouring again 
deeply, he hid his face. 

“No, sir,” said the Judge, with a sweet smile of bene¬ 
volence stealing over his stern features ; “ properly invested, 
it would buy you that which passeth all price. Dropped 
into the missionary-box, who can tell what heathen, now 
idly and joyously wantoning in nakedness and sin, might 
be brought to a sense of his miserable condition, and 
made, through that three cents, to feel the torments of the 
wicked ? " 

With these words the Judge retired, leaving John Jenkins 
buried in profound thought. “Three cents a day,” he 
muttered. “ In forty years I might be worth four hundred 
and thirty-eight dollars and ten cents,—and then I might 
marry Mary. Ah, Mary! ” The young carpenter sighed, 
and drawing a twenty-five cent daguerreotype from his 
vest-pocket, gazed long and fervidly upon the features of a 
young girl in book muslin and a coral necklace. Then, 
with a resolute expression, he carefully locked the door of 
his work-shop and departed. 

Alas 1 his good resolutions were too late. We trifle with 
the tide of fortune which too often nips us in the bud and 
casts the dark shadow of misfortune over the bright lexicon 
of youth ! That night the half-consumed fragment of John 
Jenkins’s cigar set fire to his work-shop and burned it up, 
together with all his tools and materials. There was no 
insurance. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE DOWNWARD PATH. 

“ Then you still persist in marrying Jolin Jenkins ?” queried 
Judge Boompointcr, as he playfully, with paternal familiarity, 
lifted the golden curls of the village belle, Mary Jones. 

“I do,” replied the fair young girl, in a low voice, that 
resembled rock candy in its saccharine firmness,—"Ido. 
He has promised to reform. Since he lost all his property 
by fire”- 

"The result of his pernicious habit, though he illogically 
persists in charging it to me,” interrupted the Judge. 

"Since then,” continued tlie young girl, "he has 
endeavoured to break himself off the habit. He tells me 
that he has substituted the stalks of the Indi.an ratan, the 
outer part of a leguminous plant called the smoking-bean, 
and the fragmentary and unconsumed remainder of cigars 
which occur at rare and uncertain intervals along the road, 
which, as he informs me, though deficient in quality and 
strength, are comparatively inexpensive.” And blushing 
at her own eloquence, the young girl hid her curls on the 
Judge’s arm. 

“Poor thing !*’muttered Judge Boompointcr. “Dare I 
tell her all ? Yet I must.” 

" I shall cling to him,” continued the young girl, rising 
with her theme, “as the young vine clings to some hoary 
ruin. Nay, nay, chide me not, Judge Boompointcr. I will 
marry John Jenkins !*' 

The Judge was evidently affected. Seating himself at 
the table, he wrote a few lines hurriedly upon a piece of 
paper, which he folded and placed in the fingers of the 
destined bride of John Jenkins, 
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“ Mary Jones,” said tlie Judge, with impressive earnest¬ 
ness, “take this trifle as a wedtling gift from one who 
respects your fidelity and trutl)fulness. At the altar let it 
be a reminder of me.” And covering his face hastily with 
a handkerchief, the stem and iron-willed man left the room. 
As the door closed, Mary unfolded the paper. It was an 
order on the corner grocery for three yards of flannel, a 
paper of needles, four pounds of soap, one pound of starch, 
and two boxes of matches 1 

“ Noble and thoughtful man ! ” was all Mary Jones could 
exclaim, as she hid her face in her hands and burst into a 
flood of tears. 

The bells of Cloverdale are ringing merrily. It is a 
wedding, “ How beautiful they look ! ” is the exclamation 
that passes from lip to lip, as Mary Jones, leaning timidly 
on the arm of John Jenkins, enters the church. But the 
bride is agitated, and the bridegroom betrays a feverish 
nervousness. As they stand in the vestibule, John Jenkins 
fumbles earnestly in his vest-pocket. Can it be the ring he 
is anxious about ? No. He draws a small brown substance 
from his pocket, and biting off a piece, hastily replaces the 
fragment and gazes furtively around. Surely no one saw 
him ? Alas I the eyes of two of that wedding party saw the 
fatal act. Judge Boompointer shook his head sternly. 
Mary Jones sighed and breathed a silent prayer. Her 
husband chewed I 


CH.VPTER III. AND LAST. 

*‘What1 more bread?” said John Jenkins gruffly. "YouVe 
always asking for money for bread. D—nation I Do 
you want to ruin me by your extravagance?” and as he 
uttered these words he drew from his pocket a bottle of 
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whisky, a pipe, and a paper of tobacco. Emptying the 
first at a draught, he threw the empty bottle at the head of 
his eldest boy, a youth of twelve summers. The missile 
struck the child full in the temple, and stretched him a 
lifeless corpse. Mrs. Jenkins, whom the reader will hardly 
recognise as the once gay and beautiful Mar)* Jones, raised 
tlie dead body of her son in her arms, and carefully placing 
the unfortunate youth beside the pump in the back-yard, 
returned with saddened step to the house. At another 
time, and in brighter days, she might have wept at the 
occurrence. She was past tears now. 

“Father, your conduct is reprehensible:” said little 
Harrison Jenkins, the youngest boy. “Where do you 
expect to go when you die?” 

“Ah 1” said John Jenkins fiercely; “this comes of 
giving children a liberal education ; this is the result of 
Sabbath schools. Down, viper!” 

A tumbler thrown from the same [larcntal fist laid out 
the youthful Harrison cold, 'i'he four other children 
had, in the meantime, gathered around the table with 
anxious expectancy. With a chuckle, the now changed and 
brutal John Jenkins produced four pipes, and filling them 
with tobacco, handed one to each of his offspring and bade 
them smoke. “It’s better than bread!” laughed the 
wretch hoarsely. 

Mary Jenkins, though of a patient nature, felt it her duty 
now to speak. “ I have borne much, John Jenkins,” she 
said. “ but I prefer that the children should not smoke. 
It is an unclean habit, and soils their clothes. 1 ask this 
as a special favour • ” 

John Jenkins hesitated,—the pangs of remorse began to 
seize him. 

“ Promise me this, John ! ” urged Mary upon her knees. 

“ 1 promise ! ” reluctantly answered John. 
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“ And you will put the money in a savings-banlt ? ” 

“ I will," repeated her husband ; “ and J’W give up 

smoking, too." 

“Tis well, John Jenkins!" said Judge Boompomter, 
appearing suddenly from behind the door, where he had 
been concealed during this interview. “Nobly said! my 
man. Cheer up ! I will see that the children are decently 
buried." The husband and wife fell into each other's arms. 
And Judge Boompointer, gazing upon the affecting spec 
lade, burst into tears. 

From that day John Jenkins was an altered man. 
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AFTE/! THE FREiS CH OF i^JCTOR HUGO. 


PROLOGUE. 

As long as llicre sliall exist ilirce paradoxes, .a moral Frenchman, A 
religious atheist, and a believing sceptic ; so long, in fact, as book* 
sellers shall wait—say twenty>five years—for a new gospel; so long as 
paper shall remain cheap and ink three ious a bottle, 1 have no hesiia* 
tion in saying that such books os these are not utterly profitless. 

Victor Hugo. 


I. 

'I o be good is to be queer. Wliat is a good man ? 
Bishop Myriel. 

My friend, you will possibly object to tliis. You will say 
you know what a good man is. Perhaps you will say your 
cicrg)Tnan is a good man, for instance. 

Bah ! you are mistaken ; you are an Englishman, and an 
Englishman is a beast. 

Englishmen think they arc moral when tliey are only 
serious. These Englishmen also wear ill-shaped hats, and 
dress horribly! 

Bah ! they are canatlU. 

Still, Bishop Myriel was a good man,—quite as good as 
you. Better than you, in fact 

One day NL Myriel was in Paris. This angel used to 
walk about the streets like any other man. He was not 
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prouO, though fine-looking. Well, three gamins de Paris 

called him bad names. Says one— 

“Ah, mon Dicul there goes a priest; look out for your 

eggs and chickens ! ” 

What did this good man do ? He called to them kindly. 

“ My children,” said he, “this is clearly not your fault 
1 recognise in this insult and irreverence only the fault of 
your immediate progenitors. Let us pray for your imme¬ 
diate progenitors.” 

They knelt down and prayed for titeir immediate pro¬ 
genitors. 

The effect was toucliing. 

The Bishop looked calmly around. 

“On reflection,” said he gravely, “ I was mistaken ; this 
is clearly the fault of Society. Let us pray for Society.” 

They knelt down and prayed for Society. 

The effect was sublimer yet. What do you think of 
that? You, I mean. 

Everybody remembers the story of the Bishop and 
Mother Nez Retroussd Old Mother Nez Retrouss^ sold 
asparagus. She was poor ; there’s a great deal of meaning 
in that word, my friend. Some people say “poor but 
honest.” I say, Bah 1 

Bishop Myriel bought six bunches of asparagus. This 
good man had one charming failing; he was fond of 
asparagus. He gave her a franc and received three sons 
change. 

The sous were bad,—counterfeit. What did this good 
Bishop do? He said : “ I should not have taken change 
from a poor woman.” 

'1 hen afterwards, to his housekeeper: “ Never take 
change from a poor woman.” 

Then he added to himself; “ For the sous will probably 
be bad.” 
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II. 

Whf.n a man commiis a crime, society claps him in 
prison. A prison is one of the worst hotels imaginable. 
The people there are low and vulgar. The butter is bad, 
the coffee is green. Ah, it is horrible ! 

In prison, as in a bad hotel, a man soon loses, not only 
his morals, but what is much worse to a Frenchman, his 
sense of refinement and delicacy. 

Jean Valjean came from prison with confused notions 
of Society. He forgot the modern peculiarities of hospi¬ 
tality. So lie walked off with the Bishop’s candlesticks. 

Let us conbider: candlesticks were stolen; that was 
evident Society put Jean Valjean in prison ; that was 
evident, loo. In prison. Society took away liis refinement; 
that is evident, likewise. 

Who is Society ? 

You and I arc Society. 

My friend, you and I stole those candlesticks 1 

III. 

Tub Bishop tliought so, too. lie meditated profoundly 
for six days. On the morning of the seventh he went to 
the Prefecture of Police. 

He said: '* Monsieur, have me arrested. I have stolen 
candlesticks.” 

The official was governed by the law of Society, and 
refused. 

What did this Bishop do ? 

He had a charming ball and chain made, affixed to his 
leg, and wore it the rest of his life. 

This is a fact I 

VOL. V. 2 c 
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IV. 

Love is a mystery. 

A little friend of mine down in the country, at Auvergne, 
said to me one day : “ Victor, Love is the world,—it con¬ 
tains everything.” 

She was only sixteen, this sharp-witted little girl, and a 
beautiful blonde. She thought everything of me. 

Famine was one of those women who do wrong in the 
most virtuous and touching manner. This is a peculiarity 
of French grisettes. 

You are an Englishman, and you don’t understand. 
Learn, my friend, learn. Come to Paris and improve your 
morals. 

Fantine was the soul of modesty. She always wore high- 
neck dresses. High-neck dresses are a sign of modesty. 

Fantine loved Tholmoyes. Why? My God I What 
are you to do ? It was the fault of her parents, and she 
hadn’t any. How shall you teach her ? You must teach 
the parent if you wish to educate the child, How would 
you become virtuous ? 

Teach your grandmother ! 


V. 

When Tholmoyes ran away from Fantine,—which was 
done in a charming, gentlemanly manner,—Fantine became 
convinced that a rigid sense of propriety might look upon 
her conduct as immoral She was a creature of sensitive¬ 
ness,—and her eyes were opened. 

She was virtuous still, and resolved to break off the liaison 
at once. 

So she put up her wardrobe and baby in a bundle. Child 
as she was, she loved them both. Then left Paris, 
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vr. 

Fantine’s native place had changed. 

M. Madeline—an angel, and inventor of jet-work—had 
been teaching the villagers how to make spurious jet. 

This is a progressive age. Those Americans,—children 
of the West,—they make nutmegs out of wood. 

I, myself, have seen hams made of pine, in the wigwams 
of those children of the forest. 

But civilisation has acquired deception too. Society is 
nude up of deception. Even the best French society. 

Still there was one sincere episode. 

Eh? 

The French Revolution ! 


vn. 

M. Madeline was, if anything, better than Myriel. 

M. Myriel was a saint. M. Madeline a good man. 

M. Myriel was dead. M. Madeline was living. 

That made all the difference. 

M. Madeline made virtue profitable. I have seen it 
written— 

“ Be virtuous and you will be happy." 

Where did 1 sec this written? In the modern Bible? 
No. In the Koran? No In Rousseau? No. Diderot? 
No. Where then? 

In a copy book. 


VIII. 

M. Madeline was M. le Mairc. 

This is how it came about. 

For a long lime he refused the honour. One day an old 
woman, standing on the steps, said— 
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“ Bah, a good mayor is a good thing. 

“ You are a good thing. 

“ Be a good mayor.” 

This woman was a rhetorician. She understood inductive 
ratiocination. 


IX. 

When this good Madeline, whom the reader will per¬ 
ceive must have been a former convict, and a very bad 
man, gave himself up to justice as the real Jean Valjean, 
about this same time, Fantine was turned away from the 
manufactory, and met with a number of losses from society. 
Society attacked her, and this is what she lost— 

First her lover. 

Then her child. 

Then her place. 

Then her hair. 

Then her teeth. 

Then her liberty. 

Then her life. 

What do you think of society after that ? I tell you the 
present social system is a humbug. 

X 

This is necessarily the end of Fantine. 

There are other things that will be stated in other vol¬ 
umes to follow. Don’t be alarmed; there are plenty of 
miserable people left 
A u revoir —my friencL 
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“ILa jFcmme.’* 

AFTER THE FRENCH OF M. MICHELET, 


I. 

WOMEN AS AN INSTITUTION. 

^‘Ip it were not for women, few of us would at present 
be in existence.” This is the remark of a cautious and 
discreet writer. He was also sagacious and intelligent 

Woman I Look upon her and admire her. Gaze upon 
her and love her. If she wishes to embrace you, permit 
her. Remember she is weak and you are strong. 

But don’t treat her unkindly. Don’t make love to 
another woman before her face, even if she be your wife. 
Don’t do it Always be polite, even should she fancy 
somebody belter than you. 

If your mother, my dear Amadis, had not fancied your 
father better than somebody, you might have been that 
somebody's son. Consider this. Always be a philosopher, 
even about women. 

Few men understand women. Frenchmen, perhaps, 
better than any one else. I am a Frenchman. 
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II. 

THE INFANT. 

She is a child —a little thing—an infant. 

She has a motlier and father. Let us suppose, for 
example, they are married. Let us be moral if we cannot 
be happy and free—they are married—perhaps—they love 
one another—who knows ? 

But she knows nothing of this; she is an infant—a small 
thing—a trifle ! 

Slie is not lovely at first It is cruel, perhaps, but she is 
red, and positively ugly. She feels this keenly and cries. 
She weeps. Ah, my God, how she weeps 1 Her cries and 
lamentations now are really distressing. 

Tears stream from her in floods. She feels deeply and 
copiously like M. Alphonse de Lamartine in his Confess 
sions. 

If you are her mother, Madame, you will fancy worms; 
you will examine her linen for pins, and what not Ah, 
hypocrite ! you, even^o//, misunderstand her. 

Yet she has charming natural impulses. See how she 
tosses her dimpled arms. She looks longingly at her 
mother. She has a language of her own. She says, *‘goo 
goo,” and “ ga ga,” 

She demands something—this infant I 

She is faint, poor thing. She famishes. She wishes to 
be restored. Restore her. Mother 1 

Jt is the first duty of a mother to restore her child i 
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IIL 

THE DOLL. 

She is liardly able to walk; she already totters under the 
weight of a dolL 

It is a charming and elegant affair. It has pink cheeks 
and purple-black hair. She prefers brunettes, for she has 
already, with the quick knowledge of a French infant, 
perceived she is a blonde, and that her doll cannot rival 
her. Mon DUu, how touching I Happy child! She 
spends hours in preparing its toilet. She begins to show 
her taste in the exquisite details of its dress. She loves it 
roadly, devotedly. She will prefer it to bonbons. She 
already anticipates the wealth of love she will hereafter 
pour out on her lover, her mother, her father, and finally, 
perhaps, her husband. 

This is the time the anxious parent will guide these first 
outpourings. She will read her extracts from Michelet's 
“L*Amour," Rousseau’s “Hdloise,” and the “Revue des 
deux Mondes.” 


IV. 

THE MUD PIE. 

She was in tears to-day. 

She had stolen away from her bonne and was w'ith some 
rustic infants. They had noses in the air, and large, coarse 
hands and feet 

They had seated themselves around a pool in the road, 
and were fashioning fantastic shapes in the clayey soil with 
their hands. Her throat swelled and her eyes sparkled 
with delight as, for the first time, her soft palms touched the 
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plastic mud. She made a graceful and lovely pie. She 
stuffed it with stones for almonds and plums. She forgot 
everything. It was being baked in the solar rays, when 
madame came and took her away. 

She weeps. It is night, and she is weeping still. 


V. 

THE EIRST LOVE. 

She no longer doubts her beauty. She is loved. 

Slie saw him secretly. He is vivacious and sprightly. 
He is famous. He has already had an affair with Finfin, 
llie jilU de diambrty and poor Finfin is desolate. He is 
noble. She knows he is the son of ^ladame la Baronne 
Coulurifere. She adores him. 

She affects not to notice him. Poor little thing 1 
Hippolyte is distracted—annihilated—inconsolable and 
charming. 

She admires his boots, his cravat, his little gloves—his 
exquisite pantaloons—his coat, and cane. 

She offers to run away with him. He is transported, but 
magnanimous. He is wearied, perhaps. She sees him the 
next day offering flowers to the daughter of Madame la 
Comlesse Blanchisseuse. 

She is again in tears. 

She reads “Paul et Virginic.” She is secretly transported. 
When she reads how the exemplary young woman laid 
down her life rather than appear en dkshabillh to her lover, 
she weeps again. Tasteful and virtuous Bemardine de St 
Pierre !—the daughters of France admire you ! 

All this time her doll is headless in th? cabinet The 
inud pie is broken on the road. 
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VI. 

THK WIFE. 

She is tired of loving and she marries. 

Her mother thinks it, on the whole, the best thing. As 
the day approaches, she is founii frequently in tears. Her 
mother will not permit the affianced one to see her, and lie 
makes several attempts to commit suicide. 

But something hap|>ens. Perhaps it is winter, and the 
water is cold. Perhaps there are not enough people 
present to witness his heroism. 

In this way her future husband is spared to her. The 
ways of Providence are indeed mysterious. At this time 
her mother will talk with her. She will offer philosophy. 
She will tell her she was married herself. 

But what is this new and ravishing light that breaks upon 
her? The toilet and wedding clothes ! She is in a new 
sphere. 

She makes out her list in her own charming writing. 
Here it is. Let every mother heed it* 

She is married. On the day after, she meets her old 
lover, Hippolyte. He is again transported. 


VII. 

HER OLD ACE. 

A Frenchwoman never grows old. 

* The delicate reader will appreciate the omission of certain article! 
for which English synonymes are forbidden. 
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Clje Dtoellcc of tbe CftceoftolD. 

BY SIR ED—D L—^IT—N B—LW—R. 


BOOK. I. 

THE PROMPTINGS OF THE IDEAL. 

It was noon. Sir Edward had stepped from his brougham 
and was proceeding on foot down the Strand. He was 
dressed with his usual faultless taste, but in alighting from 
his vehicle his foot had slipped, and a small round disk of 
conglomerated soil, which instantly appeared on his high 
arched instep, marred the harmonious glitter of his boots. 
Sir Edward was fastidious. Casting his eyes around, at a 
little distance he perceived the stand of a youthful boot- 
black. Thither he sauntered, and carelessly placing his 
foot on the low stool, he waited the application of the 
polisher’s art. “’Tis true," said Sir Edward to himself, 
yet half aloud, “ the contact of the Foul and the Disgusting 
mars the general effect of the Shiny and the Beautiful— 
and, yet, why am I here ? I repeat it, calmly and deliber- 
ately— why am I here? Hal Boy 1” 

The Boy looked up—his dark Italian eyes glanced 
intelligently at the Philosopher, and as with one hand he 
tossed back his glossy curls from his marble brow, and 
with the other he spread the equally glossy Day & Martin 
over the Baronet’s boot, he answered in deep, rich tones: 
«‘The Ideal is subjective to the Real The exercise of 
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apperception gives a distinctiveness to idiocracy, wliich is, 
however, subject to the limits of Me. You are an admirer 
of the Beautiful, sir. Yoy wish your boots blacked. The 
Beautiful is attainable by means of the Coin.” 

“Ah,” said Sir Edward thoughtfully, gazing upon the 
almost supernal beauty of the Child before him; “you speak 
well. You have read ‘Kant.'” 

The Boy blushed deeply. He drew a copy of “Kant” 
from his blouse, but in his confusion several other volumes 
dropped from his bosom on the ground. The Baronet 
picked them up. 

“Ahl” said the Piulosopher, “what’s this? ‘Cicero’s 
De Senectule,’ at your age, loo? ‘Martial’s Epigrams,’ 
‘ Caesar’s Commentaries.’ What! a classical scholar ? ” 

“E jduribus Unum. Nux vomica. Nil desperandum. 
Nihil fit!” said the Boy enthusiastically. The Philosopher 
gazed at the Child. A strange presence seemed to trans¬ 
fuse and possess him. Over the brow of the Boy glittered 
the pale nimbus of the Student 

“Ah, and ‘Schiller’s Robbers,’ too?” queried the 
Philosopher. 

“Das ist ausgcspielt,” said the Boy modestly. 

“Then you have read my translation of ‘Schiller's 
Ballads?’” continued the Baronet, with some show of 
interest. 

“I have, and infinitely prefer them to the original," said 
the Boy, with intellectual warmth. “ You have shown how 
in Actual life we strive for a Goal we cannot reach ; how 
in the Ideal the Goal is attainable, and there effort is 
victory. You have given us the Antithesis which is a key 
to the Rcn>aindcr, and consUntly balances before us the 
conditions of the Actual and the privileges of the Ideal" 

“My very words,” said the Baronet; “wonderful, won¬ 
derful!” and he gazed fondly at the Italian boy, who again 
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resumed his menial employment. Alas! the wings of the 
Ideal were folded. The Student had been absorbed in 
the Boy. ^ 

But Sir Edward’s boots were blacked, and lie turned to 
depart Placing his hand upon the clustering tendrils that 
surrounded the classic nob of the infant Italian, he said 
softly, like a strain of distant music— 

“ Boy, you have done well. Love the Good. Protect 
the Innocent Provide for the Indigent. Respect the 
Philosopher. , . . Stay! Can you tell me what is The 
True, The Beautiful, The Innocent, The Virtuous?” 

“Theyare things that commence with a capital letter,” 
said the Boy promptly. 

‘‘Enough 1 Respect everything that commences with a 
capital letter! Respect Me!” and dropping a halfpenny 
in the hand of the boy, he departed. 

The Boy gazed fixedly at the coin. A frightful and 
instantaneous change overspread his features. His noble 
brow was corrugated with baser lines of calculation. His 
black eye, serpent-like, glittered with suppressed passion. 
Drojiping upon his hands and feet, he crawled to the curb¬ 
stone and hissed after the retreating form of the Baronet, 
the single word — 

” Bilk! ” 


BOOK II. 

IN THE WORLD. 

“ Eleven years ago,” said Sir Edward to himself, as his 
brougham slowly rolled him toward the Committee Room; 
“just eleven years ago my natural son disappeared mysteri¬ 
ously. I have no doubt in the world but that this little 
bootblack is he. His mother died in Italy. He resembles 
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his mother very much. Perhaps I ought to provide for 
him. Shall I disclose myseli? No! no! Better he 
should taste the sweets of Labour. Penury ennobles the 
mind and kindles the Love of the Beautiful. I will act to 
him, not like a Father, not like a Guardian, not like a 
Friend—but like a Philosopher!” 

With these words, Sir Edward entered tlie Committee 
Room. His Secretary approached him. “Sir Edwartl, 
there are fears of a division in the House, and the Prime 
Minister has sent for you.” 

“I will be there," said Sir Edward, as he placed his 
hand on his chest and uttered a hollow cough ! 

No one who heard the Baronet that night, in his sarcastic 
and withering speech on the Drainage and Sewerage Bill, 
would have recognised the Lover of the Ideal and the 
Philosopher of the Beautiful. No one who listened to his 
eloquence would have dreamed of the Spartan resolution 
this iron man had taken in regartl to the Lost Boy—his 
own beloved Lionel. None I 

“A fine speech from Sir Edward to-night," said Lord 
Billingsgate, as arm-and-arm with the Premier, he entered 
his carriage. 

“ Yes ! but how dreadfully he coughs !" 

“Exactly. Dr. Bolus says his lungs are entirely gone • 
he breathes entirely by an effort of will, and altogether 
independent of pulmonary assistance." 

“ How strange 1” and the carriage rolled away. 
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BOOK III. 

THE DWELLER OF THE THRESHOLD. 

“ Adon Ai, appear! appear ! ” 

And as the Seer spoke, the awful Presence glided out 
of Nothingness, and sat, sphinx-like, at the feet of the 
Alchemist. 

“I am come 1” said the Thing. 

“ You should say, ‘ I have come,*—it’s better grammar,” 
said the Boy-Neophyte, thoughtfully accenting the substi¬ 
tuted expression. 

“Hush, rash Boy,” said the Seer sternly. “Would you 
oppose your feeble knowledge to tlie infinite intelligence 
of the Unmistakable? A word, and you are lost for ever.” 

The Boy breathed a silent prayer, and handing a sealed 
package to the Seer, begged him to hand it to his father 
in case of his premature decease. 

“You have sent for me,” hissed tlie Presence, “Behold 
me, Apokatharticon,—the Unpronounceable. In me all 
things exist that are not already co-existent. I am the 
Unattainable, the Intangible, the Cause, and the Effect. 
In me observe the Brahma of Mr. Emerson ; not only 
Brahma himself, but also the sacred musical composition 
rehearsed by the faithful Hindoo. I am the real Gyges, 
None others are genuine.” 

And the veiled Son of the Starbeam laid himself loosely 
about the room, and permeated Space generally. 

“ Unfathomable Mystery,” said the Rosicrucian in a low, 
sweet voice. “ Brave Child with the Vitreous Optic I 
Thou who pervadest all things and rubbest against us 
without abrasion of the cuticle. I command thee, speak I” 

And the misty, intangible, indefinite Presence spoke. 
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BOOK IV. 

MVSELF. 

After the events related in the last chapter, the reader 
will perceive that nothing was easier than to reconcile Sir 
Edward to his son Lionel, nor to resuscitate the beautiful 
Italian girl, who, it appears, was not dead, and to cause 
Sir Edward to many his first and boyish love, whom he 
had deserted. They were married in St. George's, Hanover 
Square. As the bridal party stood before the altar, Sir 
Edward, with a sweet, sad smile, said in quite his old 
manner— 

“The Sublime and Beautiful are the Real; the only 
Ideal is the Ridiculous and Homely. Let us always 
remember this. Let us through life endeavour to personify 
the virtues, and always begin 'cm with a capital letter. l>et 
us, whenever we can find an opportunity, deliver our senti¬ 
ments in the form of roundhand copies. Respect the 
Aged. Eschew Vulgarity. Admire Ourselves. Regard the 
Novelist” 
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BEING A NOVEL IN THE FRENCH PARAGRAPHIC 

STYLE. 

—Mademoiselle, I swear to you that I love you. 

—You who read these pages. You who turn your burn¬ 
ing eyes upon these words—words that I trace—Ali, 
Heaven ! the thought maddens me. 

—I will be calm. I will imitate the reserve of the festive 
Englishman, who wears a spotted handkerchief which he 
calls a Belchio^ who eats bifuk^ and caresses a bulldog. I 
will subdue myself like him. 

—Ha ! Poto*beer 1 All right—Goddam I 

—Or, I will conduct myself as the free-born American— 
the gay Brother Jonathan I I will whittle me a slick. I 
will whistle to myself “ Yankee Doodle,” and forget my 
passion in excessive expectoration. 

—Hoho 1—wake snakes and walk chalks. 

The world is divided into two great divisions,—Paris 
and the provinces. There is but one Paris. There are 
several provinces, among which may be numbered England, 
America, Russia, and Italy. 

N N. was a Parisian. 

But N N. did not live in Paris. Drop a Parisian in the 
provinces, and you drop a part of Paris with him. Drop 
him in Senegambia, and in three days he will give you an 
omelette souffiee^ or a ^&te de foie ^as, served by the neatest 
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of Senegambian whom he will call Mademoiselle, la 
three weeks he will give you an operx 

N N. was not dropped in Senegambia, but in San 
I'rancisco,—quite as awkward. 

They find gold in San Francisco, but ihey don’t under¬ 
stand gilding. 

N N. existed three years in this place. He became bald 
on the top of his head, as all Parisians do. Look down 
from your box at llie Opera Cotnique, Mademoiselle, and 
count the bald crowns of tiie fast young men in lire pit. 

—you tremble ! Tliey show where the arrows of love 
have struck and glanced off. 

N N. was almost near-sighted, as all Parisians finally 
become. This is a gallant provision of Nature to spare 
them the mortification of observing that their lady friends 
grow old. After a certain age every woman is handsome 
to a Parisian. 

One day, N N. was walking down Washington Street. 
Suddenly he stopped. 

He was standing before the door of a mantu.imakcr. 
Beside the counter, at the farilier extremity of the shop, 
stood a young and elegantly formed woman. Her face 
was turned from N N. He entered. With a plausible 
excuse, and seeming iiulifference, he gracefully opened con¬ 
versation with the mantuamakcr as only a Parisian can. 
But he had to deal with a Parisian. His attempts to view 
tlie features of the fair stranger by the counter were deftly 
combated by the shopwoman. He was obliged to retire. 

N N. went home and lost his appetite. He was haunted 
by the elegant basque and graceful shoulders of the fair 
unknovvn, during the whole night. 

The next day he sauntered by the raantuamaker. Ah ! 
Heavens 1 A thrill ran through his frame, and his fingers 
tingled willi a delicious electricity. The fair incotmue was 
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there 1 He raised his hat gracefully. He was not certain, 
but he thought that a slight motion of her faultless bonnet 
betrayed recognition. He would have wildly darted into 
the shop, but just then the figure of the mantuamaker 
appeared in the doorway. 

—Did Monsieur wish anything ? 

—Misfortune! Desperation. N N. purchased a bottle 
of Prussic acid, a sack of charcoal, and a quire of pink 
note-paper, and returned home. He wrote a letter of fare¬ 
well to the closely-fitting basque, and opened the bottle of 
Prussic acid. 

Some one knocked at Ids door. It was a Chinaman, 
with his weekly linen. 

These Chinese are docile, but not intelligent. They are 
ingenious, but not creative. They are cunning in expe¬ 
dients, but deficient in tact. In love they are simply bar¬ 
barous. They purchase their wives openly, and not con¬ 
structively by attorney. By offering small sums for their 
sweethearts, they degrade the value of the sex. 

Nevertheless, N N. felt he was saved. He explained all 
to the faithful Mongolian, and exhibited the letter he had 
written. He implored him to deliver it. 

The Mongolian assented. The race are not cleanly or 
sweet-savoured, but N N. fell upon his neck. He embraced 
him with one hand, and closed his nostrils with the other. 
Through him, he felt he clasped the close-fitting basque. 

The next day was one of agony and suspense. Evening 
came, but no Mercy. N N. lit the charcoal. But, to com¬ 
pose his nerves, he closed his door and first walked mildly 
up and down Montgomery Street When he returned, he 
found the faithful Mongolian on the steps. 

—All lity 1 

These Ciiinese are not accurate in their pronunciation. 
They avoid the r, like the English nobleman. 
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N N. gasped for breath. He leaned heavily against the 
Chinaman. 

—Then you have seen lier, Cinng Long ? 

—Yes. All lity. She cum. Top side of house. 

The docile barbarian pointed up tlie stairs, and chuckled. 

—She here—impossible ! Ah, Heaven ! do I dream ? 

—Yes. All lity,—top side of house. Good-bye, John. 

This is the familiar parting epithet of tlie Mongolian. 
It is equivalent to our au revoir. 

N N. gazed with a stupc6ed air on the departing servant 

He placed his hand on his throbbing lieart She here,— 
alone beneath this roof. O Heavens,—what happiness ! 

But how? Torn from her home. Ruthlessly dragged, 
perhaps, from her evening devotions, by the hands of a 
relentless barbarian. Could she forgive him? 

He dashed frantically up the stairs. He opened the 
door. 

She was standing beside his couch with averted face. 

A strange giddiness overtook him. He sank upon his 
knees at the threshold. 

—Pardon, pardon. My angel, can you forgive me? 

A terrible nausea now seemed added to lire fearful giddi¬ 
ness. His utterance grew tliick and sluggish. 

—Speak, speak, enchantress. Forgiveness is all I ask. 
My Love, my Life 1 

She did not answer. He staggered to his feet As lie 
rose, his eyes fell on the pan of burning charcoal. A 
terrible suspicion flashed across his mind. This giddiness 
—this nausea. The ignorance of the barbarian. This 
silence. O merciful heavens; she was dying ! 

He crawled toward her. He touched her. She fell for¬ 
ward with a lifeless sound upon the floor. He uttered a 
piercing shriek, and threw himself beside her. 

A • # • • » 
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A flic of gendarmes, accompanied by the Chef Burke, 
found him the next morning lying lifeless upon the floor. 
Tliey laughed brutally—these cruel minions of the law— 
and disengaged his arm from the waist of the wooden 
dummy which they had come to reclaim from the mantua* 
maker. 

Emptying a few bucketfuls of water over his form, they 
finally succeeded in robbing him, not only of his mistress, 
but of that Death he had coveted without her. 

Ah ! we live in a strange world, Messieurs. 
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BY W—LK—E C~LL—N9 ) 


PROLOGUE. 

The following advertisement appeared in the “Times” of 
the 17th of June 1845 — 

W ANTED.—A few young men for a light genteel employment. 

j. w., r. o. 

In the same paper, of same date, in another column— 

T O LET.—That commodious and elegant family mansion. No. 27 
Limehouse Road, ruhneyville, will be rented low to a re8|>cct. 
able tenant if applied for immetliatcly, tlie family being about to 
remove to the Continent. 

Under the local intelligence, in another column_ 

Missing.—A n unknown elderly gentleman a week ago left his 
lodgings in the Kent Road, ^ince which nothing has been heard of him. 
He left no trace of his Identity except a portmanteau containing a 
couple of shirts marketl “209, Ward.” 

To find the connection between the mysterious dis¬ 
appearance of the elderly gentleman and the anonymous 
communication, the relevancy of both these incidents to 
the letting of a commodious family mansion, and the dead 
secret involved in the three occurrences, is the task of the 
writer of this history. 
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A slim young man with spectacles, a large Iiat, drab 
gaiters, and a note-book, sat late that night with a copy of 
the Times *’ before him, and a pencil which he rattled 
nervously between his teeth in the coffee-room of the 
“ Blue Dragon.” 


CHAPTER I. 

MARY JONESS NARRATIVE. 

I AM upper housemaid to the family that live at No. ay 
Limehouse Road, Pultneyville. I have been requested by 
Mr. Wilkey Collings, wliich I takes the liberty of here 
stating is a gentleman bom and bred, and has some con- 
sideration for the feelings of servants, and is not above 
rewarding them for their trouble, which is more than you 
can say for some who ask questions and gets short answers 
enough, gracious knows, to tell what I know about them. 
I have been requested to tell my story in my own langwidge, 
though, being no schollard, mind cannot conceive. I think 
my master is a brute. Do not know that he has ever 
attempted to poison my missus,—which is too good for 
lum, and how she ever came to marry him, heart only can 
tell,—but believe him to be capable of any such hatrosity. 
Have heard him swear dreadful because of not having his 
shaving-water at nine o’clock precisely. Do not know 
whether he ever forged a will or tried to get my missus* 
property, although, not having confidence in the man, 
should not be surprised if he had done so. Believe that 
there was always something mysterious in his conduct 
Remember distinctly how the family left home to go abroad. 
Was putting up my back hair, last Saturday morning, when 
I heard a ring. Says cook, “ That’s missus* bell, and mind 
you hurry or the master 'ill know why.” Says I, “ Humbly 
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thanking you, mem, but taking advice of them as is com- 
petent to give it, I'll take my time.” Found missus dressing 
herself and master growling as usual. Says missus, quite 
calm and easy like, “ Mary, we begin to pack to-day.” 
“What for, mem?” says I, taken aback. “What’s that 
hussy asking?” says master from the bedclothes quite 
savage like. “ For the Continent—Italy,” says missus— 
“ Can you go, Mary ? ” Her voice was quite gentle and 
saintlike, but I knew tlie struggle it cost, and says I, “ With 
you, mem, to India’s torrid clime, ii required, but with 
African Gorillas,” says I, looking toward the bed, “never.” 
“ Leave the room,” says master, starting up and catching 
of his bootjack. “ Why, Cliarles ! ” says missus, “ how you 
talk I ” affecting surprise. “ Uo go, Mar>’,” says she, 
slipping a half-crown into iny hand. I left the room 
scorning to take notice of the odious wretch’s conduct. 

Cannot say wlieiher my master and missus were ever 
legally married. U'hat with the dreadful stale of morals 
nowadays and them stories in the circulating libraries, 
innocent girls don’t know into what society they might be 
obliged to take situations. Never saw missus’ marriage 
certificate, though I have quite accidental-like looked in her 
desk when open, and would have seen it. Do not know of 
any lovers missus might have had. Believe she had a 
liking for John Thomas, footman, for she was always 
spiteful-like—poor lady—when we were togetlier—though 
there was nothing between us, as cook well knows, and 
dare not deny, and missus needn’t have been jealous. 
Have never seen arsenic or Prussian acid in any of the 
private drawers—but have seen paregoric and camphor. 
One of my master’s friends was a Count Moscow, a Russian 
papist—which I detested. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE SLIM YOUHG MAN’s STORY. 

I AM by profession a reporter, and writer for the press. I 
live at Pultneyville. I have always had a passion for the 
marvellous, and have been distinguished for my facility in 
tracing out mysteries, and solving enigmatical occurrences. 
On the night of the 17th June 1845, I left my office and 
walked homeward. The night was bright and starlight I 
was revolving in my mind the words of a singular item I 
had just read in the “ Times.” I had reached the darkest 
portion of the road, and found myself mechanically 
repeating: “An elderly gentleman a week ago left his 
lodgings on the Kent Road,” when suddenly I heard a step 
behind me. 

I turned quickly, with an expression of horror in my face, 
and by the light of the newly risen moon beheld an elderly 
gentleman, with green cotton umbrella, approaching me.’ 
His hair, which was snow white, was parted over a broad, 
open forehead. The expression of his face, which was' 
slightly flushed, was that of amiability verging almost upon' 
imbecility. There was a strange, inquiring look about the 
widely opened mild blue eye,—a look that might have 
been intensified to insanity, or modified to idiocy. As he 
passed me, he paused and partly turned his face, with a 
gesture of inquiry. I see him still, his white locks blowing 
in the evening breeze, his hat a little on the back of his 
head, and his figure painted in relief against the dark blue 
sky. 

Suddenly he turned his mild eye full upon me. A weak 
smile played about his thin lips. In a voice which had 
something of the tremulousness of age and the self satisfied 
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chuckle of imbecility in it, he asked, pointing to the rising 
moon, “ Why ?—Hush ! ” 

He had dodged behind me, and appeared to be looking 
anxiously down the road. I could feel his aged frame shak¬ 
ing with terror as he laid his thin hands upon my shoulders 
and faced me in tlic direction of the supposed danger. 

“Hush ! did you not hear them coming?” 

I listened ; there was no sound but the soughing of the 
roadside trees in the evening wind. I endeavoured to 
reassure him, with such success that in a few moments the 
old weak smile appeared on his benevolent face. 

“Why?—” But the look of interrogation was suc¬ 
ceeded by a hopeless blankness. 

“ Why !” 1 repeated with assuring accents. 

“Why,” he Sviid, a gleam of intelligence flickering over 
his face, “ is yonder moon, as she sails in the blue 
empyrean, ca.sting a flood of light o’er lull and dale, like— 
Why,” he repeated, with a feeble smile, “ is yonder moon, 
as she sails in the blue empyrean—” He hesitated,— 
stammered,—and gazed at me hopelessly, with the tears 
dripping from his moist and widely opened eyes. 

1 took Ills hand kindly in my own. “Casting a shadow 
o'er hill and dale,” I repeated quietly, leading him up the 
subject, “like— Come, now.” 

“Ah!” he said, pressing my hand tremulously, “you 
know it ? ” 

“I do. Why is it like—the—eh—the commodious 
mansion on the Limehouse Road ?” 

A blank stare only followed. He shook his head sadly. 
“ Like the young men wanted for a light, genteel 
employment?” 

He wagged his feeble old head cunningly. 

“Or, Mt. Ward,” I said, with bold confidence, “ like the 
mysterious disappearance from the Kent Road ? ” 
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The moment was full of suspense. He did not seem to 
hear me. Suddenly he turned. 

“ Ha!" 

I darted forward. But he had vanished in the darkness. 


CHAPTER III. 

NO. 27 LINfEHOUSC RO.\D. 

It was a hot midsummer evening. Limehouse Road was 
deserted save by dust and a few rattling butchers’ carts, 
and the bell of the muffin and crumpet man. A com¬ 
modious mansion, which stood on the right of the road as 
you enter Pultneyville, surrounded by stately poplars and a 
high fence surmounted by a chctmux de/rise of broken glass, 
looked to the passing and footsore pedestrian like the 
genius of seclusion and solitude. A bill announcing in the 
usual terms that the house was to let, hung from the bell 
at the servants’ entrance. 

As the shades of evening close<I, and the long shadows 
of the poplars stretched across the road, a man carrying a 
small kettle stopped and gazed, first at the bill and then at 
the house. When he had reached the comer of the fence, 
he again stopped and looked cautiously up and down the 
road. Apparently satisfied with the result of his scrutiny, 
he deliberately sat himself down in the dark shadow of the 
fence, and at once busied himself in some employment, so 
well concealed as to be invisible to the gaze of passers-by. 
At the end of an hour he retired cautiously. 

But not altogether unseen. A slim young man, with 
spectacles and note-book, stepped from behind a tree as 
the retreating figure of the intruder was lost in the twilight, 
and transferred from the fence to his note-book the freshly 
stencilled inscription, “S—T—1860—X.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

COUNT MOSCOW’S NARRATIVE. 

I AM a foreigner. Observe ! To be a foreigner in England 
is to be mysterious, suspicious, intriguing. ^L Collins has 
requested the history of my complicity with certain occur¬ 
rences. It is nothing, bah ! absolutely nothing. 

I write with ease and fluency. Why should I not write? 
Tra la !a ! I am what you English call corpulent. Ha, 
ha ! I am a pupil of Macchiavelli. I And it much better 
to disbelieve everything, and to approach my subject and 
wishes circuitously, than in a direct manner. You liave 
observed that playful animal, the cat Call it, and it does 
not come to you directly, but rubs itself against all the 
furniture in the room, and reaches you finally—and scratches. 
Ah, ha, scratches I I am of the feline species. People 
call me a villain—bah 1 

I know the family, living No. 27 Limehouse Road. I 
respect the gentleman,—a fine, burly specimen of your 
Englishman,—and madame, charming, ravishing, delight¬ 
ful. ^Vhen it became known to me that they designed 
to let their delightful residence, and visit foreign shores, I 
at once called upon them. I kissed the hand of madame. I 
embraced the great Englishman. Madame blushed slightly. 
The great Englishman shook my hand like a mastiff. 

I began in that dexterous, insinuating manner, of which 
I am truly proud. I thought madame was ill. Ah, no. A 
change, then, was all that was required- I sat down at the 
piano and sang. In a few minutes madame retired. 1 was 
alone with my friend. 

Seizing his hand, I began with every demonstration of 
courteous sympathy. I do not repeat my words, for my 



No Title. 


428 

intention was conveyed more in accent, emphasis, and 
manner, than speech. I hinted to him that he liad another 
wife living. I suggested that this was balanced—ha!—by 
his wife’s lover. That, possibly, he wished to fly ; hence the 
letting of his tlelightful mansion. That he regularly and 
systematically beat his wife in the English manner, and that 
she repeatedly deceived him. I talked of hope, of consola¬ 
tion, of remedy. I carelessly produced a bottle of strych¬ 
nine and a small vial of stramonium from my pocket, and 
enlarged on the efficiency of drugs. His face, which had 
gradually become convulsed, suddenly became fixed with a 
frightful expression. He started to his feet, and roared 
“ You d—cl Frenchman !” 

I instantly changed my tactics, and endeavoured to 
embrace him. He kicked me twice, violently. 1 begged 
permission tokissmadame’s hand. He replied by throwing 
me downstairs. 

I am in bed with my head bound up, and beaf-steaks 
upon my eyes, but still confident and buoyant. I have not 
lost faith in Macchiavelli. Tra la la ! as they sing in the 
opera. I kiss everybody’s hands. 


CHAPTER V. 

DR. Diggs’s statement. 

hfv name is David Diggs. I am a surgeon, living at Na 
9 Tottenliam Court. On the 15th of June 1854, I was 
called to see an elderly gentleman lodging on the Kent 
Road. Found him highly excited, with strong febrile 
symptoms, pulse 120, increasing. Repeated incoherently 
what I judged to be the popular form of a conundrum. On 
closer examination found acute hydrocephalus and both 
lobes of the brain rapidly filling with water. In consulta- 
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tion with an eminent phrenologist, it was furiher discovered 
that all the organs were more or less obliterated, except 
that of Comparison. Hence the patient was enabled to only 
distinguish the most common points of resemblance between 
objects, without drawing upon other faculties, such as 
Ideality or Language, for assistance. Later in the day 
found him sinking,—being evidently unable to carry the 
most ordinary conundrum to a successful issue. Exhibited 
Tinct. Val., Ext Opii, and Camphor, and prescribed quiet 
and emollients. On the 17th the patient was missing. 


CHAPTER LAST. 

STATEMENT OF THE PUBLISHER. 

On the i8tli of June, Mr. Wiikie Coliins left a roll of manu* 
script with us for publication, without title or direction, 
since which time he has not been heard from. In spite of 
the care of the proof-readers, and valuable literary .assistance, 
it is feared that the continuity of the story lias been des¬ 
troyed by some accidental misplacing of chapters during its 
progress. How and wliat chapters arc so misplaced, the 
publisher leaves to an indulgent public to discover. 
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^anHiSome tiS as l^antisome Does. 

BY CH—S R—DE. 


CHAPTER I. 

The Dodds were dead. For twenty years they had slept 
under the green graves of Kitteiy churchyard. The town 
folk still spoke of them kindly. The keeper of the alehouse, 
where David had smoked his pipe, regretted him regularly, 
and Mistress Kitty, Mrs. Dodd*s maid, whose trim figure 
always looked well in her mistress’s gowns, was inconsol¬ 
able. The Hardins were in America. Raby was aristo¬ 
cratically gouty j Mrs. Raby, religious. Briefly, then, we 
have disposed of— 

1. Mr. and Mrs. Dodds (dead). 

2. Mr. and Mrs. Hardin (translated). 

3. Raby, baron et femme. (Yet I don't know about the 
former j he came of a long-lived family, and the gout is an 
uncertain disease.) 

We have active at the present writing (place attx 
dames')-^ 

1. Lady Caroline Coventry, niece of Sir Frederick. 

2. Faraday Huxley Little, son of Henry and Grace Little, 
deceased. 

Seqnitur to the above, A Hero and Heroine. 
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CHAPTER II. 

On the death of his parents, Faraday Little was taken to 
Raby Hall. In accepting his guardianship, Mr. Raby 
struggled stoutly against two prejudices: Faraday was plain¬ 
looking and sceptical. 

“Handsome is as handsome does, sweetheart,” pleaded 
Jael, interceding for the orphan with amis that were still 
beautiful. “ Dear knows, it is not his fault if he docs not 
look like—his father,” she added with a great gulp. Jacl 
was a woman, and vindicated her womanhood by never cn. 
tircly forgiving a former rival. 

“ It's not that alone, madam,” screamed Raby, “ but, d—m 
it, the little rascal’s a scientist,—an atheist, a radical, a 
scoffer! Disbelieves in the Bible, ma'am; is full of this 
Danvinian stuff about natural selection and descent. 
Descent, forsooth ! In my day, madam, gentlemen were 
content to trace their ancestors back to gentlemen, and not 
to—monkeys ! ” 

“ Dear heart, the boy is clever,” urged Jael. 

“ Clever ! ” roared Raby ; “ what does a gentleman want 
with cleverness ? ” 


CHAPTER III. 

Young Little was clever. At seven he had constructed a 
telescope; at nine, a dying-machine. At ten he saved a 
valuable life. 

Norwood Park was the adjacent estate,—a lordly domain 
doited with red deer and black trunks, but scrupulously 
kept with gravelled roads as hard and blue as steel There 
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lyiitle was strolling one summer morning, meditating on a 
new top with concealed springs. At a little distance before 
him he saw the flutter of lace and ribbons. A young lady, 
a very young lady,—say of seven summers,—tricked out in 
the crying abominations ofthe present fashion, stood beside 
a low bush. Her nursery-maid was not present, possibly 
owing to the fact that John the footman was also absent 

Suddenly Lillie came towards her. “Excuse me, but do 
you know what those berries are?” He was pointing to 
the low bush filled with dark clusters of shining—sus¬ 
piciously shining—fruit. 

“Certainly; they are blueberries.” 

“ Panlon me ; you are mistaken. 'I'liey belong to quite 
another family.” 

Miss Impudence drew herself up to her full height (exactly 
three feet nine and a half inches), and, curling an eighth of 
an inch of scarlet lip, said, scornfully, “ Your family, 
perhaps.” 

Faraday Little smiled in the superiority of boyhood over 
girlhood. 

“I allude to the classification. That plant is the bel¬ 
ladonna, or deadly nightshade. Its alkaloid is a narcotic 
poison.” 

Sauciness turned pale. “ I—have—just—eaten—-some !” 
And began to whimper. “Oh dear, what shall I do?” 
Then did it, />., wrung her small fingers and cried. 

“Pardon me one moment.” Little passed his arm 
around her neck, and with his thumb opened widely the 
jjatrician-vcined lids of her sweet blue eyes. “Thank 
Heaven, there is yet no dilation of the pupil; it is not too 
late!” He cast a rapid glance around. The nozzle and 
about three feet of garden liose lay near him. 

“ Open your mouth, quick ! ” 

It was a pretty, kissable moutii. But young Little meant 
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business. He put the nozzle down her pink throat as far as 
it would go. 

“ Now, don't move." 

He wrapped his handkerchief around a hoop-stick. 
Then he inserted both in the other end of the stiff hose. 
It fitted snugly. He shoved it in and then drew it back. 

Nature abhors a vacuum. The young patrician was as 
amenable to tliis law as the child of the lowest peasant 
She succumbed. It was all over in a minute. Then she 
burst into a small fury. 

“ You nasty, bad —ugly boy.” 

Young Little winced, but smiled. 

“Stimulants,” he whispered to the frightened nursery, 
maid who approaclied j “good evening." He was gone. 


CH.\P]'ER IV. 

The breach between young Little and Mr. Raby was 
slowly widening. Little found objectionable features in the 
Hall. “ This black oak ceiling and wainscoting is not as 
healthful as plaster; besides, it absorbs the light The bed¬ 
room ceiling is too low; tlie Elizabethan arcliitects knew 
nothing of ventilation. The colour of that oak panelling 
which you admire is due to an excess of carbon and the 

exuvia from the pores of your skin "- 

“Leave the house," bellowed Raby, “ before the roof falls 
on your sacrilegious head 1" 

As Little left the house, Lady Caroline and a handsome 
boy of about Little’s age entered. Lady Caroline recoiled, 
and then—blushed. Little glared ; he instinctively felt the 
presence of a rival. 


2 B 


VOL. V. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Little worked hard. He studied night and day. In five 
years he became a lecturer, then a professor. 

He soared as high as the clouds, he dipped as low as the 
cellars of the London poor. He analysed the London fog, 
and found it two parts smoke, one disease, one unmention* 
able abominations. He published a pamphlet, which was 
violently attacked. Then he knew he had done something. 

But he had not forgotten Caroline. He was walking one 
day in the Zoological Gardens and he came upon a pretty 
picture,—flesh anti blood too. 

Lady Caroline feeding buns to the bears ! An exquisite 
thrill passed through his veins. She turned her sweet face 
and their eyes met. They recollected their first meeting 
seven years before, but it was his turn to be shy and timid. 
Wonderful power of age and sex ! She met him with per¬ 
fect self-possession. 

“Well meant, but indigestible I fear ” (he alluded to the 
buns). 

“ A clever person like yourself can easily correct that ” 
(she, the slyboots, was thinking of something else). 

In a few moments they were chatting gaily. Little 
eagerly descanted upon the different animals ; she listened 
with delicious interest. An hour glided delightfully away. 

After this sunshine, clouds. 

To them suddenly entered Mr. Raby and a handsome 
young man. The gentlemen bowed stiffly and looked 
vicious,—as they felt. The lady of this quartette smiled 
amiably, as she did not feel. 

“ Looking at your ancestors, I suppose,” said Mr. Raby, 
pointing to the monkeys; “ we will not disturb you. Come.” 
And he led Caroline away. 
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Lillie was heart sick. He dared nol follow ihcni. Bui 
an hour laler he saw somelhing which filled his heart with 
bliss unspeakable 

I^dy Caroline, wiih a divine smile on her face, feeding 
tlie monkeys ! 


CH.VP I ER VI. 

Encouraged by love, Liiile worked hard upon his new 
flying-machine. His labours were lightened by talking of 
the beloved one with her French maid Th^r^se, whom he 
had discreetly bribed. Mademoiselle Th^rese was venal, 
like all her class, but in this instance I fear she was not 
bribed by Britisli gold. Strange as it may seem to the 
British mind, it was British genius, British eloquence, 
British thought, th.at brought her to the feet of this 
young savan. 

“I believe,' said I-ady Caroline, one day, interrupting 
her maid in a glowing culogium upon the skill of “ M. 
Leetell,”—“ I believe you are in love with this Professor." 
A quick flush crossed the olive check of 'l'h(;rijsc, >vhich 
Lady Caroline afterward remembered. 

The eventful day of trial came. 'I he public were gathered, 
impatient and scornful as the pig-headed public are apt to 
be. In the open area a long cylindrical balloon, in shape 
like a Bologna sausage, swayed above the machine, from 
which, like some enormous bird caught in a net, it tried to 
free itself. A heavy rope held it fast to the ground. 

Little was waiting for the ballast, when his eye caught 
I.ady Caroline’s among the spectators. The glance was 
appealing. In a moment he w’as at her side. 

** I should like so much to get into the machine,” said 
the arch-hypocrite demurely. 
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“ Are you engaged to marry young Raby,” said Litile 
bluntly. 

“ As you please,” she said with a courtesy; “ do I take 
this as a refusal ?” 

Little was a gentleman. He lifted her and her lapdog 
into the car. 

“ How nice 1 it won’t go off? ” 

“ No, the rope is strong, and the ballast is not yet in.” 

A report like a pistol, a cry from the spectators, a thousand 
hands stretched to grasp the parted rope, and the balloon 
darted upward. 

Only one hand of that thousand caught the rope,— 
Little’s 1 But in the same instant the horror-stricken spec¬ 
tators saw him whirled from his feet and borne upward, 
still clinging to the rope, into space. 


CHAPTER VIL* 

Lady Caroline fainted. The cold, watery nose of her 
dog on her cheek brouglit her to herself. She dared not 
look over the edge of the car; she dared not look up to 
the bellowing monster above her, bearing her to death. 
She threw herself on the bottom of the car, and embraced 
the only living thing spared her,—the poodle. Then she 
cried. Then a clear voice came apparently out of the cir¬ 
cumambient air— 

“May I trouble you to look at the barometer?” 

She put her head over the car. Little was hanging at 
the end of a long rope. She put her head back again. 

In another moment he saw her perplexed, blushing face 
over the edge,—blissful sight. 

* The right of dramatisation of this and succeeding chapters is re« 
served by the writer. 
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“Oil, please don’t think of coming up! Slay there, do! ” 

Liule stayed. Of course slie could make notliing out 
of the barometer, and said so. Little smiled. 

“Will you kindly send it down to me?” 

But she had no string or cord. Finally she said, “Wail 
a moment.” 

Lillie waited. This time licr face did not appear. The 
barometer came slowly down at the end of—a stay-lace. 

The barometer showed a frightful elevation. Little 
looked up at the valve and said nothing. Presently he 
lieard a sigh. Then a sob. 'I'hcn, rather sharply— 

“ Why don’t you do something?” 


CH.APTER VIII. 

Little came up the rope hand over hand. Lady Caroline 
crouclied in the farther side of the car. Fido, tlie poodle, 
whined. “ Poor thing,” said Lady Caroline, “it’s hungry.” 

“ Do you wish to save the dog?” saiil Little. 

“Yes.” 

“Give me your parasol.” 

She handed Little a good-sized affair of lace and silk 
and whalebone. (None of your “sunshades.") Little 
examined its ribs carefully. 

“ Give me the dog.” 

Lady Caroline hurriedly slipped a note under the dog’s 
collar, and passed over her pet 

Little tied the dog to the handle of the parasol and 
launched them both into space. The next moment they 
were slowly, but tranquilly, sailing to the earth. 

“A parasol and a parachute are distinct, but not different 
Be not alarmed, he will get his dinner at some farmhouse.” 

“ Wliere are we now?” 
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“ That opa(iue spot you see is Tendon fog. Those 
twin clouds are North and South America, Jerusalem and 
Madagascar arc those specks to the right.” 

I^dy Caroline moved nearer; she was becoming inter¬ 
ested 'rhen she recalled herself, and said freezingly, 
“ How are we going to descend ? ” 

“ By opening the valve.” 

“ Why don’t you open it then ? ” 

“Bkcause the valve-string is droken !” 


CHAPTER IX. 

T.ady Caroline fainted. '\hcn she revived it was dark. 

'I hey were apparently cleaving their way through a solid 
block of black marbla She moaned and shuddered. 

“ I wish we had a light.” 

“I have no lucifers,” said I.ittle. “I observe, however, 
that you wear a necklace of amber. Amber under certain 
conditions becomes highly electrical. Permit me.” 

He took the amber necklace and rubbed it briskly. 
Then he asked her to present her knuckle to the gem. A 
bright spark was the result. This was repeated for some 
hours, rhe light was not brilliant, but it was enough for . 
the purposes of propriety, and satisfied the delicately 
minded girl. 

Suddenly there was a tearing, hissing noise and a smell 
of gas. Little looked up and turned pale. The balloon, 
at what I shall call the pointed end of the Bologna sausage, 
was evidently bursting from increased pressure. The gas 
was escaping, and already they were beginning to descend. 
Little was resigned but firm. 

” If the silk gives way, then we are lost Unfortunately 
I have no rope nor material for binding it” 
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The AVOJMan’s iiibiiiict had arrived at the same conclusion 

sooner ll)an the man’s reason. But she was hesitating over 

% 

a detail. 

“Will you go down tlie rope for a moment?’’ she said, 
with a sweet smile. 

Little went down. Presently she c.illcd to him. She 
lield something in lier hand,—a wonderful invention of the 
seventeenth century, improved and )>erfecled in this: a 
pyramid of sixteen circular hoops of light yet strong steel, 
attached to each other by cloth bands. 

With a cry of joy Little seized them, climbed to the 
balloon, and fitted the elastic hoops over its conical end. 
'I'hen he returned to the car. 

“We are saved.” 

I.ady Caroline, blushing, gathered iicr slim but antique 
drapery against the other end of the car. 


CHAPTER X. 

Tjiey were slowly descending. Presently Lady Caroline 
distinguished the outlines of Raby Hall. “ I think I will 
get out here,” she said. 

Little anchored the balloon, and prepared to follow her. 

“ Not so, my friend,” she said, with an arch smile. “We 
must not be seen together. Peoi)le might talk. Farewell.” 

Little sprang again into the balloon and sped away to 
America. He came down in California, oddly enough in 
front of Hardin’s door, at Dutch Flat Hardin was just 
examining a specimen of ore. 

“You are a scientist; can you tell me if that is worth 
anything?” he said, handing it to Little. 

Little held it to the light “It contains ninety per cent 
of silver.” 
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Hardin embraced him. Can I do anything for you, 
and why are you here ? ” 

Little told his story. Hardin asked to see the rope. 
Then he examined it carefully. 

“ Ah, this was cut, not broken ! ” 

“With a knife?” asked Little. 

“ No. Observe both sides are equally indented. It was 
done with a scissors/" 

“Just Heaven!” gasped Little. “Th^rbsel” 


CH.\PTER XL 

Lii“rLE returned to London. Passing through London one 
day he met a dog-fancier. “ Buy a nice poodle^ sir?” 

Something in the animal attracted his attention. “Fidol” 
he gasped. 

The dog yelped. 

Little bought him. On taking off his collar a piece of 
paper rustled to the floor. He knew the handwriting and 
kissed it. It ran— 

“ To THE Honourable Augustus Raby, —I cannot 
marry you. If I marry any one” (sly puss) “it will be the 
man who has twice saved my life,—Professor Little. 

“ Caroline Coventry.” 


And she did. 
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TI/E ADVENTUEES of A VOi/XG CEXILEMAN IN 

SEARCH OF A RELIGION. 

UY MU. BENJAMINS. 


CHAPTER I. 

I REMEMBER him a liltle boy,” said tlie Duchess. “ His 
mother was a dear friend of mine; you know she was one 
of my bridesmaids.” 

“ And you have never seen him since, mamma ? asked 
the oldest married daughter, wlio did not look a day older 
than licr mother. 

“Never; he was an orphan shortly after. I have often 
reproached myself, but it is so difficult to see boys. 

This simple yet first-class conversation existed in the 
morning-room of Plusham, where the mistress of the pala¬ 
tial mansion sat involved in the sacred privacy of a circle 
of her married daughters. One dexterously applied golden 
knitting-needles to the fabrication of a purse of floss silk of 
the rarest texture, which none who knew the almost fabu¬ 
lous wealth of the Duke would believe was ever destined to 
hold in its silken meshes a less sum than _;^i,ooo,ooo; 
another adorned a slipper exclusively with seed pearls; a 
third emblazoned a page with rare pigments and the finest 
quality of gold leaf. Beautiful forms leaned over frames 
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glowing with embroidery, and beautiful frames leaned over 
forms inlaid with mother-of-pearl. Others, more remote, 
occasionally burst into melody as they tried the passages of 
anew and exclusive air given to them in MS. by some titled 
and devoted friend, for the jwivate use of the aristocracy 
alone, and absolutely prohibited for publication. 

The Duchess, herself the superlative of beauty, wealth, 
and position, was married to the highest noble in the Three 
Kingdoms. Those who talked about such n)atters said 
that their progeny were e.xaclly like their parents,— a pecu¬ 
liarity of the aristocratic and wealthy. They all looked 
like brothers and sisters, except their parents, who, such 
was their ])iirity of blood, the perfection of their manners, 
and the opulence of their condition, might have been taken 
for their own children’s elder son and daughter. The 
daughters, with one exception, were all married to the 
highest nobles in the land. That exception was the Lady 
Coriander, who, there being no vacancy above a marquis 
and a rental of ^1,000,000, waited. Gathered around the 
refined and sacred circle of their breakfast-table, with their 
glittering coronets, which, in filial respect to their father^s 
Tory instincts and their mother's Ritualistic tastes, they 
always wore on their regal brows, the effect was dazzling a$ 
it was refined. It was this peculiarity and their strpng 
family resemblance which led their brother-in-law, the good- 
humoured St. Addlegourd, to say that, “’Pon my soul, you 
know, the whole precious mob looked like a ghastly pack 
of court cards, you know.” St. Addlegourd was a radical 
Having a rent-roll of ;^r5,ooo,ooo, and belonging to one 
(4 the oldest families in Britain, he could afford to be. 

“ Mamma, I’ve just dropped a pearl,” said the Lady 
Coriander, bending over the Persian hearthrug. 

From your lips, sweet friend,” said Lothaw, who capie 
of age and entered the room at the same moment. 
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“ No, from my work. It was a very valuable pearl, 
mamma; papa gave Isaacs and Sons ;^5o,ooo for the 
two.” 

“Ah, indeed,” said the Duchess, Languidly rising; “let 
us go to luncheon.” 

“But, your Grace,” intcq>oscd Lothaw, who was still 
quite young, and had dropped on all-fours on the carpet in 
search of the missing gem, “Consider the value”- 

“ Dear friend,” interposed the Duchess, with infinite tact, 
gently lifting him by the tails of his dress coat, “I am 
waiting for your arm.” 


CllAPUiR II. 

I.OTHAW was immensely rich. ']'he possessor of seventeen 
castles, fifteen villas, nine shooting-boxes, and seven town 
houses, he had other estates of which he had not even hcanj. 

Evcr)’body at Idushani played croquet, and none badly. 
Next to their purity of blood and great wealth, the family 
were famous for this accomplishment- Yet Ix)thaw soon 
tired of the game, and after seriously damaging his aristo¬ 
cratically large foot in an attempt to “ tight croquet ” the 
L-ady Aniseed’s ball, he limped away to join the Duchess. 

“ I’m going to the hennery,” she said. 

“ Let me go with you, I dearly love fowls—broiled, ’ he 
added thoughtfully. 

“ The Duke gave Lady Montairy some large Cochins the 
other day,” continued the Duchess, changing the subject 
with delicate tact. 

Lady MonUiry» 

Quite contrary* 

How do your Cochins grow 

sang Lothaw gaily. 
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I he Duchess looked shocked. After a prolonged silence 
Lothaw abruptly and gravely said— 

“ If you please, ma’am, when I come into my property I 
should like to build some improved dwellings for the poor, 
and marry Lady Coriander.” 

“ You amaze me, dear friend, and yet both your aspira¬ 
tions are noble and eminently proper,” said the Duchess; 
“Coriander is but a child,—and yet,” she added, looking 
graciously upon her companion, “ for the matter of that, so 
are you.” 


CHAPTER III. 

Mr. Putney Giles's was Lothaw’s first grand dinner-party. 
\et, by carefully watching the others, he managed to acquit 
himself Creditably, and avoided drinking out of the finger- 
bowl by first secretly testing its contents with a spoon. 
1 he conversation was peculiar and singularly interesting. 

“Then you think that monogamy is simply a question of 
the tliermomcter?” said Mrs, Putney Giles to her companion. 

“I certainly think that polygamy should be limited by 
isothermal lines,” replied Lothaw. 

I should say it was a matter of latitude,” observed a 
loud talkative man opposite. He was an 0 .\ford Professor 
with a taste for satire, and had made himself very obnoxious 
to the company, during dinner, by speaking disparagingly 
of a former well-known Chancellor of the Exchequer,—a 

great statesman and brilliant novelist,—wliom he feared 
and hated. 

Suddenly there was a sensation in the room j among the 
females it absolutely amounted to a nervous thrilL His 
Eminence, the Cardinal, was announced. He entered with 
great suavity of manner, and after shaking hands with 
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everybody, asking after their relatives, and chucking tiie 
more delicate females under the chin with a higli-bred grace 
peculiar to his profession, he sat down, saying, “And how 
do we all find ourselves this evening, my dears?” in several 
different languages, which he spoke fluently. 

Lothaw’s heart was touched. His deeply religious con¬ 
victions were impressed. He instantly went up to this 
gifted being, confessed, and received absolution. “To¬ 
morrow,” he said to himself, “ I will partake of the com¬ 
munion, and endow the Church with my vast estates. For 
the present I’ll let the improved cottages go.” 


CHAPTER iV. 

As I.othaw turned to leave the Cardinal, he was struck by 
a beautiful face. It was that of a matron, slim but 
shapely as an Ionic column. Her face was Grecian, with 
Corinthian temples; Hellenic eyes that looked from jutting 
eyebrows, like dormer-windows in an Attic forehead, com¬ 
pleted her perfect Athenian outline. She wore a black 
frock-coat tightly buttoned over her bloomer trousers, and 
a standing collar. 

“Yotir lordship is struck by that face," said a social 
parasite. 

“lam; who is she?" 

“ Her name is Mary .Ann. She is married to an 
American, and has lately invented a new religion.” 

“Ah!” said Ix)lhaw eagerly, with difficulty restraining 
himself from rushing toward her. 

“Yes; shall I introduce you?" 

Ix)lhaw thought of Lady Coriander’s High Church pro¬ 
clivities, of the Cardinal, and hesitated : “ No, I thank you, 
not now." 
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CHAPTER V. 

Lothaw was maturing. He had attended two woman’s 
rights conventions, three Fenian meetings, had dined at 
White’s, and had danced vis-^-tHS to a prince of the bloo«J, 
and eaten off gold plates at Crecy House. 

His stables were near Oxford, and occupied more ground 
than the University. He was driving over there one day, 
when he perceived some rustics and menials endeavouring 
to stop a pair of runaway horses attached to a carriage in 
which a lady and gentleman were seated. Calmly awaiting 
the termination of the accident, with high-bred courtesy 
Tothaw forebore to interfere until the carriage was over¬ 
turned, the occupants thrown out, and the runaways secured 
by the servants, when he advanced and oflered the lady 
the exclusive use of his Oxford stables. 

Turning upon him a face whose j)erfect Hellenic details 
he remembered, she slowly dragged a gentleman from under 
the wheels into the light and presented him with ladylike 
dignity as her husband, Major-General Camperdown, an 
American. 

“ Ah,” said Lothaw carelessly, “ I believe I have some 
land there. If I mistake not, my agent, Mr. Putney 
Giles, lately purchased the Stale of—Illinois—I think you 
call it.” 

“Exactly. As a former resident of the city of Chicago, 
let me introduce myself as your tenant.” 

Lothaw bowed graciously to the gentleman, who, except 
that he seemed belter dressed than most Englishmen, 
showed no other signs of inferiority and plebeian 
extraction. 

“ e have met before,” said I-othaw to the lady as she 
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leaned on his arm, wliile they visited his stables, ti»e 
University, and other places of interest in Oxford. “Pray 
tell me, what is this new religion of yours ? ” 

“It is Woman Suffrage, Free Love, Mutual Affinity, and 
Communism. Embrace it ami n>e.” 

Lothaw did not know exactly what to do. She, however, 
soothed and sustained his agitated frame and sealed witii 
an embrace his speechless form. The General approached 
and coughed slightly with gentlemanly tact. 

“ My husband will be loo happy to talk with you further 
on this subject,” she said with quiet dignity, as she regained 
the General’s side. “ Come with us to Oneida. Brook 
Farm is a thing of the past,” 


CIIAPTKR VI. 

As Lothaw drove toward his country-seat, “ The Mural En¬ 
closure,” he observed a crowd, apparently of the working 
class, gathered around a singular-looking man in the pictur¬ 
esque garb of an Ethiopian serenadcr. “ What does he say ? ” 
inquired Lothaw of his driver. 

The man touched his hat respectfully and sai<I, “ My 
Mary Ann.” 

“ ‘ My Mary Ann I'" Lothaw’s heart beat rapidly. Who 
was this mysterious foreigner ? He had heard from I..ady 
Coriander of a certain Popish plot; but could he connect 
Mr. Camperdown with it ? 

The spectacle of two hunrlred men at arms who advanced 
to meet him at the gates of "The Mural Enclosure "drove all 
else from the still youthful and impressible mind of Lothaw. 
Immediately behind them, on the steps of the baronial halls, 
were ranged his retainers, led by the chief cook and bottle- 
washer, and head crumb-remover. On cither side were two 
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companies of laundrj'-niaids, preceded by the chief crimper 
and fluter, supporting a long Ancestral Line, on which 
depended the family linen, and under which the youthful 
lord of the manor passed into the halls of lus fathers. 
Twenty-four scullions carried the massive gold and silver 
plate of the family on their shoulders, and deposited it at 
the feet of their master. The spoons were then solemnly 
counted by the steward, and the perfect ceremony ended. 

Lothaw sighed. He sought out the gorgeously gilded 
“ Taj,” or sacred mausoleum erected to his grandfather in 
the second story front room, and wept over the man he did 
not know. He wandered alone in his magnificent park, 
and then, throwing himself on a grassy bank, pondered on 
the Great First Cause, and the necessity of religion. “ I 
will send Mary Ann a handsome present,” said Lothaw 
tliouglitfully. 


CHAPTER VII. 

“ Each of these pearls, my lord, is worth fifty thousand 
guineas,” said Mr. Amethyst, the fashionable jeweller, as he 
lightly lifted a large shovelful from a convenient bin behind 
his counter. 

“Indeed,” said Lothaw carelessly, “I should prefer to 
see some expensive ones.” 

“Some number sixes, I suppose,” said Mr. Amethyst, 
taking a couple from the apex of a small pyramid that lay 
piled on the shelf. “These are about the size of the 
Duchess of Billingsgate’s, but they are in finer condition. 
The fact is, her Grace permits her two children, the Mar¬ 
quis of Smithfield and the Duke of St. Giles,—two sweet 
pretty boys, my lord,—to use them as marbles in their 
games. Pearls require some attention, and I go down there 
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regularly twice a week to clean them. Perhaps your lord- 
ship would like some ropes of pearls ? ” 

“About half a cable’s length,” said Lothaw sliortly, “and 
send them to my lodgings.” 

Mr. Amethyst became thoughtful. “ I am afraul I have 
not the exact number—that is—excuse me one moment. 
I will run over to the Tower and borrow a few from the 
crown jewels.” And before Lothaw could prevent him, he 
seized his hat and left Lothaw alone. 

His position certainly was embarrassing. He could not 
move without stepping on costly gems which had rolled 
from the counter; the rarest diamonds lay scattered on the 
shelves ; untold fortunes in priceless ejneralds lay within 
his grasp. Although such was the aristocratic purity of his 
blood and the strength of his religious convictions that he 
probably would not have pocketed a single diamond, still 
he could not help thinking that he might be accused of 
taking some. “ Vou can search me, if you like,” lie said 
when Mr. Amethyst returned; “ but I assure you, upon the 
honour of a gentleman, that I have taken nothing.” 

“Enough, my lord,” said Mr. Amethyst, with a low 
bow ; “ we never search the aristocracy.” 


CHAPTER Vlir. 

As Lothaw left Mr. Amelliyst’s, he ran against General 
Camperdown. “ How is Mary Ann ? ” he asked hurriedly. 

“I regret to state that she is dying,” said the General, 
with a grave voice, as he removed his cigar from his lips, 
and lifted his hat to Lothaw. 

“Dying 1 ” said Lothaw incredulously. 

“Alas, too true!” replied the General. “The engage¬ 
ments of a long lecturing season, exposure in travelling by 
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railway during the winter, and the imperfect nourishment 
afforded by llie refreshments along the road, have told on 
her delicate frame. But she wants to see you before she 
dies. Here is the key of my lodging, I will hnish my 
cigar out here.” 

Lothaw Iiardly recognised those wasted Hellenic outlines 
as he entered the dimly lighted room of the dying woman. 
She was already a classic min,—as wrecked and yet as per-, 
feet as the Parthenon. He grasped her hand silently. 

“Open-air speaking twice a week, and saleratus bread in 
the rural districts, have brought me to this,” she said feebly; 
“ but it is well. Tiie cause progresses. The tyrant man 
succumbs.” 

Lothaw could only press her liand. 

“Promise me one thing. Don’t—whatever you do—be¬ 
come a Catholic.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“The Church does not recognise divorce. And now 
embrace me. I would prefer at this supreme moment to 
introduce myself to the next world through the medium of 
the best society in this. Good-bye. When I am dead, be 
good enough to inform my husband of the facL** 


CHAPTER IX. 

Lothaw spent the next six montlis on an Ar)»an island, in 
an Aryan climate, and with an Aryan race. 

“ This is an Aryan landscape,” said his host, “ and that 
is a Mary Ann statue.” It was, in fact, a full-length figure 
in marble of Mrs. General Camperdown ! 

“If you please, I should like to become a Pagan,” sdid 
Lothaw, one day, after listening to an impassioned discootse 
on Greek art from llie lips of his host. 
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But that night, on consulting a well-known spiritual 
medium, Lotliaw received a message from the late Mrs. 
General Camperdown, advising i)ini to return to Kngland. 
'1 Vo days later he presented himself at Plusliani. 

“Tlie young ladies are in tlie garden," said the Duchess. 
“Don’t you want to go an.l pick a rose?” she added with 
a gracious smile, and the nearest approach to a wink that 
was consistent with her patrician bearing and aquiline nose. 

Lothaw wctji and presently relurne<l with the blushing 
Coriander upon liis arm. 

“Bless you, my children," said the Duchess. Then 
turning to Loiliaw, slie said: “ Vou liave simply fulfilled 
and acce|)ted your inevitable destiny. It was morally im- 
possible for you to marry out of this family. For the 
present, the Chnrcli of Kngl.ind is safe.” 
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Cfte IpaunteD ^an. 

A CIIRISTMAS STORY. 

UY CII—R—S D—CK—N—S. 


PART I. 

THE FIRST PHANTOM. 

Don’t tell me that it wasn’t a knocker. I had seen it often 
enough, and I ought to know. So ought the lliree-o’clock 
beer, in dirty high-lows, swinging himself over the railing, 
or executing a demoniacal jig upon the doorstep; so ought 
the butcher, although butchers as a general thing are scorn¬ 
ful of such trifles; so ought the postman, to whom knockers 
of the most extravagant description were merely human 
weaknesses, that were to be pitied and used. And so ought, 
for the matter of that, &c., &c., &c. 

But then it was such a knocker. A wild, extravagant, and 
utterly incomprehensible knocker. A knocker so myste¬ 
rious and suspicious that Policeman X 37, first coming upon 
it, felt inclined to take it instantly in custody, but com¬ 
promised with his professional instincts bysharply and sternly 
noting it with an eye that admitted of no nonsense, but con¬ 
fidently expected to detect its secret yet An ugly knocker; 
a knocker with a hard, human face, that was a type of the 
liarder human face within. A human face that held be¬ 
tween its teeth a brazen rod. So hereafter, in the myste¬ 
rious future should be held, &c., &c. 
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But if tlie knocker had a fierce human aspect in the 
glare of day, you should have seen it at night, wlien it 
peered out of the gathering shadows and suggested an 
ambushed figure; when the light of the street lamps fell 
upon it, and wrought a play of sinister expression in its 
hard outlines; when it seemed to wink meaningly at a 
shrouded figure who, as the night fell darkly, crept up the 
steps and passed into the mysterious house; when the 
swinging door disclosed a black passage into which the 
figure seemed to lose itself and become a part of the mys¬ 
terious gloom ; when the night grew boisterous and the 
fierce wind made furious charges at the knocker, as if to 
wrench it off and carry it away in iriunijih. Such a night 
as this. 

It was a wild and pitiless wind. A wind that had com¬ 
menced life as a gentle country zej)hyr, but wandering 
through manufacturing towns had become demoralised, and 
reaching the city had plunged into extravagant dissipation 
and wild excesses. A roistering wind that indulged in 
Bacchanalian shouts on the street corners, that knocked 
off the hats from the heads of helpless passengers, and then 
fulfilled its duties by speeding away, like all young prodigals, 
—to sea* 

He sat alone in a gloomy library listening to the wind 
that roared in the chimney. Around him novels and story¬ 
books were strewn thickly; in his lap he held one with its 
pages freshly cut, and turned the leaves wearily until his 
eyes rested upon a portrait in its frontispiece. And as the 
wind howled the more fiercely, and the darkness without 
fell blacker, a strange and fateful likeness to that portrait 
appeared above his chair and leaned upon his shoulder. 
The Haunted Man gazed at the portrait and sighed. The 
figure gazed at the portrait and sighed too. 

Here again ?" said the Haunted Man. 
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“ Here again,” it repeated in a low voice. 

Another novel 
“ Another novel.” 

“ The old story ? ” 

“ The old story.” 

“ I see a child,” said the Haunted Man, gazing from tlie 
pages of the book into the fire,—“ a most unnatural child, a 
model infant. It is prematurely old and philosophic. It 
dies in poverty to slow music. It dies surrounded by luxury 
to slow music. It dies with an accompaniment of golden 
water and rattling carts to slow music. Previous to its 
<lecease it makes a will; it repeats the Lord’s Prayer, it 

kisses the ‘ boofer lady.’ That child”- 

•• Is mine,” said the phantom. 

I see a good woman, undersized. I see several charming 
women, but they are all undersized. They are more or less 
imbecile and idiotic, but always fascinating and undersized. 
They wear coquettish caps and aprons. I observe that femi¬ 
nine virtue is invariably below the medium height, and that 

it is always simple and infantine. These women ”_- 

“ Are mine.” 

I see a haughty, proud, and wicked lady. She is tall 
and qiieenly. I remark that all proud and wicked w’omen 

are tall and queenly. That woman ”_ 

‘ Is mine, ’ said the phantom, wringing his hands. 

*‘I see several things continually impending. I observe 
that whenever an accident, a murder, or death is about to 
happen, there is something in the furniture, in the locality, 
in the atmosphere, that foreshadows and suggests it years 
in advance. I cannot say that in real life I have noticed 
it,—the perception of tins surprising fact belongs”_ 

To me! said the phantom. The Haunted Man 
continued, in a despairing tone— 

"I see the influence of this in the magazines and daily 
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papers; I see weak imitators rise up and enfeeble tiie world 
with senseless formula. I am getting tired of it. It won’t 
do, Ciiarles! it won’t ddl” and the Haunted Man buried 
his head in his hands and groaned. The figure looked 
down upon him sternly : the portrait in llic frontispiece 
fiowncd as he gazed. 

“Wretched man," said the phantom, “and how have 
tiicse things affected you ?’’ 

“Once I laughed and cried, but then I was younger. 
Now, I would forget them if I could.” 

“ Have then your wish. And take tins with you, man 
whom I renounce. From this day henceforth you shall live 
with those whom I displace. Without forgetting me, 'twill 
be your lot to walk through life as if we had not met. But 
first you shall survey these scenes that henceforth must be 
yours. .At one to-night, prepare to meet the phantom I 
have raised. Farewell 1 " 

The sound of its voice secmcil to fade away wiili the 
dying wind, and the Haunted Man was alone. Hut the 
firelight llickercd gaily, and the light danced on the walls, 
making grotesque figures of the furniture. 

“Ha, ha!" said the Haunted Man, rubbing his hands 
gleefully; “ now for a whisky punch and a cigar.” 


PART ir. 

THE SECO.ND PU.KNTOM. 

One I The stroke of the far-off bell had hardly died before 
the front door closed with a reverberating clang. Steps 
were heard along the passage ; the library door swung open 
of itself, and the Knocker—yes, the Knocker—slowly strode 
into the room. The Haunted Man rubbed his eyes,—no! 
there could be no mistake about it,—it was the Knocker's 
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face, mounted on a misty, almost imperceptible body. The 
brazen rod was transferred from its moutlr to its right hand, 
where it was held like a ghostly truncheon. 

“ It’s a cold evening,’’ said the Haunted Man. 

“ It is,” said the Goblin, in a hard, metallic voice. 

" It must be pretty cold out there,” said the Haunted 
Man, with vague politeness. “Do you ever—will you—■ 
take some hot water and brandy ? ” 

“ No,” said the Goblin. 

“Perhaps you’d like it cold, by way of change?” con¬ 
tinued the Haunted Man, correcting himself, as he remem¬ 
bered the peculiar temperature with which the Goblin was 
probably familiar. 

“Time flies,” said the Goblin coldly. “We have no 
leisure for idle talk. Come!” He moved his ghostly 
truncheon toward the window, and laid his hand upon the 
other’s arm. At his touch the body of the Haunted Man 
seemed to become as thin and incorporeal as that of the 
Goblin himself, and together they glided out of the window 
into the black and blowy night. 

In the rapidity of their flight the senses of the Haunted 
Man seemed to leave him. At length they stopped sud¬ 
denly. 

“ What do you see ?” asked the Goblin. 

“ I see a battlemented mediaeval castle. Gallant men in 
mail ride over the drawbridge, and kiss their gaunlleted 
fingers to fair ladies, who wave their lily hands in return. 
I see fight and fray and tournamenL I hear roaring heralds 
bawling the charms of delicate w’omen, and shamelessly 
proclaiming their levers. Stay. I see a Jewess about to 
leap from a battlement I see knightly deeds, violence, 
rapine, and a good deal of blood. I’ve seen pretty much 
the same at Astley’s.” 

“ Look again.” 
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“ I see purple moors, glens, masculine women, bare-legged 
men, priggish book-worms, more violence, physical excel¬ 
lence, and blood. Always blood,—and the superiority of 
physical attainments." 

“And how do you feel now?" said the Goblin. 

The Haunted Man sliruggeJ his shoulders. “ None the 
belter for being carried back and asked to sympathise with 
a barbarous age." 

The Cobhn smiled and clutched his arm ; they again 
sped rapidly away through tlie black night and again hailed. 

“What do you see?" said the Goblin. 

“I see a barrack room, with a mess table, and a group 
of intoxicated Celtic officers telling funny stories, and giving 
challenges to duel. I sec a young Irish gentleman capable 
of performing prodigies of valour. I learn incidentally that 
the acme of all heroism is the cornetcy of a dragoon regi¬ 
ment. I hear a good deal of French ! No, thank you," 
said the Haunted Man hurriedly, as lie stayed the waving 
hand of tlie Goblin ; “ I would rather//«)/go to the Peninsula, 
and don’t care to have a private interview with Napoleon." 

Again the Goblin flew away with tlie unfortunate man, 
and from a strange roaring below them he judged they were 
above the ocean. A ship hove in sight, and the Goblin 
stayed its flight. “ Look," he said, squeezing liis com¬ 
panion’s arm. 

The Haunted Man yawned. “ Don’t you think, Charles, 
you’re rather running this thing into the ground ? Of 
course it's very moral and instructive, and all that. But 
ain’t there a little too much pantomime about it ? Come 
now! ” 

“Look!" repeated the Goblin, pinching his arm mal¬ 
evolently. The Haunted Man groaned. 

“ Oh, of course, I see her Majest)'’s ship Areihusa. Of 
course I am familiar with her stern First Lieutenant, her 
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eccentric Captain, her one fascinating and several mis¬ 
chievous midshipmen. Of course I know it’s a splendid 
thing to see all this, and not to be seasick. Oh, there the 
young gentlemen are going to play a trick on the purser. 
For God’s sake, let us go,” and the unhappy man absolutely 
ilragged the Goblin away with him. 

When they next halted, it was at the edge of a broad 
and boundless prairie, in the middle of an oak opening. 

“I see,” said the Haunted Man, without waiting for his 
cue, but mechanically, and as if he were repeating a lesson 
whicli the Goblin had taught him,—“ I see the Noble 
Savage. He is very fine to look at! But I observe 
under his war-paint, feathers, and picturesque blanket, dirt, 
disease, and an unsymmetrical contour. I observe beneath 
his inflated rhetoric deceit and hypocrisy; beneath his 
jihysical hardiliood, cruelty, malice, and revenge. The 
Noble Savage is a humbug. I remarked the same to Mr. 
Callin.” 

“ Come,” said the phantom. 

The Haunted Man sighed, and took out his watch. 
“ Couldn't we do the rest of this another lime ? ” 

“ My hour is almost spent, irreverent being, but there is 
yet a chance for your reformation. Come! ” 

Again they spe<l through the niglit, and again halted. 
The sound of delicious but melancholy music fell upon 
their ears. 

“ I see,” said the Haunted Man, with something of 
interest in Ids manner,—“ I see an old moss-covered manse 
beside a sluggish, flowing river. I see weird shapes: 
witches, Puritans, clergymen, little children, judges, mes¬ 
merised maidens, moving to the sound of melody that 
thrills me with its sweetness and purity. But, although 
carried along its calm and evenly flowing current, the 
shaj)es are strange and frightful: an eating lichen gnaws at 
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the heart of each. Not only the clergymen, but witch, 
maiden, judge, and Puritan, all wear Scarlet Letters of 
some kind burned upon their hearts. I am fascinated and 
thrilled, but I feel a morbid sensitiveness creeping over me. 
I—I beg your pardon.” 'I'iie Goblin was yawning fright¬ 
fully. *• Well, perhaps we had belter go.” 

“One more, and the last,” said the Goblin. 

They were moving home. Streaks of red were beginning 
to appear in the eastern sky. Along the banks of the 
bhickly flowing river by moorland and st.ignant fens, by 
low liouses, clustering close to the water’s edge, like strange 
mollusks crawled upon the beach to dry; by misty black 
barges, the more misty and indistinct seen through its 
mysterious veil the river fog was slowly rising. So rolleil 
away and rose from the heart of the Haunted Man, 6:c., 

&C. 

They stopped before a quaint mansion of red brick. 
The Goblin waved his hand without speaking. 

“I see,” said the Haunted Man, “a gay drawing-room. 
I see my old friends of llie club, of the college, of society, 
even as they lived and moved. I see the gallant and 
unselfish men, whom I have loved, and the snobs whom I 
liave hated. I see strangely mingling with them, and now 
and then blending with their forms, our old friends Dick 
Steele, Addison, aiul Congreve. I observe, though, that 
these gentlemen have a habit of getting too much m the 
way. The royal standard of Queen Anne, not in itself a 
beautiful ornament, is rather too prominent in the picture. 
The long galleries of black oak, the formal furniture, the 
old portraits, arc picturesque, but depressing. The house 
is damp. I enjoy myself better here on the lawn, where 
they are getting up a Vanity Fair. See, the bell rings, the 
curtain b rising, the puppel.s arc brought out for a new 
play. Let me sec.” 
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The Haunted Man was pressing forward in his eager¬ 
ness, but the hand of the Goblin stayed him, and pointing 
to his feet he saw, between him and the rising curtain, a 
new-made grave. And bending above the grave in pas¬ 
sionate grief, the Haunted Man beheld the phantom of 
the previous night. 

• • « • • 

Tiie Haunted Man started, and—woke. The briglit 
sunshine streamed into the room. The air was sparkling 
witli frost He ran joyously to the window and opened it 
A small boy saluted him with “Merry Christmas.” The 
Haunted Man instantly gave Inin a Bank of England note. 
“ How much like Tiny Tim, Tom, and Bobby that boy 
looked,—bless my soul, what a genius this Dickens has !” 

A knock at the door, and Boots entered. 

“Consider your salary doubled instantly. Have you 
read ‘ David Copperfield ? ’ ” 

“ Yezzur.” 

“ Your salary is quadrupled. Whaf do you think of the 
‘ Old Curiosity Shop ? 

The man instantly burst into a torrent of tears, and then 
into a roar of laughter. 

“ Enough! Here are five thousand pounds. Open a 
porter-house, and call it * Our Mutual Friend.’ Huzza 1 
I feel so happy ! ” And the Haunted Man danced about 
the room. 

And so, bathed in the light of that blessed sun, and yet 
glowing with the warmth of a good action, the Haunted 
Man, haunted no longer, save by those shapes which make 
the dreams of children beautiful, reseated himself in his 
chair, and finished “ Our Mutual Friend.” 
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QEbc ipootilum 'BanD; 


OR, 

THE BOY CHIEF, THE INFANT FOLITICIAH, AND 

THE T/A'AIE PRODIGY. 


CHAPTER I. 

It was a quiet New England village. Nowhere in the 
valley of the Connecticut the autumn sun shone upon a 
more peaceful, pastoral, manufacturing community. The 
wooden nutmegs were slowly ripening on the trees, and the 
white-pine hams for Western consunrpiion were gradually 
rounding into form under the deft manipulation of the 
hardy American artisan. The honest Connecticut farmer 
was quietly gathering from his threshing-floor the shoe* 
pegs, which, when intermixed with a fair proportion of oats, 
oflered a pleasing substitute for fodder to the cfTcte civilisa¬ 
tions of Europe. An almost Sabbath-like stillness pre¬ 
vailed. Doemville was only seven miles from Hartford, 
and the surrounding landscape smiled with the conviction 
of being fully insured. 

Few would have thought that this peaceful village was 
the home of the three young heroes whose exploits would 
hereafter—but we anticipate. 

Doemville Academy was the principal scat of learning in 
the county Under the grave and gentle administration of 
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the venerable Doctor Context, it bad attained just popu¬ 
larity. Yet the Increasing infirmities of age obliged the 
doctor to relinquish much of his trust to his assistants, who, 
it is needless to sav, abused Ills confidence. Before Ions 
their brutal tyranny and deep laid malevolence became 
apparent. Boys were absolutely forced to study their 
lessons. The sickening fact will hardly be believed, but 
during school-hours they were obliged to remain in their 
seats with the appearance, at least, of discipline. It is 
stated by good authority that the rolling of croquet balls 
across the floor during recitation was objected to, under 
the fiendish excuse of its interfering with tlieir studies. 
The breaking of windows by base-balls, and the beating of 
small scholars with bats, was declared against. At last, 
bloated and arrogant witli success, the under-teachers threw 
aside all disguise, and revealed themselves in their true 
colours. A cigar was actually taken out of a day-scholar’s 
mouth during prayers 1 A flask of whisky was dragged 
from another’s desk, and then thrown out of the window. 
And finally, Profanity, Hazing, Tlieft, and Lying were 
almost discouraged. 

Could the youth of America, conscious of tlieir power, 
and a literature of their own, tamely submit to this 
tyranny? Never! We repeat it firmly. Never! We 
repeat it to parents and guardians. Never! But the 
fiendish tutors, chuckling in their glee, little knew what 
was passing through the cold, liaughty intellect of Charles 
I rancis Adams Golightly, aged ten ; what curled the lip of 
Benjamin hranklin Jenkins, aged seven ; or what shone in 
the bold, blue eyes of Bromley Chitterlings, aged six and 
a half, as they sat in the corner of the playground at recess. 
Their or.ly other companion and confidant was the negro 
porter and janitor of the school, known as “Pirate Jinj.” 

Fitly, indeed, was he named, as the secrets of his early. 
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wild career—confessed freely to liis noble young friends_ 

plainly showed. A slaver at the age of seventeen, the 
ringleader of a mutiny on the African coast at the age of 
twenty, a privateersman during the last war with England, 
the commander of a fire-ship and its sole survivor at twenty- 
five, with a wild, intermediate career of unmixed piracy, 
until the Rebellion called him to Civil Service again as a 
blockade runner, and peace and a desire for rural repose 
led him to seek the janitorship of the Doemville Academy, 
where no questions were asked and references not ex¬ 
changed—lie was, indeed, a fit mentor for our daring youth. 
Although a man whose days had exceeded the usual space 
allotted to humanity, tlie various episodes of his career foot¬ 
ing his age up to nearly one hundred and fifty-nine years, 
he scarcely looked it, and was still hale and vigorous. 

“ Yes,” continued Pirate Jim critically; “I don’t think . 
lie was any bigger nor you, Master Chitterlings, if as big, 
when he stood on the fork’stle of niy ship and shot the 
captain 0’ that East Injyman dead. We used to call him 
little Weevils, he was so joung-like. But, bless your 
hearts, boys 1 he wa'n’t anything to Little Sammy Barlow, 
ez once crop’ up inter the captain's state-room on a 
Kooshin frigate, stabbed him to the licart with a jack-knife, 
then put on the captain’s uniform and his cocked hat, took' 
command of the ship, and fout her hissclf.” 

“Wasn’t the captain's clothes big for him?” asked B. 
Franklin Jenkins anxiously. 

The janitor eyed young Jenkins with pained dignity. 

“ Didn’t 1 say the Rooshin captain was a small, a very 
small, man ? Rooshins is small, likewise Greeks.” 

A noble enthusiasm beamed in the faces of the youthful 
heroes. 

“Was Barlow as large as me?” asked C. F. Adams 
Colightly, lifting his curls from his Jove-like brow. 
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“ Yes; bat, then, he lied hed, so to speak, experiences. 
It was allowed that he had pizened his schoolmaster afore 
he went to sea. But it’s dry talking, boys.” 

Golightly drew a flask from liis jacket and handed it to 
tlie janitor. It was his fatiier’s best brandy. l*he heart of 
the honest old seaman was touched. 

“ Bless ye, my own pirate boy! ” he said, in a voice 
suffocating with emotion. 

“I’ve got some tobacco,” said the youthful Jenkins, 
“but it’s fine cut; I use only that now." 

“ I kin buy some plug at the corner grocery,” said Pirate 
Jim, “ only I left my portmoney at home.” 

“Take this watch," said young Golightly; “’tis my 
father’s. Since he became a tyrant and usurper, and forced 
me to join a corsair’s band, I’ve begun by dividing the 
properly." 

“ Tins is idle trifling,” said young Chitterlings wildly. 
“ Every moment is precious. Is this an hour to give to 
wine and wassail? Ha, we want action—action I We 
must strike llie blow for freedom to-night—ay, this very 
night. The scow is already anchored in the mill-dam 
freighted with provisions for a three months’ voyage. I 
have a black flag in my pocket. Why, then, this cowardly 
delay ? " 

The two elder youths turned with a slight feeling of awe 
and shame to gaze on the glowing cheeks, and high, 
haughty crest of their youngest comrade—the bright, the 
beautiful Bromley Chitterlings. Alas I that very moment 
of forgetfulness and mutual admiration was fraught with 
danger. A thin, dyspeptic, half-starved tutor approached. 

“It is time to resume your studies, young gentlemen,'* 
he said, with fiendish politeness. 

They were his last words on earth. 

“ Down, Tyrant! ” screamed Chitterlings. 
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“Sic liini—I mean sU wnper fyraunisl" said the 
classical Goliglilly. 

A heavy blow on the head from a base-ball bat, and the 
rapid projection of a base-ball against his empty stomach, 
brought the tutor a limp and lifeless mass to the ground. 
Golightly shuddered. Let not my young readers blame 
him too rashly, it was his first homicide. 

“Search his pockets,” said the practical Jenkins. 

They did so, and foun<l nothing but a Harvard Triennial 
Catalogue. 

“ Let us fly,” saul Jenkins. 

“Forward to the boats !” cried the enthusiastic Chitter¬ 
lings. 

But C. K. Ad.»ms Golightly stood gazing thoughtfully at 
the prostrate tutor. 

“This,” he said calmly, “is the result of a too free 
government and the common-school sj'stcm. What the 
country needs is reform. I cannot go with you, boys.” 

“Traitor !” screamed the others. 

C. F. A. Golightly smiled sadly. 

“ You know me not. I shall not become a pirate—but 
a Congressman !” 

Jenkins and Chitterlings turned pale. 

“ I have already organised two caucuses in a base-ball 
clul^, and bribed the delegates of another. Nay, turn not 
away. Let us be friends, pursuing through various wap 
one common end. Farewell!” They shook hands. 

“ But where is Pirate Jim ?” asked Jenkins. 

“He left us but for a moment to raise money on the 
watch to purchase armament for the scow. Farewell! ” 

And so the gallant, youthful spirits parted, bright with 
tlie sunrise of hope. 

That night a conflagration raged in Doemville. The 
Doemville Academy, mysteriously fired, first fell a victim 

VOL V. a r. 
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to the devouring element. The candy shop and cigaf 
store, both holding heavy liabilities against the academy, 
quickly followed. By the lurid gleams of the flames, a long, 
low, sloop-rigged scow, with every mast gone except one, 
slowly worked her way out of the mill-dam towards the 
Sound. The next day three boys were missing—C. F, 
Adams Golightly, B. F. Jenkins, and Bromley Chitterlings. 
Had they perished in the flames? Who shall say? 
Enough that never more under these names did they again 
appear in the homes of their ancestors. 

Happy, indeed, would it have been for Doemville had 
the mystery ended liere. But a darker interest and scandal 
rested upon the peaceful village. During that awful night 
the boarding-school of Madame Brimborion was visited 
stealthily, and two of the fairest heiresses of Connecticut— 
daughters of the president of a savings bank and insurance 
director—were the next morning found to have eloped. 
With them also disappeared the entire contents of the 
Savings Bank, and on the following day the Flamingo Fire 
Insurance Company failed. 


CHAPTER II. 

Let my young readers now sail with me to warmer and 
more hospitable climes. Off the coast of Patagonia a long, 
low, black schooner proudly rides the seas, that break 
softly upon the vine-clad shores of that luxuriant land. 
AVho is this tliat, wrapped in Persian rugs, and dressed in 
the most expensive manner, calmly reclines on the quarter¬ 
deck of the schooner, toying lightly ever and anon with the 
luscious fruits of the vicinity, held in baskets of solid gold 
by Nubian slaves ? or at intervals, with daring grace, guides 
an ebony velocipede over the polished black walnut decks, 
and in and out the intricacies of the rigging? Who is it? 
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well may be asked What name is it that blanches with 
terror the cheeks of the Patagonian navy ? Who but the 
Pirate Prodigy—tlic relentless Boy Scourer of Patagonian 
seas? Voyagers slowly drifting by the Silurian beach, 
coasters along the Devonian shore, still shudder at the 
name of Bromley Chitterlings—the Boy Avenger, late of 
Hartford, Connecticut. 

It has been often asked by the idly curious, Why, 
Avenger, and of what ? Let us not seek to disclose the 
awful secret hidden under that youthful jacket Enough 
that there may have been that of bitterness in his past life 
that they 

“Wltosc soul would sicken o’er iltc heaving wave," 

or “ whose soul would heave above the sickenin" wave, ’ 
did not understand. Only one knew him, perhaps too 
well—a queen of the Amazons taken prisoner off Terra del 
I'ucgo a week previous. She loved ilie Boy Avenger. 
But in vain ; Ins youthful heart seemed obdurate. 

“ Hear me,” at last, he said, when she had for the 
seventh time wildly proffered her hand and her kingdom in 
marriage, “ and know once and for ever why I must decline 
your flattering proposal. I love another.” 

With a wild, despairing cry she leaped into the sea, but 
was instantly rescued by the Pirate Prodigy. Yet, even in 
that supreme moment, such was his coolness, that on his 
way to the surface he captured a mermaid, and placing her 
in charge of his steward, with directions to give her a state¬ 
room, with hot and cold water, calmly resumed his place 
by the Amazon’s side. When the cabin door closed on his 
faithful servant, bringing champagne and ices to the 
interesting stranger, Chitterlings resumed his narrative with 
a choking voice— 

“ When I first fled from the roof of a tyrannical parent, 
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I loved the beautiful and accomplished Eliza J. Sniffen. 
Her father was president of the Working-men’s Savings* 
Bank, and it was perfectly understood that in the course of 
time the entire deposits would be his. But, like a vain 
fool, I wished to anticipate the future, and in a wild 
moment persuaded Miss Sniffen to elope with me; and 
witli the entire cash assets of the bank, we fled together." 
He paused, overcome with emotion. “But fate decreed it 
otherwise. In my feverish haste, I had forgotten to place 
among the stores of my pirate craft that peculiar kind of 
chocolate caromel to which Eliza Jane was most partial. 
\Vc were obliged to put into New Rochelle on the second 
day out, to enable Miss Sniffen to procure that delicacy at 
the nearest confectioner’s, and match some zephyr worsteds 
at the first fancy shop. Fatal mistake. She went—she 
never returned 1 ” In a moment he resumed, in a choking 
voice, “ After a week’s weary waiting, I was obliged to put 
to sea again, bearing a broken heart and the broken bank 
of her father. I have never seen her since.” 

“And you still love her?" asked the Amazon queen 
excitedly. 

“Ay, for ever! ” 

“ Noble youth. Here, take tlie reward of thy fi<lelity, 
for know, Bromley Chitterlings, that I am Eliza Jane. 
Wearied with wailing, I embarked on a Peruvian Guano 
ship—but it’s a long story, dear.” 

“And altogether too thin,” said the Boy Avenger, 
fiercely releasing himself from her encircling arms. “ FJiza 
Jane’s age, a year ago, was only thirteen, and you are fonv. 
if a day.” 

“ True,' she returned sadly, “ but I have suffered much, 
and time passes rapidly, and I’ve grown. You would scarcely 
believe that this is my own hair.” 

“ I know not,” he replied, in gloomy abstraction. 
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“Forgive my deceit," s'ne returned. ‘ If you are afli- 
anced to another, let me at least be—a mother to you." 

Tlie Pirate Prodigy started, and tears came to his eyes. 
The scene was affecting in the extreme. Several of the 
oldest seamen—men who had gone through scenes of 
sufi'ering with tearless eyes and unblanched cheeks—now 
retired to the spirit room to conceal their emotion. A few 
went into caucus in the forecastle, and returned with the 
request that the .Ani-uonian queen should hereafter be 
known as the "Queen of the Pirates’ Isle." 

" Motlier! ” gasped tlie Pirate Prodig)’. 

“My son I” screamed the Amazonian queen. 

They embraced. At the same moment a loud flop was 
heard on the quarter-deck. It was the forgotten mermaid, 
who, emerging from her state-room, and ascending the 
companion-way at that moment, liad fainted at the spec¬ 
tacle. The Pirate Prodigy rushed to her side with a bottle 
of smelling-salts. 

She recovered slowly. “ Permit me," she said, rising 
with dignity, “ to leave the shijx 1 am unaccustomed to 
such conduct.” 

“ Hear me—she is my mother \" 

“She certainly is old enough to be,” replied the mer¬ 
maid ; “and to speak of that being her own hair,” she said, 
as she rearranged with characteristic grace, a comb, and a 
small hand-mirror, her own luxuriant tresses. 

“ If I couhin’t afford any other clothes, I might wear a 
.switch, too ! ” hissed the Amazonian queen. “I suppose 
you don’t dye it on account of the salt water But per¬ 
haps you prefer green, dear?" 

“ A little salt water miglit improve your own complexion^ 
love.” 

“ Fishwoman !” screamed the Amazonian queen. 

“ Bloomerite I" shrieked the mermaid. 
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In another instant they had seized each otlier. 

“Mutiny! Overboard with them!” cried the Pirate 
Prodigy, rising to the occasion, and casting aside all human 
affection in the peril of the moment. 

A plank was brought and the two women placed upon it. 

“ After you, dear,” said the mermaid significantly to the 
Amazonian queen ; “ you’re the oldest.” 

“Thank you!” said the Amazonian queen, stepping 
back. “ Fish is always served first.” 

Stung by the insult, with a wild scream of rage the mer¬ 
maid grappled her in her arms and leaped into the sex 

As the waters closed over them for ever, the Pirate Pro¬ 
digy sprang to his feet. “ Up with the black flag, and bear 
away for New London,” he shouted in trumpet-like tones. 
** ^ ha I Once more the Rover is free ! ” 

Indeed it was too true. In that fatal moment he had 
again loosed himself from the trammels of human feeling 
and was once more the Boy Avenger. 

CHAPTER III. 

Again I must ask my young readers to mount my hippo- 
griff and hie with me to the almost inaccessible heights of 
the Rocky Mountains. There, for years, a band of wrid and 
untamable savages, known as the Pigeon Foet, had resisted 
the blankets and Bibles of civilisation. For years the trails 
leading to their camp were marked by the bones of team¬ 
sters and broken waggons, and the trees were decked with 
the dying scalp-locks of women and children. The boldest 
of military leaders hesitated to attack them in their for¬ 
tresses, and prudently left the scalping-knives, rifles, powder, 
and shot provided by a paternal government for their 
welfare lying on the groun<i a few miles from their encamp- 
ment, with the request that they were not to be used until 
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the military had safely retired. Hitherto, save an occa¬ 
sional incursion into the territory of the Knock-knees, a 
rival tribe, they had limited their depredations to the 
vicinity. 

But lately a baleful change had come over them. Acting 
under some evil influence, they now pushed their warfare 
into the white settlements, carrying fire and destpjclion 
with them. Again and again had the Government offered 
them a free pass to Washington and the privilege of being 
photographed, but under the same evil guidance tliey 
refused. There was a singular mystery in llieir mode of 
aggression. Schoolhouses were always burned, the school¬ 
masters taken into captivity, and never again heard from. 
A palace car on the Union Pacific Railway, containing an 
excursion party of teachers en roufc to San Francisco, was 
surrounded, its inmates captured, and—their vacancies in 
the school catalogue never again fillcil. Even a board of 
educational examiners, proceeding to Cheyenne, were taken 
prisoners, and obliged to answer questions they themselves 
had proposed, amidst horrible tortures. By degrees these 
atrocities were traced to the malign influence of a new 
chief of the tribe. As yet little was known of him but 
through his baleful appellations, “Young Man who Goes 
for His Teacher,” and “ He lifts the Hair of the School 
Marm.” He was said to be small and exceedingly youth¬ 
ful in appearance. Indeed, his earlier appellative, “He 
Wipes His Nose on His Sleeve,” was said to have been 
given to him to indicate his still boy-like habits. 

It was night in the encampment and among the lodges 
of the Pigeon Toes, Dusky maidens flitted in and out 
among the camp-fires like brown moths, cooking the tooth¬ 
some buffalo-hump, frying the fragrant bear’s-meal, and 
stewing the esculent bean for the braves. For a few 
favoured ones sput grasshoppers were reserved as a rare 
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delicacy, altliough the proud Spartan soul of their chief 
scorned all such luxuries. 

He was seatetl alone in his wigwam, attended only by 
the gentle Musliymush, fairest of the Pigeon Feet maidens. 
Nowhere were tlie characteristics of her great tribe more 
plainly shown than in the little feet that lapped over eacli 
other in walking. A single glance at the chief was suffi¬ 
cient to show the truth of the wild rumours respecting his 
youth. He was scarcely twelve, of proud and lofty bear¬ 
ing, and clad completely in wrappings of various-coloured 
scalloped cloths, which gave him the appearance of a some¬ 
what extra-sized penwiper. An enormous eagle’s feather, 
torn from the wing of a bald eagle who once attempted to 
carry him away, completed his attire. It was also the 
memento of one of his most .superhuman feats of courage. 
He would undoubtedly have scalped the eagle but that 
nature had anticipated him. 

“ Why is the Great Chief sad ? » said Mushymush softly. 
« Does his soul still yearn for the blood of the palefaced 
teachers ? Did not the scalping of two professors of 
geology in the Yale exploring party satisfy his warrior’s 
heart yesterday? Has he forgotten that Gardener and 
King are still to follow ? Shall his own Mushymush bring 
him a botanist to-morrow? Speak, for the silence of my 
brother lies on my heart like tlie snow on the mountain and 
cliecks the flow of my speecli.” 

Still the proud Boy Chief sat silent Suddenly he said 
“ Hist I and rose to his feet Taking a long rifle from 
the ground Ire adjusted its sight Exactly seven miles away 
on tire slope of the mountain tire figure of a man was seen 
walking. I he Boy Chief raised the rifle to his unerring eye 
and fired. The man fell. 

A scout was despatched to scalp and search the bodyt. 
He presently returned. 
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“Who was ihe paleface?” eagerly asked the chieC 

“A life insurance agent” 

A dark scowl settled on the face of the chief. 

“ I thought it was a book pedlar.” 

“ Why is my brother’s heart sore against the book 
pedlar?” asked Miisliynmsh. 

“ Because,” said tiic Boy Chief fiercely, “ I am again 
without my regular dime novel—and I thought he might 
have one in liis pack. Hear me, Mushymush. I'iie United 
States mails no longer bring me my Youu^ Amen(a or my 
Bo)s' and Gir/s' IVctkly. I find it impossible, even with 
my fastest scouts, to keep up with the rear of General 
Howard, and replenish my literature from the sutlers 
waggon. Without a dime novel or a Yoiin^ Amt/ua, how 
am I to keep up this Injin business ?” 

Mushymush remained in meditation a single momenL 
'riien she looked up proudly. 

“My brother has spoken. It is well He shall have his 
dime novel. Ho shall know the kind of hair-pin his sister 
Mushymush is.” 

And she arose and gambolled lightly as the fawn out of 
his presence. 

In two hours she returned. In one hand she held three 
small flaxen scalps, in the other “The Boy Marauder,” 
complete in one volume, price ten cents. 

“Three palefaced children,” she gasped, “were reading 
it in the tail end of an emigrant waggon. I crept up to 
them softly. Tiicir parents are still unaware of the acci¬ 
dent,” and she sank helpless at his feet. 

“Noble girl 1” said the Boy Chief, gazing proudly on 
her prostrate form; “and these are the people that a 
military despotism expects to subdue!" 
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CHAPTER IV. 

But the capture of several waggon-loads of commissary 
whisky, and the destruction of two tons of stationery 
intended for tlie general commanding, which interfered wiili 
his regular correspondence with the War Department, at 
last awakened the United States military authorities to 
active exertion. A quantity of troops were massed before 
the Pigeon Feet encampment, and an attack was hourly 
imminent 

“ Shine your boots, sir ? ” 

It was the voice of a youth in humble attire, standing 
before the flap of tlie commanding general’s tent. 

1 he general raised his head from his correspondence. 

** Ah,” he said, looking down on the humble boy, I 
see ; I shall write that the appliances of civilisation move 
steadily forward with the army. Yes,” he added, “you 
may shine my military boots. You understand, however, 
that to get your pay you must first”- 

“ Make a requisition on the commissary-general, have it 
certified to by the quartermaster, countersigned by the post¬ 
adjutant,and submitted by you to the War Department”_ 

“ And charged as stationery,” added the general gently, 
“ You are, I see, an intelligent and thoughtful boy. I trust 
you neither use whisky, tobacco, nor are ever profane?” 

“ I promised my sainted motlior ”_ 

“ Enough ! Go on with your blacking; I have to lead 
the attack on the Pigeon Feet at eight precisely. It is now 
half-past seven,” said the general, consulting a large kitchen 
clock that stood in the corner of his lent. 

The little bootblack looked up : the general was- 
absorbed in his correspondence. The bootblack drew a 
tin pulty-blower from iiis pocket, took unerring aim, and 
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nailed in a single shot the minute-hand to the dial. Going on 
with his blacking, yet stopping ever and anon to glance over 
the general's plan of campaign, spread on the table before 
him, he was at last interrupted by the entrance of an officer. 

“ Everything is ready for the attack, general It is now 
eight o’clock." 

“ Impossible ! It is only half-past seven.’* 

“ But my watch, and the watches of the staff" — 

“Are regulated by my kitchen clock, that has been in my 
family for years. Enough ! it is only half-past seven.’* 

The officer retired ; the bootblack had finished one boot. 
Another officer appeared. 

“Instead of attacking the enemy, general, we are 
attacked ourselves. Our pickets are already driven in." 

“ Military pickets should not differ from other pickets," 
said the bootblack modestly. “To stand firmly they 
should be well driven in." 

“Ha! there is something in that," said the general 
thoughtfully. “But who are you, who speak thus?” 

Rising to his full height, the bootblack threw off his 
outer rags, and revealed the figure of the Boy Chief of the 
Pigeon Feet. 

“ Treason I" shrieked the general j “order an advance 
along the whole line." 

But jn vain. The next moment he fell beneath the 
tomahawk of the Boy Chief, and within the next quarter of 
an hour the United States army was dispersed. Thus 
ended the battle of Bootblack Creek. 


CHAPTER V. 

And yet the Boy Cliief was not entirely happy. Indeed, 
at limes he seriously thought of accepting the invitation 
extended by the Great Chief at Washington immediately 
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after the massacre of his soldiers, and once more revisitmg 
the haunts of civilisation. His soul sickened in feverish 
inactivity; schoolmasters palled on his taste; he had 
introduced base-ball, blind hooky, marbles, and peg-top 
among his Indian subjects, but only with indifferent 
success. The squaws persisted in boring holes through 
the china alleys and wearing them as necklaces; his 
warriors stuck pikes in their base-ball bats, and made war- 
clubs of them. He could not but feci, too, that the gentle 
Mushyrnush, although devoted to her paleface brother, was 
deficient in culinary education. Her mince pies were 
abominable ; her jam far inferior to that made by his Aunt 
Sally of Doemville. Only an unexpected incident kept him 
equally from the extreme of listless Sybaritic indulgence or 
of morbid cynicism. Indeed, at the age of twelve, he 
already had become <lisgusted with existence. 

He had returned to liis wigwam after an exhausting 
buffalo-hunt, in which he had slain two hundred and 
seventy-five buffalos with his own hand, not counting the 
individual buffalo on which he liad leaped, so as to join 
the herd, and which lie afterward led into the camp a 
captive and a present to the lovely Mushyrnush. He had 
scal]>cd two express riders, and a correspondent of the 
Aw York Herald; had despoiled the Overland Mail Stage 
of a quantity of vouchers wliich enabled liim to draw double 
rations from the Government, and was reclining on a 
bearskin smoking and thinking of the vanity of human 
endeavour, when a scout entered, saying that a paleface 
youth had demanded access to his person. 

“ Is he a commissioner? If so, say that the red man is 
rapidly passing to the happy hunting-grounds of his fathers, 
and now desires only peace, blankets, and ammunition; 
obtain the latter, and then scalp the c mmissioner.” 

But it is only a youth who asks an interview.” 
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“Docs he look like an insurance agent? If so, say that 
I have already policies in tliree Hartford companies. 
Meanwhile prepare the stake, and see that tl\e squaws are 
ready with their implements of torture.” 

The youth was admitted ; he was evidently only half the 
age of the 13oy Chief. As he entered the wigwam, and siockI 
revealed to his host, they both started. In another moment 
tliey were locked in each other’s arms. 

“ Jenky, old boy !” 

“ Bromley, old fcl ! ” 

B. F. Jenkins, for suclt was tl»c name of the Doy Chief, 
was the first to recover his calmness. Turning to his 
warriors he said proudly— 

“ Let my children retire while I speak to the agent of our 
Great Father in Washington. Hereafter no latch keys will 
be provided for the wigwams of the warriors. The practice 

of late hours must be discouraged.” 

“ How I” said the warriors, and instantly retired. 
“Wliisper!” said Jenkins, drawing his friend aside; “I 
am known here only as lire Boy Chief of the Pigeon loes. 

“And I,”said Bromley Chitterlings proudly, “am known 
everywhere as tlic Pirate Prodigy—the Boy Avenger of the 
Patagonian coast.” 

“ But how canto you here ? ” 

“Listen ! My pirate brig, the Ltvdy Mcn/iaiJ, now lies 
at Mciggs’s wharf in San Francisco, disguised as a Mendi- 
cino lumber vessel. My pirate crew accompanied me here 

in a palace car from San Francisco.” 

“ It must iiave been expensive,” said the prudent Jenkins, 
“ It was, but tliey defrayed it by a collection from the 
other passengers-you understand. The papers will be full 
of it to-morrow. Do you take in the York Sun t 
“No; I dislike their Indian policy. But why are you 

Iicrc ? " 
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*‘Hear me, Jenk! Tis a long and a sad story. The 
lovely Eliza J. Sniffen, who fled with me from Doemville, 
was seized by her parents and tom from my arms at New 
Rochelle. Reduced to poverty by the breaking of the sav¬ 
ings bank of which he was president—a failure to which I 
largely contributed, and the profits of which I enjoyed—I 
have since ascertained that Eliza Jane Sniffen was forced to 
become a schoolmistress, departed to take charge of a semi¬ 
nary in Colorado, and since then has never been heard from.” 

Why did the Boy Cluef turn pale, and clutch at the tent- 
pole for support ? Why, indeed ? 

“Eliza Jane Sniffen,” gasped Jenkins, “aged fourteen, 
red-haired, with a slight tendency to strabismus?” 

“ The same.” 

“ Heaven help me ! She died by my mandate 1” 

“ Traitor ! ” shrieked Chitterlings, rushing at Jenkins with 
a drawn poniard. 

But a figure interposed. The slight girlish form of 
Alushymush with outstretched hands stood between the ex¬ 
asperated Pirate Prodigy and the Boy Chief. 

“Forbear,” she said sternly to Chitterlings; “you know 
not what you do.” 

The two youths paused. 

“Hear me,’’ she said rapidly. “When captured in a 
confectioner’s shop at New Rochelle, E. J. Sniffen was taken 
back to poverty. Slie resolved to become a schoolmistress. 
Hearing of an opening in the West, she proceeded to Colo¬ 
rado to take exclusive charge of the pemionnat of Mdme. 
Choflie, late of Paris. On the way thither she was captured 
by the emissaries of the Boy Chief”- 

“ In consummation of a fatal vow I made, never to spare 
educational instructors,” interrupted Jenkins. 

“ But in her captivity,” continued Mushymush, " she 
managed to stain her face with poke-berry juicC} and 
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mingling with the Indian maidens was enabled to pass for 
one of the tribe. Once undetected, she boldly ingratiated 
herself with the Boy Chief—how honestly and devotedly he 
best can tell—for I, Mushymush, the little sister of the Boy 
Chief, am Eliza J.ine Sniffen.” 

The Pirate Prodigy clasped her in his arms. The Boy 
Chief, raising his hand, ejaculated— 

“ Bless you, my children ! ” 

“There is but one thing wanting to complete this re¬ 
union,” said Chitterlings, after a pause, but the hurried 
entrance of a scout slopped his utterance. 

“A commissioner from the Great Father in Washington." 

“Scalp him !" shrieked the Boy Chief; “ this is no time 
for diplomatic trifling." 

“ We have, but he still insists upon seeing you, and has 
sent in his card.” 

The Boy Chief took it, and read aloud, in agonised 
accents— 

“ Charles Francis Adams Golightly, late page in United 
Stales Senate, and acting commissioner of United Stales." 

In another moment, Golightly, pale, bleeding and, as it 
were, prematurely bald, but still cold and intellectual, 
entered the wigwam. They fell upon his neck and begged 
his forgiveness. 

“ Don’t mention it," he said quietly; “ these things must 
and will happen under our present system of government. 
My story is brief. Obtaining political influence through 
caucuses, I became at last page in the Senate. Through 
the exertions of political friends, I was appointed clerk to 
the commissioner whose functions I now represent. Know¬ 
ing through political spies in your own camp who you were, 
I acted upon the physical fears of the commissioner, who 
was an ex-clergyman, and easily induced him to deputise 
me to consult with you. In doing so, I have lost my scalp, 



4^0 The Hoodlum Band. 


but as the liirsute signs of juvenility have worked against 
my political progress I do not regret it. As a partially 
bald young man I shall have more power. Tlie terms that 
I iiave to offer are simply this : you can do everything you 
want, go anywhere you choose, if you will only leave this 
place. I have a hundred-thousand-dollar draft on the United 
States Treasury in my pocket at your immediate disposal." 

“ Hut what's to become of me ? ” asked Chitterlings. 

“ Your case has already been under advisement. The 
Secretary of State, who is an intelligent man, has deter¬ 
mined to recognise you as de jure and de facto the only 
loyal representative of the Patagonian Government. You 
may safely proceed to Washington as its envoy extraordinary. 
I dine with the secretary next week." 

‘‘ And yourself, old fellow ?" 


" I only wish tliat twenty years from now you will recog¬ 
nise by your influence and votes the rights of C. F. A. 
Golighlly to the presidency.” 

And here ends our story. Trusting that my dear young 
friends may take whatever example or moral their respective 
parents and guardians may deem fittest from these pages, 
I hope in future years to portray further the career of those 
three young heroes I have already introduced in the spring- 
time of life to^^cir cliarilable consi^ralion. 
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t'fown ('clh. 31, ^kl. eji’h 

Fifty Yoam Ago. Wiiu lu 
Oaspard de Collgny. With a r*ortr:iit. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 

The Charm. oiKcr Urj\Mhjj-ri»om 
HUya. Wilh 5c Tilu«lralions b) Cttwiii 
M \MMON*n Ac 

Art of Fiction. Fcap fiMJ. cloth, ir.net. 

BOYD. A Versailles Christmas, 
tide, by M\NV Srt tRT buYii. With 
W lUu>(raiioii«b> A b. Ifuvp. Fcap.^t*’. 
k\u\U Us. ^ 

BOYLE (F.), WorkA by. l'o>t 

Si'o. Illudrated b«arJt, 21. «ach 

Chronicles of He-Man's Land. 
Camp Notes. I Bavage Life. 

BRANt) (JOHN). Observations 

on Populsr Antiquities. Wiih iht 
AdclKioitA *>< Sir HtSKV ELI.IS, Cmwii 
Ki'O, clolh, jr 

BREWER’S (Rev. Dr) Diction* 

erics. Crown hy<>, eUnti. js. each. 

TheReader'sKandbook of Famous 
Names In Plotlon. Allusions^ 
References, Proverbs, Plots, 
Stories, and Poems. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Reahttic. ana l>ofc; niaUc^ _ __ 

BREW^ER (Sir DAVID). 

Works bv. iv*st 8vo. cloth. 4* 6J. each. 
More Worlds than One: TheCrwl 
of the I’hilofvorhcr and the Hope Of fhe 
Chrlsllan With ina 1 «. 

The Martyrs of Solenoo: Galileo 
J vcJlu Hkahk. .ind Kr.i’l-KR. 

Letters on Natural Maglo* With 
numerous Illustrations. 
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BRAYSHAW(J* DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes: Stories of London 
l.iic. Crown 8vo. clolb, 31. 6</, 

BRUjHT (FL0RENCE)~A olrl 

Capitatlst. Cr<nvn ^tvo cloth, 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN. — Oastro- 

nomy as a Fine Art. Tr.insl.i(i.d b> 
R. V. AmM'.msov. J»ost svo. h.-iU-cl, j<. 

BRYDHN rH. A.).-An Exiled 

Scot. \S »th h'ronti»|>iccc by J. S 
KM. Crown S\o, fn/. 

BRYIXIES iHAROLD). Uncle 

.SAm at home* \Vit)i *tt lllnstiutions 
Post Svu. jllusti.itcd ho.irds, 4i«. cJotb 
I'ino. 7 '. (* 

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 

The Complete Poetloal Works of 
Robert BuchanAn. t Vois.. crown 
'^vo. buckram, wall Pi»rlr.ut Fronti.spiccc 
to each volume, in. 

Crown 8va, cloth. 3r. each ; post 8vr», 
illnstritca biiards, ar each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. 

Ood and the Man. With n lllnstra- 
lions bv F. ItAkN’AKD. 

Lady Kilpatrick. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me ror Ever. 

Annan Water. | Foxrf^love Manor. 
The New Abelard* | Rachel Deaa. 
Mattr ASioryof a Caravan. 

The Master of the Mine. 

The Heir of Llnne. 

Woman and the Man* 

Crown HwK cloth, (>J. each. 

Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda. 

lh>i»L*i.AR EDITION’S, mcUinm 8vo, tJ. each 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

God and the Man. 

The Charlatan. Iiy RonBRrBvcHANAN 

and fIVNRY MfkRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Romxsox, 
— ' Po^l 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 i. 

BURaESS(aELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN. - The Picaroons r A San 
Francisco Night's EeterUlnmeat. 

Crown Svo, cloth, jj, 

BURTON (ROBERT). - The 

Anatsmy of Melaacholy. Demy Svo, 
ctolh. 7t. 6.1. j 1 , 

Anfttomised. An 

Ahrldcincnt of Ui kton’s Anatomy. 
I’osl 8vo. half-cloth, u. 6 ,i. 

Cameron (Commander V. 

“ T***. Cruise of tbe 
Black Prince ’ Privateer. I’oal »vo. 

pw I iue_ boards, is. 

CAMPBEUT (A. QODRIC).-^ 

Uauebfer of France. Cr. 8vo, cl., f>j. 


CAINE (HALL). Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 31. ttt, each : post ^vo, 
illustrated boards, it. each ; cloth limp, 
It. fki. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime* 

A Son of Ha^ar. 

The Deemster. 

Also l.iDRAKY KniTiovsof the three novels* 
crosvu Svo. slnih, 6s. each : Clll^AP POPV* 
I Alt KDri i(iN\rnc<num 8 v«»,port rail cover, 
(ui. each : and the Fi\K PAi’tR KoiTlON 
of The Deomsterf pou Kvo. cloth, 
pill top. uel ; k.alhrr,;»ill cd^je^,31.net. 

CANADA (Greater): The Past, 
Pre.Aenf* and Future of the Canadian 
North-West. Jly K. U. OsnoRV, B.A. 
With 1 Map. Crown Svo, cloth. 3/, tsi. 

CAPTAIN COIONET, Soldier 

of the Empire. Edited bv Lurldax 
L xRcHP.v, and Translalcd by Kirs. Carry. 
_ Wilh ICO IHusts, Cr. Svo.cloth, 3*.6</. 

CAR LYLE (THOMAS).—On the 

_ Choke of Books. Post 8vo, cloth, ts. 6i/. 

CARRUTH (HAYDEN). — The 

Adventures of Jones, with 17 lllus« 
trations. Fcap, 8vu, picture cover, U .; 
cloth, ts. 6,i. 


CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.), 

Stories of Paris Life by. 

The King In Yellow* Crown Svo. 

cloth. 3 r, 6J. ; leap. Svo,cloth limp. 2S. fni. 
In the Quarter* Fcap^Svo, cloth, 

CHAPMAN’S (aEORQE) Works. 

Vol Fl.ays Comj^ete, including the 
Doubtful Ones.— vol. il.» Poems and 
Minor Tr;m&)atlun5$, with Essay by A, C. 
SWJXUURNK,—Vol. Ill,, Translations of 
the lli.id and OdyNsey. Three Vola, 
crown Svo, cloth. 3*. (td, each, 

CHAUCER for Children: A GoN 

den Key. Uv Mr^, H R. H.wvvis* With 
s Coloured Flate^ and 30 Woodcuts, 
Crown 4 to. doth. 3 f, Cd, 

Chaucer for SohooU* With the Story* 
of hK Times and hl< Work, By Mrs. 
H, R. Hawki'v With Frontispiece, 
Demy Hvo. cloth, xt. 6d. 


CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of. With an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R. li. W0RMAI.11. Crown Svo. cloth, 5s. 
The HiDor Taotloa of Qheaa: A 
Treatise on the Deployment of tbe 
Forces In obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. Yovxo and E. C, lloWSLU 
Fcap 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

The Hutlntf s OhOBa Toarnameiitt 

The Authorised Account ol thes3oGainee 
played Aug.^pt.. 1805. With Annota¬ 
tions by PiLLSBirRY, Lasker* Tarrasch, 

STKlxm, SCHIKFRRS* TUCIIMAMN, BAK- 
nRtSBKX. BlACKHDRNK. GUXSBSRG, 
TiNSLKY.MASOB.and Albim ; Biogfa^b 
cal Sketebea, and 22 Portrall^ EoJtea by 
H* F* Cheshire, Crown Ivcn cloth, Sr, 
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M-).-The AUnor COLLINS (WILKIE). Novels by. 

_Chord. Crinvii cloiii , 1 , ytcune 


CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 

For tbo Love of a Lass. I’- l smj 

ithistrotcfl ho.irWs • l 

By the Rise of the River 1 1 ^ * u 

Hvo. «.|oUl. i. 

Croun ^v*^ (ij c.\s.h 

The Tideway. 

Randal of Randalholmo. 

CLIVE (.Airs, ARCHER), Novel.^ 


bv, Po' l s\»», 


il'>i ii 


.•ch I 


I f.»l« <1 b'L^fiis. 

Paul Forroll, 

Why Paul Fcrroli KlUed his Wife. 

CLODl) (EDWARD).— Alyths 

and Drcanti. i fnun n; r>, ..loih \s.> 

COATES (ANNE).-Ries Diary 

Cr *.vr» ttvo. vlolh. (hi. 

COBBAN iJ, MACLAREN), 

Novels by* 

Tho Cure of Souls. Hso. i*ii> 

iiMcd bo.ud^, 2« 

The Red Sultan. w •. ^ \ •\ 

3 (m(. : I'osl !i\ »i r:Oi it 1“ • Ards ' *. 

The Burden of Isabel. Ctowi^ avi>. 

sh.tb. (•J. 

COLLINS (J. CHURTON, ALA.). 

Hooksby. Cr, svo v './.e.Khi 

Illustrations of Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. 


I'•.iiJs ii c.ii.h t! )(Djp, 2» 6; t.icb 

Antonina, j Basil. 

Hide and Seek 

The Woman in White. 

The Moonstone. Man and Wife 
The Dead Secret. After Dark* 
The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name I My MKcellanUs. 
Armadale. Poor Miss Finch 
Mtss or Mrs ? 

Tho New Maf^Jalen 
The Froten Deeo. 

The Law und the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Hoiintcd Hotel. 

Tho Fallen Loaves. 

Jezebel 6 Dauf^htor. 

Tho Black Robe. 

Heart and Science, 

A Rogue s Life. 

The avil Genlup>. Little Kovels. 
The Legacy of Cain. Blind Love 


1 Say No. 


<. JV ll. 


I’oH t XU i:t»l|I<»Nv fheebUlU 

The Moonstone. 

The Woman In White. 

Antonina I Tho New Magdalen 
The Dead Secret. No Name. 

Man and Wife 1 Armadale. 

The Woman In White I. n^.r Tn f*i 
hi\y. Pu'rH J unjos p,,ii ^<vi>, tjoih, 
UiM h'p ; . lu ( te.i^hrr, j; H Pdijv nrl, 

The Frozen Deep. l.tNc.i, l^rl* 

I I's.ij nv'o, i'JuJh, ir ntl r 

• .<»her. 11 . • J. Del, 


and COOPER (E. H.’). Oeoffory 


bojrd^. 2 *. cac h. 

Prom Midnight to Midnight. 
You Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The yillago Comedy. 

PoNt 8V(>. illD«(ralcd b«> 4 rd&, t<. cdch 

Transmigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Swcot Anne Page. 

Sweet and Twenty. 

Franoes 

C0L/nAN*5 KiEORUE) Humor* 
eus Works: 'HrcLid Grins ‘My 
Nii^htgimii and Slipper^/ ac. Wlln 
IJfc and Fronli* Cr«ia*n Wvo. cl. , .ti. 6r /, 

COLQUHOUN (AL j.)^’Evdrv 

Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, c)n|h, 
\t <M i,: poat S wo. hluslralcd Niardi. ai. 

COLT^BREAon. By 

W. M. HrTCIli'^)K. Cr. Hvo. cl,, tr. h i. 

COMPTON (HERBERT), by. 

The Inimitable Mrs. Massing* 

ham . Crown Hvo, c'lolb. 31. t^i. 

Crown Sro, clolh. Oi. each. 

The Wilful Way. 

Tha Quaco can do no Wrong. 


CORNISH (J. F.). Sour Ornpes. 

C row II 8% r» t lo’h Dt. 

C O R N W A L L— P^p u I o r 

Romances of Che West ol HnalanJ: 

1*I(C DioIJs, li.tdilion« nird Stiprrvliti.ots 
I of Old 0 >rn\vd 1 L Collccictl bv fCoii^Hr 
[ Hist. KkS. Wlih Mvo l»lar <'5 hv 
Oi(iK4;k tNi'iKsiiANK. Cr.Svo.cl. 74 r.f, 

ICRADDOCK iC. EOBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. Crown clotb, 3/. ft,/, 
p Hi .>vo. illuitr.itid boards, ir. 

His Vanished Scar. Cro 4 vij Kvo. 
cloth. 3f. (\i. 

CRELLIN (H. N.).—Romances 

of the Old dersgllo. Wuh iS Illu9t«. 
bv s L. \V'ooi>. CiowH Hvo, clolh. 31.af. 

CRES5WELL (HENRYl. — A 

Lady of Misrule. Crown 8vu, dolli.ru. 

CROCKETT (S. R.) and others. 

Tales ol our Coast, lly S. K. 

Ch<> 4 Ktrr. OiinvMt Vahuku. Hakoiu 
KHi 4 i>r;Mrc. *Q..'snd W.CiUHK Kr^^Klx. 
Wllli 13 fJIukUstions by FkAXk likANU* 

, u YN. Crown Svo, cl«ilh, jt. u/. 
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CRIM (MATT).—Adventures ofiDAUDET (ALPHONSE). —The 


a Fair Rebel. CrowQ 8va, tl »l)i. ‘'s/. : 

1>os( ^v*\ ill list rakd bt»ar<l9. 2t. 

CUOKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown J^vo, clolb, (vi. each ; 

Svo. iilintralcd bo.^rds, 2s, each , 
cloth Mni;\ 2f. each, 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

Proper Pride. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Diana Barrington. 

Two Masters. Interference. 

A Family Likeness. 

A Third Person. | Mr. Jervis. 
vlUago Tales A Jungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 

Married or Single? 

Cmovii Sv**, cloth, 35. 6J. each. 

Some One Else. 

In the Kingdom of Kerry; 

Miss Balmalne's Past. 
jAson. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence. With o Hindis, hv s. rA<;>:j. 
ThO Cat'Sopaw. Witli 12 lllinlr.iliniis 
l>y Vuyv Pkomam. 

Infatuation. Crown 8v<>, cloih. 3r. fni.: 

post 8vo. clolh limp, 2s. 

* To Let.* Tost Svi), picture boarcU, ir.; 
cloth limp, 2i. Oil, 

EhiTioss, medium five. (>d. each. 

Diana Barrington. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

CRUIKSHANK*5 CO’mIC~AL. 

MAN AC K. Coniplcle in Two Sf.kiKS. 
The Kikst, (mm 1835 (o 1843: the 
^:cciKt\ from 1844 to 1853. A (laihvrinp 
of (he Pest llunionr of Tiuckkray 
llnoi>. At iiKUT Smiti!. With nil 
mcioU'i Steel Eii^ravin^s .inii Woodentf 
by Crp*ks»ia\k, Laxdkius &c. Two 
V eU .crown 8vo, ololU. 75. (tJ. c.ich. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. 

li> lii.ANXtiAini Jkkuoi n. Wiih 84 lilus 
I rat ions ami a lilblioijraphv. Cro\s*n Hvo. 
cloth. 3J. ii,S. 

CUMMINCI (C. F. OORDON), 

Works by< Dciuy five, cloth,6s. each. 
In the Hebrides. \Vith 24 Mlu«trations. 
In Che Himalayas and on the 
Indian Plains. With 42 illn^tr.itions 
Two Happy Yaavs la Ceylon. 

With 28 illustrAtioni. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. 

CUSSANSfJOHN E.K—A Hand¬ 
book of Heraldry; including instnic* 
lion^ for Tracing Pedigrees, Decipherme 
Anclciii MSS., itc. With ^oSWoodcul^ 
andii^nl. PUtes. Crowe Svo. cloih. 6s. 

CYCLINQ, HUMOURS OFT"By 

JKROUE K JKKOMK. U. G.WeI.LS, BAKRV 
Pain, Clanenxk Hook, W^Pkit Ridoe, 
). K Sullivan, and oihers. With Illusts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net* 


bvangellAt; or, Port SalvAtlon, 

TranMiitcd by C. H. M FITTER. Cr, 8vr>, 

cloth. 3f 6/. :*poM 8VO, illusUMcd bds., 3 i. 

DAVENANTiFRA^NCiS).—Hints 

for PsrentA on the Choice of a 
Profe<5ion for their Sons when 
StartlnfT In Life. Lrown fivo, t«. 

DAVIDSON (HUCiH COLEMAN). 

-Mr. Sadler's Daughters. Crown 
H\o cloth. 3«. («/. 

DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Crown Hvo, iv. each ; cloth, 

I fnt. c.icli. 

One Thousand Medical Maxima 
and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in 
Ilc.Mlh and ihsca^c. 

Poods for tho Fat: Dietetic Cure of 
Corpulciicy.O(»ut. and excessive Leanness. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown five, ts*: 
cloth. 2«. 

DAVIES* (Sir JOHNi Complete 

Poetical Works. Kditc<l with Notes, 
by Kiv, A B. D.D. Two Vols., 

crown 8*0, chith. M. each. 

DEAKIN (DOROTHEA)* — the 
Poet and ihe Pierrot. Cnnvn fivo, 
cloth, 3T. (xi. ^ 

DEFOE (DANrEL).— Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 IDusts. by Qrokok 
CRV lKSfiANK. l.ARUKTYPKFlNRPArKR 
Edition. Polt Kvo, cloth, gill top, aj.net; 
Icalhcr, gilt edges, 3<. net. 

DE (iUERIN (MAURIciyrThe 

Journal of. With a Memoir^S aINTK* 
Bkuvk. T ranslatedbv Jkssik P. Krotii- 
INGIIAM. Fc.np. fivo, Kalf-clolh, 2s. Uf. 

DE MAISTRE •{XAVIER).-A 

Journey Round my Room. Trans- 
laud by Hknry AtTWki.U Post fivo. 
cloth. 2s. () I. 

DE MILLE iJ AMES)*—AStrange 

Manuscript found In a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown Hvo. cloth, with xq 
lllusiratiims by Gll.MERT GAUL, yj. ; 
post fivo, lU iLSlrai cd board s. 2s. 

DEWAR iT. R*). — A ■ Ramble 

Round the Qlobe. With 220 lliustra- 
tions. Crown fi vo. doth. 71. 6rf. _ 

DE WINDT (HARRY).—Through 

tho Qold-Flolda of Alaska to 
Bering Straits. With Mapnnd33 
liliislraiions. Demy fivo, cloth, b x, u 

DICKENS (CHARLES), The Life 

of, as Revealed In bis Writings* By 

pKRCY KiT/(iEKALC). FiS,A. Wilh Por¬ 
trait A and Facsimile Letters. 1 vols., 
demy fivo, cloih, aix. net. 

About Bnglcuid with Dlokona. By 
ALVHBD RiUkiKR. With 57 Illoalraliona, 
Square Sto, cloth. $s, tkf. 



in sr. AMj^r/A's laxe, loa7)ox, iv.c. 


dictionaries. 

The Readers Handbook of 
Famous Names In Fiction, 
Allusions, Roforcnces, Pro- 
yorbs.Plots,Stories and Poems 

ny Kcv. K L. l,r<t.u»K, LI. D Crown 
'VO Clolh. .;i 0 ./ ’ 

A Dictionary of Miracles: 

IniiLihsc. and IJv 

Kev K. C. JiHi:wfcR LI..D. Crown Sv 

. f fh 4-{ 

Familiar Allusions, liy \Vu mam \ 
ClUDUK*. <J. WlU.Kr.KR. DciT>y 

' 71 . tuf. net 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Mon. WiKh il ^lorrc.tl jbUd Kxfl.ui.n «f% 
NoU* b> .s\MrFL A iJfcsT. A.M. C-ovsn 

7 f <Mi. 

The 6lan£Dictionary: K(>(iiot*>^i 

MI.Xij-vUmUiI Crown 
' iolh. <! , 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 

Dutji«o<r) «)| Cuiious, .iiol Out*, 

ol-Oic-W^iy M.iUcrs. Hy KLIV/Hr» 

Kl^w C I ou It Ss o kl»»|h ^ ! 

DILKIi (Sir CHARLK 5 , A^P. . 

—The British Empire. Crown 8s ►. 

htu kt «ni • / 

DOBSON ^AUSTINi, Works bv, 
Thomas Bowlok and his PudiIs. 

With <i5 JflUllft >«). N\i>. vIolD. .11. Ti/ 


Crnwii^. ' ^ i>ckf.iui. 6 i. ii, 

Pour Frenchwomen. With 

Eldhtoenth Century Vignettes. 

) ij I hfer HifKl, s* i^ti h. ...... 

A Paladin or Philanthropy, and rjUNr a M a i> a ic a kji^ L:-r-rr- 
other Papers. Wuh j fMmirjiions : OUNCAN (SAkA JEANN hTTI:» 


DONOVAN (DICK. Detective 

Slnrles by. >, . 

-I®.* by LJnk. 

Caught at Last. 

Suspicion Aroused. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 

A Detective s Triumphs. 

In the Grip of the Law, 

From Information Received. 
Tracked to Doom. 

• -^vn .<v.>, clAih 

The Records of Vincent Trill 
of the Detective Service, aiv. 

\ Ktuu «.)Mth, II.l( < 1 . 1 , 1 . j 

The Adventures of TylorTatlock. 

Private Detective. 

Deacon Brodle / Bchui<i the Mi.i 
Tales of Terror, 

Cr-.wii 5h?o. cl.. rv/ cacti' puiurt .i 
n.»t h.uk j. t.uh p.1.1 Hso illnsifjlici 

hM.f.ls •< c.^t.li i loih liaip ic. M.t.ivli, 

The Man from Manchester. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terraco. 

The Man-Hunter. si.Mituiir.Hvd 

i J.. ii.rW . pKtUIw 

• ' II.(I h.uk, Zi 

Dark Deeds kiovsn Sv<». sloth hmp 

' 1* ' uri s ImUi lilt hi, • 2 * 

The Chronicles Of Michael Dane- 

Vitch. Ct..w n *^^.1. vJ'*ih, y» 6.L ; j-i'l 

‘'V*. h.MKiv 2 *.. i.|m|J 4 hri.|> 

.r * 

Wanted! Cn*wn picture S loth. I\.it 
has k. 2^ fNKi iJJu>lr.iUr| NmiJs, is. 
i Jolh iMUp. i, f . 


With 


t Uluitft. 


6i(io*walk Studies. 

DOBSON iW- TO.—Poetical In¬ 
genuities and Bcc<ntricJtle5. 

Hvo. cloUi, 2i. td, 

DOWLINd (KICHARD)o — Old 

Corcoran*! Money* Cr. 8vo. cl., jj. < d 

DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 

of Clrdlc.ilone. Crown Kvu.i loth. }s. f*j 

DRAMATISTS* THE OLD. 

L^htcd by Co\, Cvssisuuam Cr. h\o. 
clolh. with Poftnill^, .ir, M. prr Vol. 

Ben Jonson'o Works. Wiih Notci, 
CriUcai And Espbii:i(ory, and r iih> 
^r.iphJcal Memoir by Wll I.IAU GlK^Okl). 
Three Vole. 

. Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vo?. 
I. contains Ihc V[js'% coinpicte ; Vot. 11., 
F<Km& and Mln'/r I'r.'iti&lalJons. wiih an 
Ev.iy bv A. C. SW’l.vnCRSK : Vol. Ill 
TransUlfont ol ihe hUd and Od>^?»cy 
Marlowe'S Works. One Voi. 
Massinger's Plays. From ortroitn ^ 
TcaI, Ofic Vol. 

DUBLIN CASTLE and Dublin 

Society, RecoMectlons of. By A 
N'ativl Crowe bvo, cloth, (u. 


Books by. Cr. K\<», cloth, 71. ik/. e.ish. 

A Social Departure. With m 
llln«irnii u»% b\ h. H rowNs^xn 
An American Girl in London. 

With hy h. H. 

The Simple Adventures of a 
Memsahlb. With 17 fJiu^iiatuuik l>v 
F li. Tnvs s>it.\*r». 

Clown hvu, clotri. .u. oj. each. 

A Daughter of To-Day. 

Vernon's Aunt. With 47 llluktralions 
by Hal Hi H>r 

DUTT(ROAlESH C.)—England 

and India: Pr«»^ress dunuf; One 
Hundred Ye.irs Crown Hvi>. cloih, is. 

EARLY ENOLISM POETS. 

hxljlcd. with lntr‘Kluction» :ind N'otfs 
by Hew A. H. Oko>\NT. U.D. Crown 
xro, Oidh. }a. t*d. per Vfdijinc. 

Pletohor's (Guosr Complete 
Poems. One J. 

Davies' (Sir John» Complete 
Poetical Works. ru<» Voh. 
Sidney's (Slf Philip? Complete 
PooUcal Works. Ihnc Vots 

EDUCUMBE (Sir H* R. 

PEARCIo. -- Zephyrus; A HoIkUv 
Hi Jlirf/.il jhd <01 flic nivci I'Ule. With 
41 IliusIraltoiH. Crown 810. cloth 54. 
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ED\VAR[)ES (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels hy. 

A Point of Honour. s\o, 

Archie LOTeU. Crown Mo. cloOi 
' ; . posi Hvo. iduMr.ilcd bo.iM*', 2*. 

A Plaster Saint. Cr. cloth. %i. fuL 

EDWARI)S(ELIEZER)- Words. 

Poets, and Hliroses: A Dictionrtrv oi 
CutKUH, OuHinl, Aiid Oui-of-lhcAVay 
Ltown><vo, cloth, jr. 

EOERTON (Rev. J, C.)~ 

Sussex Folk and Sussex \Vo>*s. 

With InUtHlucliof^ by Ivcv. Dr. M. \V,\cK, 
dHii hiiur IDiists. Crown Svo, cloth. 

E<j<jLESTON (EDWARD).— 

Roxy. I'ost 8vo, illustr.iUd bo.ircK, j« 

KN(iLISHA\AN (An) in Paris: 

Kccollcclions oi [youis Pliihppc ;ind the 
Kim pile. Cii»wn Svo. cloth, .tr. tui. 

ENGLISHMAN’S HOUSE. The; 

A Jh.Kikal ('riildc lor Select infi or Huihlinj: 
.1 llouK. Hy C. ]. klcllAKUsON. With 
Cohniri.d I* nniti^piccc .ind llluslr.*- 
U«>n'., Cl own Svo, cloth, <>»/. 

EYES, Our: Huw lo Picscivc 

Thciii. Hy |otiS' Hkowmng. Crown 
Svo. tiolh. i». 

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 

(cllanious Intormation, includiti^ Ccic- 
hr.iU-d Staluc'', Pniiilin|*x, PaUces, 
Connliy S<alv, Unin^, Churches, Shir>. 
Sliccls, Clubs, Natural CuriosiUcs, 

Hy \V. A, nncl C. O. WilEKl.KR. Demy 
Svo, Lloth, 75. fij. net. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINOS 

of Orent Men. Hy S. A. HtM. AM 
Crown Hvo, cloth. 7». 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by, Po^l Svo, dolt), .n, ir/, c.ich. 

The Chemical History of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile \udlcncc. Kdltcd by William 
CrookLS, F.C,S. With numerous lUusts. 
On the Various Forces of Hature. 
and their Relations to each 
other. Kdltcd b%‘ Willi A SI crooked 
KC.S. W^h niustVAlious. 

FARRER (J. ANSON).-War: 

TIuce E»sa>’s. Crown Hvo. cloth, u. 6tL 

FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptive Notices and Keviews of a 
TnorsANH NovbI^, will be sent free by 
CiiAFTo i't WiNDis upon appUcdtlon. 

FI N-BEC. The Cuoboard Papera: 

The Art of Living aM Dining. Post $vu, 
cloth, u. 64/. 

FI RE WORICM^INaTxheC^ 

plete Art ol; or, The Pyrotechnists 
Treasury. By VIIOMAS KkntISU. With 
i07 Illustrations. Cr. dvo, eloth^ 3i. 6 d. 


FENN (G. AtANVILLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8VO, thdh, jtf. ^v/. each ; 
po>t x\o. illustrated hoards, ji.cath. 

The New Mistress. 

Witness to the Deed. 

The Tl^er Lily. 

The White Virgin. 

Crown Svi». doth, 3 $. (tj. each. 

A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 

The Case of Alisa Cray* 
Commodore Junk. 

Black Blood. | In Jeopitrdy. 
Double Cunning. 

A Fluttered Dovecote. 

King of the Castle. 

The Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Qrace« 

The Man with a Shadow. 

One Maid's Mischief. 

This Man's Wife. 

The Bag of Diamonds, and Threo 
Bits of Paste. 

Crown Sv«L cloth, gilt top, cadi. 

Running Amok. | Black Bhadowst 
The Cannerworm. 

A Crimson Crime. Cnmu Kvo. dotli/ 
tu.; picture cloth, Hal back. 2c. 

FITZGERALD (PERCY), by, 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
letters of CiiAKLKs Lamb. Po^l bvo. 
doth, 2f. W. 

Fatal 2 ero. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys. oJ. i 
po^l bvo, illustrated boards, 2r, 

post 8vo, Illustrated boards, aj. each. 

Bella Donoa. | Polly. 

The Lady of Drantome. 

Never Forgotten. 

The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
8eventy*Sve Brooke Street. 

Sir Henry Irving. With iVitiait. 

Crown Svo, doth, u. (x/. 

The Life of Charles Dickens as 
Revealed In his Writings. With 
Portrait) and Pacainiilc$. 3 vols. demy 
S\*o, cloth, 2ij net. 

FLAMMARION (CAMILLE), 

Works by. 

Popular Astronomy; A General 
DcscriptioQ of the Heavens. Translated 
bv J. Kluvrd Gore, F.R,A.S. Wltlr 
Three Plates and 2SS lIlustraHoiiv.* 
Medium Svo, cloth, lOr. 6J, 

Urania: A Romance. With 87 lllustra* 
lions. Crown Svo, cloth, sj, 

FLETCHER’S (GILES, il).)* 

Complete Poems: Cbrist'a Vlctoric Im 
Heaven, Ohrist'a Victorlc on Barth, 
CbrlsLs Triumph over Death, and Blinor 
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. 
Gkosart, D.D. Crown Svo, clotb«}r.6d. 


FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

—Dumb. Crowu Svo clolb. 31. 6 J, 
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FRANCILLON (R. E.). Novels GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by* CfGwn Hvo, tlolh each ; 

H\>k rolled bM^nrd^ ii. cji.h. 


Viiblt 

t ♦- fij. 

1*1 »st ,S\ 


One by One I A Real Queen. 
A Dog and his Shadow. 

Ropes OfSand. With Hlusir.thoD . 

pi'si sy*'., illu>u.*tca 2f. (.Kh. 

Queoo Cophetua. | Olympia. 
Romances of tho Law. 

King or Knave ? 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. < t^oxu 
• f 'U). ' /. 

f REDERIC (HAROLl)K Novels 

b>. *vo, iloth. W. t./. Cjth 

hoards a. c.-ish 

Seth's Brother's Wife. 

The Lawton Girl. 

F R V * 3 (HERBERT) Royal 

<julde to the London CharJtJe.<. 

KdU«d hy j‘G|S iNihll'Ilrl 

\oniLilly. Crown :\»> sloth 

UARDENINO BOOKS* 

I .. e5«'h « l*»lh, I. (k/ r3< h- 

A Yoar's Work In Garden and 
Greenhouse* (.tiw .. 

Household Horticulture. Hv i .m 

]i MRcii r». ]|li)^trju*<i 

The Carden that Paid the Rent. 

UyT<iJl JlRRoif) 

UAULOT {PAUL>, Books by* 
Tho Red Shirts: A T.iic oi i\n 
Terror, Ti.nist.itcd h> Jonv 
I Crouci Kw>. (lolh. \^tth 

!■> "sTAM.rv \Vo(U», 5' ' /. 
bask. 2r 

Crown 8s(i. cloth. <>< e.'^sb 

Love and Lovers of the 

Trjn^bhd bv C. I.aucjc in \i \ 

A Conspiracy under the Terror. 

*lrari«J<itcd by C. M A. Wilb 

lllialr.iKarni bacvitnilc^. 

UENTLEMAN'S MAOAZINH. 

The. Jr. Monthly. Coninins 
AriJcles upon l.ilcr;ilure. Science, lii » 
a net Art. and ‘ Table Talk ' b> 
SYLVAMS IJNIMV. 

/hrtnd Volutttfi /^-r rfctni yf%9r%. M. ... ' 
('• v^rt /vr lf$Ndift^,_l 4 . • 

OERARD (DOROTHEA);—A 

Queen ef Curds and Cresm. Crow n j 
H\0. clotll, tr. <id. _ ^ _ 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

C<>ll<clc<l by the llf<jthers OUIMU Jiid 
Tran«I.YteJ by Lim.A * Ta'LOK With 
fnIrorluclJuu by JoifK Kc^Kl.s. nud 32 
Steel PUtc;(al:cr <#E'’K<}K CMI IkMI.V.SK 
S^iuarc Svo. cJolh. «lli edtfct. yt r^/. 


\H >1 I ■ \ ^ 
clottl. ifjt 


in. Vii 
1' roiitu* 
pictur« 


Past. 


by c m.' .. 

i'« ^1 ^vo, itlu'^iralcJ b*iafd», 3 s c.uh. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Cold. 

What Will the World Say? 

For the King. 1 A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 

In Love and War. 

A Heart's Problem. 

By Moad and Stream. 

Fancy Free, i Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 

Heart's Delight. Biood-Monoy. 

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).— 

fenced I c f<>^v n m, 4 .j<>th. 1 c. o.. 

aiLBERT (\MLLIAA\L—Jomes 
Duke. Costermonger, r *^t Iltu • 
If lie i b'ljr.U 

<1ILBF;RT S (W. S*) Original 

Mlo>A. ItM'^iK^ 

Th* hJK'f C'*nt.*ilii^ . The Wicked 

Wo'Ul I'/Lllli.llhjG ;ilid (» tl.ltc.l • 

Chiriiv —it»c hfinvf<» — The <i 

I rillh —Tn.it by lury—l<»t.*ifjllir 

111 o>n1ain«* Itf^iken 

fl«.ifl. hij..3k:ed Swcrlhrafis -• 
tirelcluii^ Dju 1 Druce — Ti'ni L*Ah 
H VJ s I'lnriCore' -Tlic S'r<ireT - 
I h( h r i'« X ui n/.iiu r. 
ri<i [ lUPhI Itv<‘iil.iii>N. Ciinictly 
lr:w<lv - h % F.iiiy 

I. .Hit; ,*^11'I i .iiildensiern —F.rli'Tit < 
lilj 'ihe Mik;idi>> kudilici^ic 

-Tin Vc‘'mii « I the CiiArd—Itir lion* 
d'liitrs The >ti»Gnt<h3nks — 1't'lpia. 
Eight Original Comic Operas 
written hv u ^ (Alpi-Ni. T\\>> >rnes, 
tlmiy 8\(» cUdli. }s. b./. cich 
The FlU'i bi»*r» N v<»nt.ijf,« The Si'Tvefcr 
* PJnaiofe The P»r:ites of 
lViir.»iuc — liO.mlhc— P.iMcoci**— I'rih* 
Jd.i —TtK lual by |iiry. 

The '^rcOM* biMiKs Lonlainc J be in>n- 
r*—‘The Or Jiid Duke* The Vcornni 
• t tin Cioard Miv Ltccitency —ri‘»J'ia. 

J. imiled-*’Kudclii2(«fc«Thc Mounlebanl % 
H.I de lo the Widdi I.\ 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth* 
day Book: iJ<iol.iti<niv fm K>cry Dun 
III the \ i. I r. •.ell'll cd Iroiu I'l.ijs *>y W, 
S. OlLltl-HI. Cotnriled by A. \Va 1 sOV, 

Koy.d lOitM. cloth. 2t. (d 

GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown Hvo, cbdii, l'iH lop. ot. c.ivb. 

A Seoret of the North Sea* 
Knitters in the Sun. 

Tho Wealth of Mallerstang. 

An Angel's Portion. 

Baliol Garth. 


GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels (JLENNY (GEORGE).—A Year’s 


by. Crown Hvo. ilolb, jr fif. r:u 
pi><t IIV'>. illiutrjtcd t>i>aniii, 21 . Owh. 

Robin Gray* 

The Golden Shaft* 

The Flower of tho Forest* 

The BraoB of Yarrow* 
or High Degree* 

Queen of tho MIoAdov* 


Work In Onrd«n snd (Irrefiliousc; 

Pr.icljcul Advice usb»lhe (d 

'd the Flower. Fruit, and Franie fMaiden. 
Poit 8vo, It : Lb>lh, li <kt 

GODWIN (WILLIAM)* —Lives 

of tilt Nccromsncert. 

Clulh, 2L 
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OLANVILLE (ERNE5T), Novels 

by. Cn»wii 8VO. cloth, .u. (\t, each ; 
p<»vl ^vu, il hist rated boards, if. each. 
Thd Lost Helrose. With 2 lllnstr.a 
tion<5 by Mjnu Nl‘'UF,r. 

Tho Fossicker: A Kom.ance of Mash 
onal.irid. woUlu'-t^ by HUMt XlsliKT. 
A Fair Colonist. Wjih hrontispiccc. 

Tho Goldon Rock. With Froi'ilisHcce 
hv SI \\i yy \Voi>n. (. r. Svo cloth, .U-fn/- 

Tales from tho Void. Wdh i.* 

Jllustr.iijMns by M Nisuku Cr«Avn 8 vo. 
Oolh. 

Max Thornton. With 8 inustraUoti& 
^'v / S, CRoMnox, R I. Large crown 
8 VO. ctoth, cdt ctlge^, 5<. 

(lOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thou{rhl, The: A Dictionary of Quo* 
t.alions from the Rrsl Authors. Dy 
i Ih ODOHK Ta\ t OR. Cr. 8vo. cl.. (uJ. 

OOODMAN (E. J.)—The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, cl., .it. W. 

GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.). 

The Stellar Heavens: .in Introduc- 
Hon to Ihc study of the Stars and 
«vo. deth. 2^, net. 

studlae in Astronomy. With 8 
IllU'.tritlcins. Crown 8vi>, cloth, 6 j- 

grace (ALFRED A.).-Tales 

of a Dying Knee. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 3,. w. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS. The 

Ufe of the, dcsirnbvd from Aiiliguc 
Moiuiinciits. Iw Krnst Gem. and W 
K()x>r E<tiu.ci by Dr. V. Hvkkiek. 
*th t^5 I Musts. Uemy 8vo, cl., 7 j. 6»/. 

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE). 

--Tile Millionaire Baby. Crown 8vo, 
^olh, ' 

GREENWOOD T^Xm^S).—T he 

Prisoner In tho Dock. Crown Svo. 
_ cloth It. ft./. 

GREY (Sir GEORGE).-The 

Romance of a ProconsuK By Iamks 
M n XK t>nwu 8vn, huckr.iin. 6?. 

GRIFFITH (CECIU—Corinthia 

Alarazlon. Crown «vo, cloih, jr. u/. 

GRIFFITHS (Major A.}.-No. 99 . 

and Blue Blood« Crown Svo, cloth, 
flat back. 2s, 

GUNTER (A. CLAVEI^NG)V-A 

Florldn Enchantment. Cn.wn 8vo 
_cI0ih.3t.6j. 

GUTTENBERQ (VIOLET). 

8vo, cloth, 6f. each. 

Neither Jew nor Greek. 

The Power of the Palmist. 

Translaled by 

Nora M, Statham. Crown 8vo, clolii 
3^' br/* 


HAIR« The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J, 
PiNCVs, Crown Svo, is.; cloth, ir. td. 

HAKE (Or. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, Ox. each. 

Now Symbols* 

Legends of the Morrow. 

The Serpent Play. 

Malden Ecstaoy. Small ^to, cloth, 8x. 

HALL (Mrs. 5. C.).—Sketches 

of Irish Character. With niiif;lr.v 
tions on Steel and Wood by Crl'IK- 
SHANK, MaCUSIv, GILBERT, and HARVFY. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7x. M. 

HALL {OWENK Novels byT” 

The Track of a Storm. Crown Svo. 

picturi: clolli, flat back, 2x. 

Jetsam. Crown Svo. cloth, 31. (id. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 6x. each. 

Eureka. | Hernando. 

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION. In Ten 
Volumeis crown Svo, cloth. 6x. each. 

Vol. 1. C O y I* L RT H POKTICAL AKD 
DRAftlATlC Works, With Pori, 
.. n. Thr Li<cK OF Roaring Camp— 
BOIIKMIAN PAPERS^AMRKICAN 
Legends. 

III . Tales of thr Arcoxadt^-. 

Eastern Skrtchbs, 

IV. GAnRiKL Conroy, 

V. STORIF^ —CONDKKStD NOVBI^ 

VI. Talks OP THR Paukic Slopr. 

VII. TalrsofthkPacificSlopk^II. 
With Porlrall l>y#OHN PKTnK, 
„ vni. Tales of Pink and Cypress, 

IX. BVCKtYK AND CHAPI'AREL. 

„ X. Talks of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte'B Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and dO Ulus* 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x, 63. 

Bret Harte*6 Poetical Works, In* 
eluding 'Some Later Verses.* Crown 
Svo, buckram, 64. 

Some Later Verses: Crown Svo, 
.irt linen, y. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
Svo. picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Condensed- Novels. (T\vo Scries In 
One Volume.) Pott 8to» cloth, gilt top, 
IX. net; Iwther, gilt edges. $s, net, 
Cro\vn Svo. cloth, 6x, each. 

On the Old Trail. 

Under the Redwoods. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 

Stories in Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Crown Svo. cloth. 3J. 6d. each: post 8vo. 

Illustrated boards. 7s. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains* With 60 Ulus* 
trations by Stanley L. Wood, « 
A Ward of the Golden Gate* With 
59 lllnstmtious by STANtSY L, WOOD, 
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HARTE’S (BRET) Works-.un/ 

Cfowfj **vo. cloth It (lJ. cjch. 

Susy. With 2 hv I CimpNiu 

The BoIl^RIntfor of Angel s* 

hJU 5 t'. ry I>l|)LtV HvM' \ 
Clfiirence* A Mr»r)* cl Ihc AmcncAfi W.ir 
U’ltli > b) A. 11 I k v,\ 

Barkor*8 LucK. with vi 
lioa^hv A hoR> sTtf r. f' M I M 
DovITt Ford* iVv* Wnh . , 

The Crusade of the *£xcol8ior.' 

WMh J rnntU. Hv f |5H»N VUU 1’ ► 

Three Partners: or» The Big 
Strike on Heavy Tree HilJ. 
With ^ I' . T Gt'l K II 

Talcs of Trail and Town* Wuh 
hM»iihsrp*cc hv i} V J I'. 

Condensed Novels. N\v% hrnc*^ 

Craven Kv«‘. cloth, \i ‘m/ t.ah ftclutc cloth 

M it u W 2s c*:)cli 

The Luck of Roaring Camp 
Sensation Novels Condensed. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottic's Client. 

A Proi4Sg6e of Jack Hamlin's. 

With amiKf" llin'U I.' •;& 

Sally Dows, Ai. Wah ^7 li 
by W. 1> Ai Mr>\i> aiul 

l*o5t Kvo, illii^tr.»t» <1 bo ifcK 2 i I 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 

The Luok of Roaring Camp. 
Californian Stories. 

|*ost KVO. Ijlus i.Kh il »lh Jt.b/c.lvh 

Flip. ' Marujiu 

A Phyllis of the Sierras. 


HALLIDAY lANDRHW). 


Hv«r>*day Papers. 

irAli <1 l'o,ir«t% Zi. 


lv>>t h\ t, aiii5' 


HAkDY (THOA\AS). — Under 

Ihe Greenwood Trce. Ih»si >'vo, cloth. 

'si <si,. ilJustf.■^U-d b'Xiril's 2<., ilolh 
limp. Jl Alf* the I-'INK 1^U'^K 

1* JaTION. PV'*. '-h>lh. gilt top, 21. Uit . 
'cjMicf g;U cdCc'' net 

HANMfIS Airs. H. R.). Books by. 
Tho Art of Beauty, vs'ah On' ur<d 
hf**nii«p..’vc .naJ at iUuytt;)t»onv. Situ.ac 
V. clrtti t ■ 

The Art of Decoration. Wab 

c oKiurcd I*foB!ivj\i. ve 7^ lUusti.c 

* on^ H\.. cVJh.i'x. 

The Arc of Dress. Wah 32 

•hi* "S” I . I hah TJ. 6 /. 

Chaucer for Schools. Wah the Story 
oi his TaiK:< ;aia hu Work, Wuh .1 
1 naaisjnccc l>c my .''V^n cloth, 2$. < 
Chaucer for Children. Wah 8 
I*. .US'. -Mid 30 W.X.HliLjtS 

Cf tj j».v t) *th. t' »*/. 

HAWBIS (kcv. H. R.>. Ameri- 

con Mumori^ls: V\'v'iiis<.THV 
h<\r>0, Otiv^K WiMiHi. IImlxus 

|x^u^ la "M L \klfSJl. 

\\ \Kl» M\r lv 1 WAJN. and lUiKT H sKTt 
k r'*\v II Kso. cl' th. i»i. 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN\ 

Noscis b). cimw.i hvM ebab, 31,' /. 

I I I ' • S" ill i^lr.antbo.ah'v ii cash. 

Garth Ellice Quentin. 

Fortune's Fool. | Dust, b ai lilii'*! 
Beatrix Randolph Waa^MUfiiUiM 
D. Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

-K-- MMi-11.' ' .1 Iwi.iitls 2/ c.uh 

Miss Cadogna. LovO' or a Name. 
Sebastian Btromc. Cr 8vo,cl.. 


HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories HEALY (CHRIS), Books by 
by. Cf’iw II ^'Vo, clnth 3x W t.ub. I CiMwn ^v<>. 11 jUi, gill lap. <»i c.uli, 
The Glamour of tho Impossible.| confessions of a Journalist. 
Through a Keyhole. « Tho Endless Heritage. 

Tltc two doricAmay .Ttfto be had bound| Heirs of Reuben. 


(none Volume,nowi»8VO, cloth, y. ^v/. 

HANDWRITING. The Phllo^ 

»ophy of. Wjih *»vtf to j F.mmvU' 
! 3 y Don I-mix la I ** 

Hvi> h.ilf'cbab. a. 

HANKY-PANKY: WhiteMaklc. 
Sldaht of Hand. «5(C. lulit«d t*y W 
11, kia:Miir. Wall 200 l]lu>ti.«li«.)n>. 
Crown S\t*, cJolh. 41 f>J. 

HAKDY (IZA UUFrUS). Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, Vi, each. 

The Lessor Evil. 

Man. Woman, and Fate. 

A Butterfly: Her Friends and 
her Fortunes. 

HARDY (Rev. E. J.>. — Love. 

Courtship, and Marriage. Ciown 
8>*», cloth, <*i/. 

HARKINS (E. F.K—The Schem- 

crs. Ciosvn 6VO, wlotli. <0. 


HECKETHORN iC. W.), Books 
by. CrMsvu .Nvo, floih oj <avli, 
London Souvenirs. 

London Memories: Social. His¬ 
torical, and Topographloal. 

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). Books 

bv. P *^1 MO. t. loth, 2<. 0</. A.icll. 

Anwnals and their Masters. 
Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Blron. Ciowo nvm clMth 

Nvo, ^llu^l^.*lnl bo.Kos 

HENBER50N (ISAAC).—Agatha 

Page. Cimwii 8vo. cloth. 31. 0.i. 

HEM Y ((i. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub, the Juggler. 8\i».v!uiK 

; lull'll!.ii< d 2 T. 

Colonel Thorndyko B Secret. bm.kir 

ilcjuy gilt cilgeSf 5^* 

i. iMwii ^\o, t.lMih, 31. erf. cAi.h, 

The Queen's Cup. 

Dorothy's Double. 
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HEkAlAN (HENRY).—A Leadlnp,HOOK S (THEODORE) Choice 

l^aV. Fost >sVo. cKtth f\A t«y _n__ • « 


lAidy, Fost Svo. clalh, 2 ^. M. 

HERTZKA iDr. THEODORt.— 

Freeland: A Social AntkIpaUon, 
1 raiislatcd bv Arthvr KA\s<>ii. Crown 

Svo, 4,lolh. t'S. 

HESSE-WAR TEG(i ICHE- 

VALIHR ERNST VON..-TunL«: 
The Land and the People. With 
illoslraljorjs. Crown S\o. 1 InMi, 

HILL iHEADON).—Zambra the 

Oclective. Cruuji Sv... cloth, u, (Mi.. 
pMiirt cloth, Ihit b.iLk, ni^st 8v.* 

iDiisfrale<1 boards, zs. 

HILL iJOHNi, Works by. 

Treaeon-Pelony. Fom «vo. iitusii.iicd 

btMfds, 2< 

The Common Ancestor. Crown 

i. I<»lh. ;t. M / 

HtNKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown Kvo. iloUi. fn. each 

Fan Pitstforald. I SMK and Steel. 

HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL). The 

Lover*5 Creed. I»ost Rvo. illo^lr.Hcd 
hoatds. 2 s. ^ 

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 

K?I «0 a M,»«k Story. With 3 ^ 
JilnsIraHoiis. Crown byo, tioth, tr.net. 

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

15v F- V. Sicii.sir H M»\\vk(i. John 
Uatvok, Jwi I5AI.IOVV. MMtv Hivi ri 
C\MH{ON, liMiv M. MtCvuniv Pm i 
L'X'.K, I. \V. (iKAIIVM, J H, SM.tKH. 

I IIU'IIKAt i.K\, J. Ul-A-KKIT, r.. UlVI R' 
M\i. .iml C. I*. Cinni>oN* CtMMiM. 
Cr«>wn Kvo. clodi. u. 6<i. 

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL). 

Books by. 

Breakfast- 
Table. liiusii.iicd iv J, cioKtHtN 

rH.>»|v„y. j.,,., |i,„„ 

AK-lhc I'lVK l■\l■^K^I,|||o^•.,v.llSv•.. 
C1..III ^itt edcc' 

'ruU' ■ Kdillr.n.posi Kvo. cloth.?- 

Broakfast- 
Taole .iiKt The Professor at the 

Choice 
“fd Verse. With 
Life oi the Aiithoi, Portrait. .iiul 300 
Crown Kvo, cloth, j? 6d. 

Oddities. With 
llltiM*. Post Svo, half-cloth, is. 

HOPKINS (TIUHE), Novels by. 

For Freedom. Ciown «vo. doth. 

Crown 8vo. doth, u. «i./. inch. 

Twixt Love and Duty. 

ThS Advonturop. 

M«n Carrloonna. 

Nell HaiTenden. With s liiustnui 




Humorous Works: iiiclnchnj* his I.ndi- 
cron^ AdveiiUirc^ linns Mols. Funs, 
Hoa\cv With Life and Kionlispicvc. 
Cic»wn Kvo, cJolh, 5 j. CrT. 

HORNE (R. HENOIST).—Orion. 

Wilh Portrnir. Cr^wa 8 vo. cloth 73 

HORNIMAN tROY). —Bellamy 

the Magnificent Crown 8 \o. cl.. 6 i. 

HORNUNO (Ee W.U NovelTby. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 
Kvo, c|o h, ss. tv/. 

Stln^aree. Crou n Kvo, cloth. Cs, 

HUGO (VICTORL^fhe Outlaw 

of Iceland. 1 rnn^l.Tlcd hv Sir Gimi&kt 
CA' ii'iii t r, Cr<»\vn Kvn, cloth, .v. fv/. 

HUME (FEROUS)> Novels by* 

The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8 vis 
iMh. Xt : picltirc iloili, Hat b.igk 3 ^ 
The MUllonalre Mystery* Ciovsn 
Kvo. cloth, 

The Wheeling Light* Crown kv<», 

cloili. uil: top OL 

HUNOERFORl) iA\rseit Novels 

by. Crown Kvo. cloth, ^v. tyi, imlIi ; 
poM Kvo. illnsif.ttia boards, 2(. tn\.h ; 
i loth llmr. 2 (. f\/. each. 

The Professor's Experiment* 
Nora Crelna« 

Lady Verner's Flight* 

Lady Patty. 

The Red«House Mystery* 

Petor s Wife. 

An Unsatisfactory Lovor« 

April's Lady, 

A Maiden All Forlorn* 

The Three Graces* 

A Mental Struggle* 

MarvoL | A Modern Circe. 
In Durance Vile. 

Cfo\Mi Kvo. cloth, fyi, each. 

An Anxious Moment. 

A Point of Conscience* 

The Coming of Chloe* I Loylce* 

HUNT'S (LEIQHl Essays: A 

1‘i*^ *?.'■.® Chimney Corner. Ac. 

Kd. hv L, Ol-I IKR. Post fivo. hal(-cl. jj. 

HUNT (Mrs, ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown Bvo. cloth, jr. 6J. each ; post 
Kvo, llUistr.itc<l boards, is. Kich 

The Leaden Casket* 
Self-Condemned* 

That Other Person* 

Mrs. Juliet* Cmwn Kvo, cloth, dd. 

HUTCHINSON (W* M*)-Hinti 
on Colt-Breaklnfr* With 25 Illialra- 

_l ions C ro wn Kvo, cloth, 3 r . 6 rf. 

HYDROPHOBIA: An Account of 

M. Pasteur’s System, By Ronaod 
SU xoR, M,H. Crown Svo. cloth, fVJT 

IDLER Illustrated Magazine 

iThel. Edited by KoiiERT Uarh, W* 
Monthly. Bound Volumes, 51 , each j 
Cases for BindinR* u. 6 d. each. 
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I 


IMPRESSIONS (The) of 

AURIEULB. J^»st ^vo, ji. 

INDOOR PAUPERS. 

Tjikm Crown Svo, n 


iiy OnK Oh 

Ij. 

INMAN (HERBERTI and 
HARTLEY ASPDEN.-Tb« Tear or 
Kalee. Crou n K'H t-'i',' • 

INMEMORIAM: Verges lor cvcr\ 

D.iv. 


JOHNSTON (R.).—The Peril of 

ao l:rDpire« Crown 8^0, clolh, tu 

JONES (WILLI AAl, F.S.A.)* 

Books by. Cf. Rro, cloih. 31 . 
Flntfer*RlQg Lore: Hi'lofical, Lcfifnd* 

iry, and Aiicc^lnUI. W'itb nuoKrnuv 
Illustrations. 

Crowns and Coronations. With 91 
J•lustr 4 t^»n%. 


The compile 
INNKEEPER’S HANDBOOK' \V Hi*«ix>v C.>niAinin^ * I'he Anluiuilu'^ 

(lhc» and Licensed N Ictualler'si • * ihc Jews* .and • Jhc W.irsoi the Jcvan ’ 

Manual. By J 1 rh\uK-IJa\ IC'', 1 VViiJi <» IiMi«irraions anri Maps, Two 
C/own is\r>. cloth 5 . ; di my i>\o hali-tJoth. 


IRISH WIT AND HUAAOUR» 
Songfs of. E4li(cd tv Fi \l 
<»k\\>V f*o>t fc\0. clolh. 2' f'f 

IRVING (Sir HENRY . 

h*^/C^kAlo With I'uitc.Kt. Crewa 

>VO. I loUl, I 5 

JAAlESiC. T. C.i.—A Romance of 
the Queen's Hounds. Po^t 
I loth limp. I f 

JAAIESON (WILLIAAli.-A\y 

Dead 3cM. l*o^i av« ». lImHi. 2 <. 

JAPP iDr. A. H.l. Dramatic 
Pictures Crown >>vn, tioUi 

JEFFERIES iRICHARD, hy. 

The Open Air. v 

Bakov twh. hl-vt- P\i hK KiUTinv. poti 
8 vfp, clolh. i^iiX lop. 2i, iicl ; Ud^hci. *JiH 
i*. n« r. 

Nature near London. Crown svo 
huckf.irn, r*>.; post ^vo. vl.. :t« B/. LvKi.t 
Tvi'K. Fjnv. Papkk Ki>ition. poM Sso.t I.. 
iiiW top. ji. net : Ic.ithcr, gilt cdccs. iicl. 

The Life of the Fields. Kvn. 

^.loth. , L VKOK 1 Vl'K. hl\K lUl'l R 

bPirioN. potl 8vo. cloth. I'lli |op^ 21. net . 
li.ithcr. lillt ed^cs. tr. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
Hy Sir Wai.tkk IIi-^vST Cr. Svo. d,. 0 

JENNINGS (H/J.L—Curiosities 

ei Criticism. F<isi 8vo. tloin. u. * i 

JER0A\E(JER0A1E K.l.-StaRe- 

land. With lilii^lrAlioof hy J. Bkk 

XVHI* FaKIRIIm.K. KcAp. 4 to. II. 

JERROLD (DOUGLAS). —The 
Barber's Chair: iuid The Hedgehoa 
Letters. Fu^ii Hvm. h.iti.^lolh. 2». 

JERROLD (TOA\), Works by. 

pirtt 8Vo. II. iMch , (.loth. ri. <k/ (Mch. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household* Horticulture. 

JESSE (EDWARD'. — Scenes 

ond Occupations of a Country Life. 

Fost svo, ciolh, 21 

JONSON’5 (BEN) Works, Wuh 

,NMlc< .ind llio4:r:iphii-il Minv>|r b) 
WlU.JAVI GUVuKU. K-hti>l hy 
Cl N'xi.voiMM. Thvtv Vols. vrown 8 vo 
cJolh, yj. 6 t/- t 4 clu 


IKEAIPT (RODERT).-Pencil and 

j Palette Chapters on Art and 
Artists. Iv^t it »lh. ts i»i, 

KERSHAW (AtARK).-Colonial 

Facta and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. F<ibi 8 >o. ithi»tra|icl KmhK, 

' 2' V J »lh. :s 

!KIN<1 (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

j F»wi >xt>. illiisir.it 4 ’*l N»Ar<K 

I 'The Wearing of the Orcon.' 
Passion's 81ave. | Bell Barry. 

I 

1 A Drawn Game. Cruvsii >.\o. iVdli. 

iMii«|r,i1cd t'«MjiN, I*. 

KIPLING PRIAIHR (A). IncImL 

lUK liiM^riphrc.il uii«l LriUval Ch.iplco. 
All lndt\ U* Kip iiiKb luliiLi| .it 

Wril.iij»k, .irid lhl‘*kMj*mpln< *4. By K L 
Kviiw i WhIi I Wo Fi CfiWMI 

K%f> cIdUj. 5i. 0./ . 

KNIGHTS (The) of the LION. 

Kditcd hy Itic t»i 1.0K.NK 

Ci<*W’n 8^0. clolh. <>< 

KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 
EDWARD). - The Patient's Vade 
Mecum : How to Oet Alost Benefit 
from Atedtcal Advice. Crown dv<>, 
clxtb. I r. u/ 

LaAIBER! (GEORGE). — The 

President of Dorsals. Crown Svo 
cloth. t*.W. _ _ 

LAAIB’S (CHARLE5) Complete 

Works tn Fio»cr .*1114 VcTse, inwiiuiiiic 
* l''*ciry lor Childicit * ncid ‘ I'riTKc Doiiis^ 
Kdilot hy U II hlu.i'iiKVin. With j 
i'ur(rAit> and F.rv’^mktc *4 ihc ' (m 

IhMd Cr«wu S\u (I'olli bcrlrs). 

t \*»\U. 3 <. 

The Essays of £ila(botli Series^ Fo.t 
^^o. U.>lf<t.h 4 h. Kl.Nt; FaI’I.k 

Lpi n i.v. j'< 4 l Kl‘\h, ^ikl U*p, i4. ret ; 
IcAtlivr. chi cd^v^. .u. Mvl. 

Little Essays: Nkctche* and CbarscUx^ 
6 ) (uvPLbN Lv^in. vvlcticd fpan hit 
Litters by Fkkcy In/.ui.HAiiK Post 
Kvo. eitvih. 2J rW« 

The Dramatic E.aays of Charica 

Lamb. Wilh IntriHluction ;tnd XtiUs 

by liKANUfcU MArruKWs. and Steel-plate 
FoxtiitiL Fcap. 9 \o, h.'ilf^hdh, is. tk/. 
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CHA TTO ^ WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


LANDOR (WALTER SAVAGE). 

—CUotlon and Examination of 
William Shakespeare, before 

Sir I Lucy. touchmR I)ecr*'ile.ibnc. 

lolh ?>cpl» riihcr. . and A Gonfor- 
ence of Master Edmund 
Spenser with rhe K.irlof touch- 

if»li the si.lie nf Ireland, 1595. Kcap. 
half.Ra.^bnrchc 2 < <\i. 

LANE (EDWARD WILLIaM). 

—Tbe Thousand and One Nights, 

vomm'^nlv called iti Kncl^^d The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain¬ 
ments, Transl;ttcd front the Ar.ibu 
An<i illustrated by many hundred Engrav- 
iA|;& from Designs by'HtRVKY. Edited 
by KmVAHD bTANLKV pDOl.K. With 
Preface by Stxni.KY L^ne • Po<n>: 
Thicc VoK.. demv f'vn, cloth. 22.^ f\t. 


LARWOOD (JACOB), Books by. 

Anecdotes of the Clergy* PodMv 

h.ili eloih. 2 {. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8v.>, 
^h.th. 

Humour of the l^aw: Forensic 
Anecdotes. Post 8vo. cloth, Sr. 

LEHMANN (R. C.). - Harrj 

Fludyer at Cambridge, rmd Conver* 
aational Hints for Voung Shooters 

Cr«»\vn X\o. tj : cloth M.tJd, 


LEIUrl (HENRY S.).-Carols of 

Cockayne. Cross’n Hvo, huckr.am. 5 «. 

LELAND (C« O.)*—A Manual of 

Mending and Repairing. With Dia* 
gfAms, Crown Svn, cloth $s. 

LEPELLETIER (EDMOND).- 

Atadame 5ans«U6tic. Tr.ui^.Ucd bv 
Ions 10 Vmii^ks. VoM Svo. doth. 

\f. *'f{. : illuslratCfl hoauK. ir. 


LEYS (JOHN K.). Novels by. 

The Llndsaye. Post Svo. illusiralol 

I '»ards 3' 

A Sore Temptation. Crown 8vo. 

cloih. Of. 

LILBURN (ADAA\).—A'Tragcdy 

in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. tW 

LINTON (Ee LYNN), Works by. 

An Octave of Friends. Crown 8 vo, 

cUnh. tv fvA 


Cio>Mi 8vo. cloiii. tv. i\f. cue*. : i>oM 8VO, lllus- 
Ir.dccl boArd^. 3c. c:k1i. 

Patricia Kemball. ! lone. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Weil Lost. With 12 

Ilhi^trAlioos. 

The One Too Many. 

Under which Lord? With is IPust^i. 
' My Love.* | Sowing the Wind. 
Paston Carew. I Dulole Everton. 
With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

Post Kv*. cuuii, is, uj envh. 

Witch Stories. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. 
Freeshootlng: E.xuavt^ jrom Mrs. Lva.v 
Linton'^ Worki. 


LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cluth. $$. brf. c.ich. 

Rhoda Roberts. J The Jacobite. 

Cmwn 8VO. cloih, fit. each. 

Judah Pyecroft. Puritan. 

The Story of Leah. _ 

LOWE (CHARLES). — Our 

Greatest Living Soldiers, With 8 
PorlrniK. Crown 8\o. cloth, u. 


LUCY (HENRY W.), —Oldeon 

FIcyce. Crown cloth, jj, 6 d ; post 
8vo. illustraltd boards, 2t. 


McCarthy (JUSTIN), Booksby. 

The Reign of Queen Anna. Two 

Vr»K., dcdiy 8vo. cloth. I2x, each. 

A History of the Four Georges 
and or William the Fourth. 

Eonr Vo|*,, demy Kvo, cU>lh, 1 aj each. 
A History of Our Own Times, 
from ihc .ucevsinn o( (Jucin Victofj.a to 
ihc General Election cl 1S80. LinKAKY 
Kl»lih'\. I*'our Vols.. demy 8vo. cloth, 
ia.«. each.—AlS4i a Poi*i*L.\K Kditio.n, 
in Pour Vols., crtiwn Svo, cloth, each, 
—And the JvniLEK Kditios. with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of iS8b, 
in 3 VoU., demy 8vo, cloth, 7^. (ki. each. 
A History oi Our Own Times, 
Yol,V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee, 
l)cmv8vo, cloth, 13 crown 8vo, cloth, 6j, 
A His'tory of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII., from the Diamond 

I nbilce, to the Accession of King 

>tward VIL Demv 8vo,cl., (fifti't/iy, 
A Short History of Our Own 
Times. Ct. 8vo, cl.. Cir.^Also a Pdl'U- 
tAK Biution*, post Svo,cloth limp, j 
.^lul the CM LAP El>ITJON\ medium 8vo, 
Rcmlnlscenoes. With a Portrait. Two 
VoK. demv 8vo. cloth, 341. 

The Story of an Irlshmaut. Demy 
8v<>, clciih, ia<. 


L,\kc,h Tvrt, Fink pAPbft BotTioNS, 
Poll 8vo, cloth, gilt lop, 3j. net per vol.; 
le.ilhcr, gilt edges, net per vol. 

The Reign of Queen Anno, in 1 Vol. 
A Historyof the Four Georges 
and of william lV.,in a \*qls. 

A Historyof Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 1897. 
in 3 Vols.. [Shcr/iy. 


Crown 8vo, cloth. yj.fW. each ; post 8vo, picl* 
boards. r<. c.nch : cloth limp, ir. (VLcach 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Pair Saxon. | Llnley Roohford* 
DoarLady Disdain. | Tne Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope* With 13 liUists 
Donna Quixote. With 12 tlins^tratlnns, 
The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. Vifdh 13 Illustrations. 
Camiola. 

Rod Diamonds. | The Riddle R’ > 


Crown 8\o. cloth, 35. 6 ti. each 

The Throe Disgraces. | Mr 


*The Right UoBourablo*' 

McCAuriiY and Cami 
C rown dvo, cloth, (m. 


fllY 
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I 


AlcCARTHY (J, HJ. Works by* 

The French Revolution* iConsu 
lucnt Assembly. uf \ aU . 

dctnvMvo. tiMUi, li . c.itli. 

An Outline of tho History of 
IrolAnd. sr^iwn 

Ireland Since the Union -1796 
1886 Crovsn '*vo. vi >i 


I, 


NV« 

» ? 


Hnfizin London, ^)lh ^ 

Our Sonsatlon Kovel. ct..\vu 

( cl ,»!h. jr 

Doom: VnAilJiiUc ICpls^^dc Cf «wii^s 
Dolly : A'>kcUb. LfowTihs*' i». 

Lily La&s. Crriwr i i. . slot A. i.t 61/ 

A London Legend. Cr 

MACAULAY (LORD).—Theliis. 

tory of l:nirland« I.skci' Ttt r., Fikk 
Pai’KK KulTlo^^, in 5 voli. pod 
doth. ^;lll (op. s .. net per vol.; leather, 
Ijilt edijes, v. net per col. 


A^ACHRAY (ROBKRT), Novels 

I juwn ^v<i c.uh. 

A 6I0W over the Heart. 

The Mystery of Lincoln s Inn. 

AlACKAY il)r. CM AS.).-Inter- 

iud*sand 1 ndcrconea. Cr't '. t> « 

AlACKLNNA iS. J.) ond J. A. 

o*Shl;A — Hra%c Men in Action: 

the hnli.li I'l.i::. Wilh ' llli). 
ti ' I, \Voui». >rn.*il 

«J« IM 'V<» cl .*! iij|» X, 

AlACKENZIU (W. A.). The 

Drexel Orcam. Crown ch»(h. (>» 

A\ACLISK Portrait Oallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters I 
85 Portraits bv Dami.l Maclisp . 
w ih Me ns'>Cf:ipbK il. CHtical, 

•Ml I ihhho;;r.iphic jl, In \Vll 1 1 j 

I: A Clown ’<so clilh If <»/. 


Mr. Strangers Sealed Packet. s... .1 n. 

I'oM Hvo jligflraUd IkkilIs, h, *_ m * ti 

I At ,•_ . . I 1 n the Ardennes. 'V ith liiusiraUont, 


Ednor Whitlock. Clfiwn f^\n, C^odi f' 

MACDONALD (Dr. (JEOROE), 

tiookji by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Jell Vol)., kirjtb ^ilt. in m 

or sc pjr5(cly. Grolicr cloih if. /*/. cas b 


\'ol 


1 : 


11 . 


Ill 


IV. 

V 

VII. 

viu 

IN. 


X. 


WiTfiiv \st> Without 1*0 
Hiijoi s l.n I. 

Tlif I)iv il'i> I if^: Gfni'Ki 

W'OilEN |J<X»K <>i SOSVTTS— 
Our. ^ V **'<*\(*.>. 

Vror.fv Sosf.s Sosf.'t t*u 
•\NT> kk.imh-A n«>ok 
i*k Difl \M'— 

— I'OKMS H»u Cm I OUTS' 

Half tiK.y^ - 15 VI l.vos — $<OTCJt 
SoS'f.K 

K vr PlUXlVsTTS 

Thk ri>nTT‘VT. 

IHK fljf.nr PurS'CK'vs — Tm. 

Giant ^ llTrAUT -sitAiKiws. 
Chons PnnsisT:^^ -Tht: Goi.oks 
KkY—TH t.CAHASfiVN —l-intT 
DVYI.IOIIT. 

Tm Chi Kt. Pvrvn.R— tiikWow 

O'klV'VhK—THR CAvTIK lift 

ilK<iKT:.v suoKfr>—Tiir Gray 
W fiLI- —UNCLV CoHNl;l.lf5. 


Poetical Worke of George Mac¬ 
Donald* Two Voli., vrowR »vi>. 
buckr.un. )2t. 

A Threefold Cord* KcUled by Grorct. 

Mai UirNALo. l*ost 8vo. cloth, 51. 
Phantastes* Wdh ay lIluHtrations by 
I lU.i I. Crown Hvo. cfolb. yx. G/. 
Heather and Snow. Crown Hv «>, cloth. 

f*t. ; p^>s( bvo. lilustr.iUd boards. a>. 
Lilith* Crown «vo, cJolh, Os. 

MACDONELL (AON E S). - 

Quaker Cousins. I'oJl 8vo. U^ard^. 2.. 

MACORECiOR (ROBERT).- 

/ / Pa.tlmc. and Player*: "x 

’ |’_ou' 3 r Game. S\i>, cli>tl), tf.fU. 


I Pictures and Legends from Hor- 
I mandy and Brittany* w ]iJu»i9. 

Through Normandy* WithoT D'untt. 
About Yorkshire. WirhoTlHuvts 

AlA(ilCIAN 5 Own Book, The: 

I J'crh>:maiui'K with Hats, Hk., 

I dud hv W M With JOO 

' Hbtsif ifiuns (fMvxnHvtk «loih. 4 t G/. 

AlACHC LANTERN, The, and it’s 

Man.i^:crncAt II v 1 C IU.ImvoHTh. 
With 10 JJJubt) Or Svo. li. ; cloth, jf (^J, 

AlAONA CHARTA: A Kacsimilcof 

Ibr Ori);mal Irv the Bnlith Museum, ] Uvt 
by 2 Icct. With Aniit.iiid Scalicmblaioncd 
in Gold and 0>lour«. 5r 

MALLOCK (W. H.), WorKs by. 

Tho Now Republic. Po'^t hvo. ciuih. 

}i rj , illuTtrakd hfurds } 

Tho New Paul and Virginia* h^st 
bvo. clotJi. Zt f%i. 

Poems. Sm.itl 4h>. parchment, 81. 

Is Lite Worth Living? Cr.^vxd. Ot 

MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mort d* Arthur I Selections Irotii the 
Stn<l«s ol Km^ Arthur und the Knt^hts 
ol (be Houiul Table. Kxlitcd by H. 
M. ItAVKtNM Post 8va. cloth, 2$. 

MAROUERITTE (PAUlTind 

VICTOR*, Novels by. 

Tho Disaster* Tranatated by K. LKr.s 

Crown HV‘>, cloth, 34 OU. 

The Commune* Ttaiisl.iled by F I,ee$ 
and k 11 Ibil'i*! V'l. Crown Hvo. cloth.6x. 

MARLOWE’S Work.s, inclmlin^' 

his TranclalJ<»nc. fMhcH vvitli Kutn hy 
O'l. Ct'NSINnHAVI Cr •JVfLcloth. \i G/. 

AlARSH (RICH A RD). —A 

5policr ot Men. Crown ayu. cloth <*e 

MASON (FINCH).-Aiinals ol 

the Horse-Shoe Club. With t IUu«- 

traiton^. Crown 5«vn, doth, '•/. 


J* 
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CHA TTO &•* IVINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 

Trvl of WlLl.lV'l ClthORlv Edited bv 
Col. CI'WIVOHAM Cr, 8vo,ct<ilh.3f 6rf. 

AIASTERMAN” (J0-—HaTf^T^ 

dozen Dau^htcr^. Post Svo. 
tratc<l I'oards. is. 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).—A 

Secret of the Sen. Po>t H 1 u$' 

tr.Tled ho.»rds 2^. : tl<>lh. ?j. (kl. 

MAX O’RELL, Books by. 

Cii*wn 8vo, clolti, (k/, each. 

Her Royal Hl^hnees Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 

Rambles In Womanland. 

MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune. Crown f^xo. 
clr»ih, ^ 1 . 6r/.; post Hvu, illusi. boanb, 

Crown Hvo, t\j, each. 

The Voice of the Charmer. 

In an Iron OrJj>. | The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey*6 Patient. 

On the Brink of a Chasm. 

The Way of a Woman. 

A Son of Ishmael. 

An Adventuress. 

The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by the Way. 

This Troublesome World. 
Rosebury. 

MERIVALE (HERMAN)_Bar, 

Stoffe. und Platform: Memories. 
_ \N dh Portr.*>i(. Crown HVo.c 1 oih.hr. 

MERRIci^|HOPE)a — When a 

OlrPs Hntrnged. Cr. Kvo. doth. v.iW. 

MERRICK (LEONOt Novels by. 

The Man who was Good. Po^^t Hvo. 
illustrated hoardfs 3t. 

Crown ftvo. cloih, (xi. er^ch. 

This Stage of Fools. 

Cynthia. 


MILLER (Mm. F. FENWICK). 

—Physiology lor the Vounir: or, 
The House of Life. With nuineroui 
IMustratlnns. Poit cloth, is. M. 

MILTON (J. L).-fh7B^Mn 

Diseases of the 5 kln. Post Hvo. is .; 
cloth, It. Cid. 

MfNTO (WM.)_Was She Good 

or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, it. 6c/. 

MITCHELL (EDM.)T Novefs^by. 

The Lone Star Ruth. With s niu.- 
Irations by Norman H. Haudv. Croxvn 
«vo, cloth, n. 6 ,/. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, fit. each 

Only a Hlg[ger. 

The BelfoFta of Culben. 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, fl.it backs, it, each 

Plotters of PaHs. 

Tho Templo of Death. 

Towards the Btepnal Sno^. 


MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

Crown Hvo, cloth, U/. each. 

The Oun-Runner. With Fn>ntispiecc. 
Ronshaw Fannlng'e Quest. With 
Frrmiispiecc hv StanI.KY X. Wood. 

Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland's Chum. 

Crown 8vn, cloth. c.ich ; picture cloth 

Hat backs, ts, each. 

The Luck of Gerard RIdgeley. 
The King's Assegai. With 6 Ulus* 
tr.alion^ by StaxI.ky L. Wooi>. 


MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). — 

Hathercourt Rectory. CrowTi 8vo, 
cloth, 3<.6c/.; pust Hvo. illust. boards, u. 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-). 

—The Abdication: An Historical 
Drama. With 7 Etchings. Imperial 
4to. biickrnm. sir. 

MONTAaii (iRVlNOy.—Tiling 

I Have Seen In War. With 16 Ulus* 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth. 6 j. _ 

MOORE (THOMAS)^ Works by. 

The Bpiouroan: and Alolphron* 

Piist Hvo. hsIPcloti). u. 

Prose and Verse: Jucludlnc Suppressed 
P.issAces from the Mhmoir^ or Loro 
Byrox, Eciited by K. H. SllKniRkU. 
W:th Portrait Crown Svo, cloth, 7^. 6«/, 

MURR'AY (D. CHRISTlE)i 

Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, at. u/. 
rach; post Svo, ill ustr.itul boards, 2j. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. With 12 tllnstratlons. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Val Strange. 1 Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 

A Model Father. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

Cynlo Fortune. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature* 

First Person Singular. 

Bob Martin's Little Girl. 

Time's Revenges* 

A Wasted Crime* 

In Direst Peril* 

Mount Despair* 

A Capful o^ Halls* 

Crown 8VO, cloth. 31. Orf. each. 

This Little World* 

A Race for MUllons* 

The Churoh of Humsmlty* 

Tales In Prose and Verse* 

V.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 
Making of a Novelist. With Portrait 
My Oontemporarlu In Flotlon. 

Cn>WD Svo, cloth, ts. each. 

Despair's Last Journey. 

Verona's Father* 


His Own Ghost. Crown 8v*o, clolb* 
$s. 6it; picture cloth, Hat baclr, 22. 
Joseph's Coat* Popular KpitiON. 
niedliim 8vo. tbt 



Ill ST. A/ATT/N'S /.AX/:. LoXDOX. W.C. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIKI and 
HKN«V MKkMAN. Novels b)., 
Cn>vs ri Kv«». ?« iv/, each . |v>i( 

h' 4 fdv c Kh 

One TraveUer Returns. 

The Bishops' Bible. 

PaulJoncs's Allas. \v<ii. |m.. ir.,s < 

tty \ ImMU'SIM W jn«l <. 

Murray (Henrv). Novels b>. 

|^ rv I I > I l« »l h j < tki «.|t } 

A Came of Blulf. 

A SoDg of Sixpence. 

MORRIS Rev. W, MBREUITH. 

H.A.f. BrUiiih Violin • ^^akcr^.' 
Claa^ical and Modern With muiuTou- 

pMiii.ii'v fthivIr.iluMii .*^<1 V .li MniiVs <>i ] 

Uihcls lii-mv ^v^^. cU»:h io< m* < 

/nORROW (NV. C. h Boliemian 

Paris ol To*Da>. W n* |iUi«i« f \ 

],T»MrAMi> Cl (. 1 KL blli.iMilriM V 1 

MUDDOCK (J. R.). Stories by. 

C»OWn U<»lh h. 

Baslic the Jester. 

Yountf Loohinvar. 

The Golden Idol. 

pi»v( 8vr», illt)>iratcd h mi<Is : s . c,uh 
The Dead Man's Secret. 

From the Bosom of the Deep. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 

Kv*>. illush boards. v .th 2t 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

\Snli 12 JlJuitralioiis by 1 . 

Critn ii‘»vo. '»/ , (mIuu 

iliiih. rl.d u 

My FIRSr“BOOKr By Wai TKK 

JifsiM. f\M>' yA‘i\. W Cl Rr^. 

CKAsr Ai i.k;N li ii.L CkisK 
(iMlMC.K u SlUs. Rt Ikil Kll'l ISt.. 
A. DiiVJK. M. K. hKAlJi*OX. 

y W RohiNsov. H R(i*KK 
K- M. llALMvnrxK, I. Xa\>.uji.l. 
MOMI.kr kOII^KlvD.CHNI^TJ^ Ml URAY. 
Marik CoKKi.l.t ). K. ]i>lis 

SiRANi.K WJX CKR. bH^^ HAMK Q ' 
UoHKRr HccirwAS*. ar<l R. U Sir.\ks> 
s<i\. WiMi Rfcfatur>‘Mor) b> )K.K<orr 
K JPROMR. :iiid i8s lilu^tralk^l$. Demy 
svit, .irl Hnrit. u. 

NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

Iromthc ilnemy* Kcp.UrA nk.cov. i< 

NISBET (HUME)p Books by* 

*Ball Up/ Cfuwii Hvo, chdh. 31. (>J. : 
po«t Svu. illustrated I'oard^. 3 s 

Dr. Bernard 8t« Vincent. ^vo. 
illustrated txiardf, if. 

Lessons In Art. With 21 lllu^trali^m 
Ctuvva hvo, cloth, li. Orff, 

NOWJ^UTMAX).—Morganatic: 

A Romance. Traiulalcdby I'.i.uMiKrii 
l.VK Ctownjivo, cl oth. ulU to p. Os. _ 

NORRIS "(W. ET), Novels by. 
Cn>wii 8v<». clrth. 5 *. bJ. each ; jHHt Kvo. 
Itiu.lraltd boanl.. jj.each. 

Balot Ann's. | Billy Bellew. 
Mlaa Wentworth's Idea, Cr.,wii8v<>. 
Vlotli. 31. 0 , 1 . 


OHNET (OEORGES). Novels by. 

I'ost M' • ilh.'if 'li J I**' .. each. 

Doctor Rameau. I A Last Love. 
A Weird Gift. 1. rovi n Si«». cl* dh, “s, ' / ; 

} >^l A iliu&ltAtcd h *jr*1 , 

<. f' 'Wll *'V*». 1 ,• *' I., . ' / * • 

Love's Depths. 

The Woman of Mystery. 

The Money-Maker, rrajvl.i'rd bv 

h R'M i|\N J f I c I ' I.VIJ .M«> cli*lh. . 

OLIPHANT (Alrs.l, Novels by. 

I ojrdi. Z*- c.uh. 

The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Heiress In England. 
Whltoladles. Cn^uu «vk». cl«»lh. with u 
IMus^r.itioikt by Af iHt k Hoi'KInn :in*l 

Hj-\ki U'(» 0 l»H pM>‘ »vo. pK« 

*I'lt I 'Mfib :s 

The Sorceress. Crown svo.cbdb V 

ORROCK (James). Painter, Con- 
nuUseur. Collector. l>\' livHos 

I Wn hKir. lllii**ir.iU‘d With ticarlv lO' 

.iml number '•( 

1 Jl 4 .. Ilk ti.ilt 1 * .lip 1 wo VulS. blMi 2 ll 
loli*). biu kr;iii) lo^uiiic.is lU'l, 

.0 SHAU0HNE5SY (ARTHUR). 

1 Moems b>. 

Music and Moonlight. b\ ip ^v**. 

4 ^ ‘‘h ' /. 

Lay s of Prance. Cr. 8vi>, cb»lh, lor /./ 


OUIDA. Novels by. 

cU>th 3f Cf. c;ich |»<»<t 
b*urd*. 2 i cl b 

Tricotrln. 

Rumno. 

Ochmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda* 

Ariadne. 

Rascarcl. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalla. 

Blmbl. 

Bltfna. 


Crown 

Kv<>, (llitNlfiilwl 

A Dotf of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlcmalne's 
Gage. 

Princess Napraxine* 
Hold In Bondage* 
Under Two Flags* 
Folio-Parlne. 

Two Wooden Shoes. 
A VlUago Commune* 
In a Winter City* 
Santa Barbara* 

In Maremma. 

_ _ Strathmore. 

Friendship. Pipistrelle*^ 

Ooltdsrey. Two Ofrenders. 

Crown Mo. cloth, jr. k/. each. 

A Rainy Juno. I The Massarenes. 

IMin tVN Ki»JTio\<, Mudlunj 8 vo. fiJ. eacn. 


Under Two Flags. 
Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. 

The Massarenes. 
Syrllni Crown 8 vo, 


Molhs* 
Puok. 
Tricotrln. 
Chandos* 

cJoih. ss. M. J 


nvo. niclu-t cloth, Hal lack, 2 t. i llluv 
tfAl.d boards i<- 

Two Little Wooden Shoes* I-ari.i 

TvrK Kl>ITJO\. Fcap. Kvo.doth. 1 1 . ncl ; 
leather, n. <a/. net. 

The Waters of Bdora* Cri»wo svo, 
Jolb, 31 '•/ : fwluic cloth, n It back. u. 
Wisdom. Wit. and Pathos, M^icvied 
Rom the \Vr>rks oi Ol’lUA by b. bVUSKV 
MoKRl^i. Pint 8vo. Clolh, 51.—CHEAP 
KhlTION, lIlM^Uated board's^ ?r* 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUnUSHERS, 


PAIN (BARRY).-EIiza’s Hus- 

bond, l-cnp.. 8vi», i?.: kUAU. i?. 

PALAIER (W* T,}, Books by* 

Cfowa Svfi, cloth, wilh FroiiUs 6> c ich 

Lake Country Rambles. 

In Lakeland Dells and Fells 

PANDURANCi II A R I; or. 
/Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Tr^f.K^ 
bv Sii livkn I l-Kt l i, |» ,< t iMn* 

ti iti tl h^i.tnU. ?, 

PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue of the. for 1905. (Tswniv- 
^c\<nlh With over ^00 11 lustra* 

turns. Dcniv 8vo. 

PASCAL’S Provincial Letters. 

\\ith lntr(>clucth>n ,nul Notes bv T 
_ M'Crik, D I>. Post 8vo. Il.lll-clutll. *2<. 

PAYN (JAME5), Novels by. 

Crown .svo.clolli, ; ixwl Sv.>. 

illiiAlr.iti-d boards, «ach 

Lost sir Masslntfberd. 

Tho ClyfTards of ClyfTe 
A County Family. 

Less Black than We're Painted. 

I For Cash Only. 

High Spirits. 

A Confidential Atfent. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Illusis 
The Family Scapegrace. 

Holiday Tasks. 

The Talk of the Town. t2 IUhsk. 
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 

The Word and tho Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

Sunny Stories. 

A Trying Patient. 

Post dvo. Illiisir.iicd boards, «. each 
•J«»«oroua Stories. | From Exile. 
The Poster Brothers. 

Married Beneath Him. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 

Walter’s Word. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Like Father. Like Son. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Carlyon'e Year. I Cecil’s Tryst 
Murphy a Master. | At Her Mercy. 
Some Private Views. ^ 

Found Dead. | Mirk Abbey. 
Gwondollno's Harvest. ^ 

A Marine Residence. 

The Canon's Ward. 

Not Wooed, But Won. 

Ho-- 

°”o HOO'- 

A Prince of Che Blood. 

Dick Whlttlntfton 

Crmvi. Syo. cloth w.tli Portrait of Atillior* 
picture cloth. Il.at b.acfc, ac 
Notes from the • Nows.* Crown Svo. 
clolh, l x. (m/. • 


PASTON LETTERS(The), 1432- 

1509. Ktlitcd. wUh Introduclfon and 
Nolcs, by J\MFS G.4 Iupn'kr. Sijc V<»Is, 
Mliinrv ticiuy 8v«i. art linen, gilt top, 
ijt. N/. net ptr volume, or t$s. lh« 
CS»»M fnitv in si’t.s.) 

PAUL(A\AR(jARETA.K-Gentle 

and Simple* Crown Svo. cJoth,.^>.'if/.; 

JMKI Svn, l!Ulv?|.il< || bo.utls. 2f, 

PAYNE (WILL). - Jerry the 

Dreamer- Cr*)\vn ftvo. cloth, }s. (\i. 

PENNELL - ELMHIRST’ (Cap¬ 
tain Beh—The Best of the Fun. 

With K Coloured Illusimlions by G. D. 
GlLi.s, and 4S others by J. Sri'KOKss and 
G, I). GlLiv8. Medium 3 \o. cloth, i6x. 

PENNELL (H. CHOIJVIONDE^ 

LEY), Works by. Fosl Svo, cloth, 
each. 

Puck on Petfasus. With Illustrations. 
Pegasut He-Saddled* With 10 Full- 
page Ibustialions bv G, Du MAirklKtt. 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vcd de 

SocicU*. SvUcicd by H. C. Pfsnfll, 

PENNY (F. E.).-The Sanyasl. 

Clown Svo. cloth, 6f. 

PHELPS (E*^), Books by. 

Beyond the Qatet* Post Svo, cl., u. 61I. 
Jack the Fisherman* Ilhistratc'd by 
C. W. Ukki>. Crown Svo. cloth. H* (ki. 

PHIL MAY S Sketch 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth. (ni. 

PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.), Books byT 

Crown Svo. cloth. each. 

Famous Ylolinlstt and Fin a 
Vloilns* 

The Confessions of a Violinist* 
Voice and Violin* 

PILKINOTON (L. LVjT^Mailen^ 

der *5 Mistake. CroAn Svo. cinih. 6x. 


PLANCHE {J. R.). Works by. 
The Pursuivant of Arms. \Vli 

)iJustratioiv<. 


ith 
Crown 


o Fl;ilc<; and 209 
► Hvo, cloth. 7 c. (kJ, 

Songs and Poems. Ldltcd by Mrs, 
Mackahxkss. Crown 8vo, cloih, Gf. 

PLUTARCH^S Lives of Illus^ 

trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by and \V, LaS'OHORXX and Por¬ 
traits. Two Svo, hnlf-cloth. i0i,6cL 

POE’S (EDGAR ALLAl^^holw 

Works : Poems, otorles, Essays. 

With an Introduction by Chakliss 
BA ruKLAiKR. Crowm Svo. cloth, jx, 6 it 

POLL0^1w*”HT)a—The Charm, 
and Other Drawing-Room Plays* 
Hy Sir Waltsk Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 jlli^lraHops 
Crown Svo cloth, 3r. 
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PRAED (Mrs. CAAIPBELL), 

Novel* by. Post sv<>. IIIuh. 21 <r.i 

Tho Romance of a Station. 

The Boul of Countees Adrian. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3>. <%I. e.uh . Si* 

jllustratcd IwArds. 3s cai.b 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 

Mrs. Tre<aakis8. With S lllus(rdt»oiH 

Crown Svo, cloth. ••/ c.i^h 

Hulma. ' Madame Izan. 

•As a Watch In tho Nl^h t/ 

PRICE (E. C.). — Valentina. 

Lr'»vvn cloth, li. 

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.). 

Works b>. 

Crovs n s\r> ttoth, f-l. each. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Si?i M.ir' 
luT cv<rv \ich^ ID 'he 

Flowers of the Sky. WiMi 55 llUiv* 
Familiar Science Studies. 
Mystorios of Time and Space. 
The Universe of Suns. 

Saturn and its System* With 1: 

Me cl J*Ulcs. Demv MM, cl<4h 'm 

Watfes and Wants of Science 
VVorHers. Ciowa m-**. fU. 

PRYCE (RICHARD). -Miss 
Maxwell’s Aifectlons. Crown ( 
< 1 . 5». i hVM, ihu%l. Lo^rH^. ai. j 

RAMBOSSON (J.). — Popular^ 
Aftlronooiy. Irai-.I.iUti h'* c It 1 
i'JTStAJ^. WMh 10 C‘>lMurf»| J'Uli'and 

Wiwxlcutt. LfoWD '^i«>. ctolb, .P. oj 

RANDOLPH (Col. 0.). —Aunt 

Abigail Dykes. Cr. m*l cImIIj. 7 ». 

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov- 

cl5 by* Crown 'Sro. cloth, is. 6r/. c.'kIi 

The Man who Lost his Past. With 
t,o llJuslralH^n) t>)r Toil liHriUNk.. « 1 . 

The Bayswater Miracle* 

Crovs'n >lv5. cloth, ( j. c.uh. 

The King's Counsel. 

Semi-Society. 

There and Back. 


■ I, 

k 10. 
111 

I ^ 

I # 

U- 
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READERS (CHARLES) Novels. 

Col1c%.ti<l III KIRI 1* l»lTIt>N, in XVCiUwtQ 
Vnhrmc'* croivn Rvi», cloth, c.*th. 

1 Peg Woffington; .imi Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

; The Cloister and the Hearth. 
W.th .1 I'rcl.^cc^v^l Wvl.rEK 

4 * It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

5 The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth; .md Single* 
heart and Doubicfacc. 

' The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 
? Love Me Little. Love Me Long. 

>. The Double Marriage. * 

Griffith Oaunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The Jilt .<nii Good Storicsof Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

17 Rcadlana; .o.J Bible Characters. 

Id Twcii1\h)jk Vahiiiu.', fH'U »llusU.iU<i 
h.*'ii<K ij, c.ich- 

Peg Woffington. I A Simpleton. 
Christie Jonnstone. 

* Ic is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades: JamesLambort. 
Love Mo Liitlo, Love Me Long. 
Tho Double Marriage. 

Tho Ciolotor and the Hearth. 

Hard Cash. ( Readiana. 

Foul Play. l Griffith Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Tho Wandering Heir. 

A Woman Hater. 

Blngleheart and Doublofaco. 

Good Stories of Man. ^;c. 

Tho Jilt: And Mlhcr Moncx. 

A Perilous Secret. 

i.sHi.t Till:. liNK Vu^M Ei^rni^N" 

P.>tl Hvi». cl»>th, i*lH tM|’* * • Ic.ilhcr, 

.l« ncl t uli, 

The Cloister and tho Hearth. WiM* 

lull Illii>ii.iUon>. 

•It Is Never Too Late to Mond.' 


RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man's Daughter. Ciowh 
Svm, clrdh. 

Weird Stories. Cr^wfi Kvm. 

; |*<^i 'tviL (HClurc Itoardv li. 

VtM Him, llluslrakd iMurJs. li.cAcI). 

The Uninhabited House, 
prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
Tho Mystery In Paluco Gardens. 
Fairy water. ' Idle Tales. 
Hor Mothers Darling. 

Tho Nun's Curse* 


pur I uiu l•.l^lrlo^N fiuiliuih iJ. i.uh. 

Tho Cloister and the Hearth. 

* It is Never Too Late to Mond.' 
Foul Play. Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington; .n.J Christio 
Johnstone. 

Griffith Oaunt* 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Torriblo Temptation* 

EcAp «vo. lMli-k«»»l'iirj;ljt, lAvli. 

Christie Johnstone. Wiiti Viuniiv 
I Peg Woffington. 
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CUATTO 6 ? W Nt>US, PV^USHEkS, 


REAOE’S (CHARLES) Novels— 

fontinutxi. 

The WandeHog Heir* LaR(>k Tyi*i>. 
KDITI0S\ poll 8vo. clolh, IJ.IJCI ; Icalher. 
1 <, 6rf. net. 

The Cloltttor and the Hearth. 

Boition dk Lvxk. with i6 Pholo^jravurc 
and 84 half‘t<^nc tlUistrations by MatT' 
a Hkumu>J\k. Sn»nll 4tfi.cloth.6f. net 
— Also in Ki>nr VoK, post Svo, wi:h 
Frirati8pjcc<!S. buckram, uilt lop. 6y. the 
set. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8eo. I#. 
Selections from the Works of 
Charles Reade. luiitcd by Mi's. a. 
IXKLAM). Post 8 VO, dolh. 2f. r>,/, 

RIMMER (ALFRED), Works by. 

Sijniirc 8va. cloth 6/- each. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow 

With 52 llliisti ations. 

About England wUh Dickens. 

With 5K niublrationa. 

RIVES (AMELIE). Storlcr^^ 

Crown 8vc». cloth, \s, td. eaclv 
Barbara Bering. 

Morlel: A l.ovc biory. 

ROBINSON (F. W.>, Novels by. 
Women are Strange. l‘ost 8vo. 
illu^iralcd boaids. 20 

The Hands of JustlGe. Clown 8vo, 
wlolh, u. fH/.: posi «V.., illuM, IhIs.. »t. 
The Woman In the Dark. Crown 
Svo. tl^h, ,u. 6./,; jn.»i Rvo. illual. Ms., xi, 

ROLFE (fT?.), Novels by. 

Cruwa Hvo, cloth. 6*. each, 

Hadrian the Seventh* 

Don Tarquinlo. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY. 

THE S A List of I'rinclpal W.irriors who 
came from Normandy with Wllli.im the 
Comtucror, lor^. In Gold .ind Colour.. 5«, 

ROSEN(iARTEN(A*)e-A Hand- 

book of Architectural Styles. Trans 
latcd by W. Coi.I ktt-Sanuvhs. With 
IlliistrniioDs. Cr. 8vo. clutli, 72 uC 

ROSS (AUurERT)e-A Sugar 

Princess. Crown Hvo, chdh, ji. <xl. 

ROWLEY"!Hon* HUGH)* 

Hv''. cU)lh, at, cvi. each. 

Puniana: or. Thoughts Wise and Other 
wise : .1 Cfdlcction of Ihc Besi Riddles, 
Conundrums, Jokes, Sells, with 

numerous Illuslratlons. 

More Puniana. With numerous Itiusts. 

RUNCIMAN (JAS*)i Stories by* 

Schools and SohoKars. PoM Hvo, 

cliiih, 7 x, M 

Skippers and Shollbaoks. Crown 
Hvo, cloUi, 5i. (v/. 

RUSSELiT (HERBERT).—True 

blue. C'rown 8vo, clolh, jr. W. 

« 


RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels/ 

by. Crown Hto, cloth, 6jr. each. / 

Overdue* | Wrong Bide Out. 

Crown Hvo, clolh. 6«f. each ; po^st 8vt^ 
iiluxtratcd hoards. 9t. each : cloth. s.«. Uf. each. 

Round the Oalley-Flre. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo*k*9le Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe* 
The Tale of the Ten. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise* 

Alone on a Wide Wide Sea> 

The Good Ship * Mohock** 

The Phantom Death, 

Is He the Man 7 t Heart of Oak* 
The Convict Ship. 

The Last Entry. 

Crown Hvo, clolh, 55. 6/, each. 

A Tale of Two Tunnels* 

The Death Ship* 

The Ship: Her Slory. Wilh 50 Ulustia- 
tioiis by H. C. SupPiNirs WRtoHT. 
Small 4in. cloth, (is. 

The * PMtty Polly.* Wilh xi llhislTa* 
lions by G. E. rn'in^RT^ON. Large 
crown Rvo, cloth, gilt edges. $s. 

The Convict Ship. Popcl.^r Edition. 
medium Svo, M. 

RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by* 

A Country BweethoarA* Post Hvu. 

IMus. b ardi. m. ; pict. cloth, Hat back. 2j. 
The Drift of Fate* Cmwn Hvo. clolh. 
3 i. Or/. ; picture clolh. ftal back. ar. 


RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out*of.door Life. By E. W. L. 
]> vvn?). With Illuslrations coloured by 
hand. Royal avo, clolh, l6r. net. 


SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, c.olh. 3.f, 6c/, each : post 
Hvo. illuslmted boards, 2s. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity* \Vltb a Note 
bvOlJVKR WRNI»RI.L riOLMliH. 

The Junior Dean* 

Orchard Damerel* 

The Master of 8t« Benodlot's* 

In the Face of the World. 

To His Own Master* 

The Tremlett Diamonds* 

i 

Crown Hvo, doth, 51. 6U, each. 

The Wooing of Hay* 

Fortune's Gate. 

A Tragic Honeymoon* 

Gallantry Bower* 

A Proctor's Wooing* 

Bonnie Maggie Lauder* 

Mrs* Dunbars Secret* 

Mary Unwin* WUh a lUustiationa. 


SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). A 

Levantine Family* Cr. Hvo, cl., U 
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111 sr. .\fAIiTiyS LANE, LONf)OA\ tV.C 


ST. MARTIN S LIBRARY, The 

I’cill two, vJ'»lh, Riii Xop, 31. uci cath 
Ic;<lhcr* RiU >j. ikI cavJi. 

By hit Waltkr 

London* , ^ 

All eorts and Conditions of Men 
filr Richard Whittington. 
Gaspard d« CoUgny. 

Hv H AM C AIM 

The Doemstor. 

Ih U Ji Kl^ Com i\''. 

The Woman In White. 

Hv {)\Nrh^i lu *<‘K 
Robinson Crusoe. With ^7 
by G. CKi I^'•H ^sK. 

Bv Tkom H I 

Under the Greenwood Tree* 

Ity HfiH H \KU 

Condensed Novels. 

Kv Ol tv hK I I Hol.'O • j 

Tho Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Table. iiiusif.*>u 4 bv ». g. Tmounon. 

II *ik*> 1 } M M 11 

The Life of the Flolda. 

Tho Open Air. 

Nature near London. 

I.AMH. 

The Essays of Ella. 

[i\ itro M \« w. 

History of England, m 5 Viiiumc^ 

I'.v |( J N Ml C \l<l in, 

The Reign ofQueen Anne, iti t V.J 
A History of the Pour Georges 
and of William IV.. 'm 3 VoU. 

A History of Our Own Times, 

Ih. Ml o| yiJccii VictMni lo l>^f 7 

;n ^ V’ls. 

♦ U C ll\JCT > •> IG At)V 

The Cloister and tho Hearth. 

‘ Never Too Late to Mend/ 

By kojti UT Goi'M Mt:' kNvos. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Vlrglnlbus Puerisque. 

Men and Books. 

New Arabian Nights. 

Across the Plains. 

Tho Merry Men. 

The Pocket R. L. S. 

By M HKK i u M\. 

Sketches. 

Hv \V>|.K*N :i*id < ‘rrON. 

The Complete Angler. 

SALA (O. A.).-«ostljcht and 
Daylight. Hvo, BMr<ls,2«. 

SCOTLAND YARD. tV rrc>ciii 

B> ExA:hlcl-ln»|>c<.twr C WAN SA.B. l*o%t 
i)luft(t;il^<l Iwifdv ii .: v-loth, is. CJ. 

SECRETOUT,The: OneThou-^and 

Trkki wilU C.irdA: with EnicrtilnInc 
KifXffnicnt* in Djavvlnii.rooin or 
•White* M.i^'ic. By \V. M. Ckkmmi. 
Willi jtw Blu^K Cio\MiXvo,il.*Bi, <•/. 

SEOUIN (L. 0:).-Walk5ln Al- 

hen. “Two M.ip« :in«l If* IllUa 

if.1 1i«»ti•*. Cniwn Cloth, fu. __ 

SENIOR ' (WAt.).'-By Stream 

and 5ca. hvo cMli, u. 


SBRQEANTXADELINH). Novels 

by. CrowTi fivo. ch>lh. G/. cA^-h. 

Under False Pretences. 

Dr. Endlcott's Experiment. 

The Missing Blioabetb. Ciown sv » 
UoTh.__ 

SEYAIOUR (CYRIL). — The 
Ma^lc ol To-Moffow. Oowo ;v\(i 
1 loth. Oi. 

SHAKESPEARE the Boy : Home 

and Svho^'l l.iic. Canio ami 
M.nnMtrs. CuMt»nis anvl holk*1orc of the 
Tir>K. B> W. J. Bi*l > tL, W'lth 42 
ti.itiMO' Cr<>sv n c1r>1h. 3<. (ii. 

SHARP (WILLIAM).—Children 

of To*morrow. Crown Svo, vloth. <u. 

SHELLEY’5 (PERCY B.) 

Conpicte NVorkA In Versesnd Prose. 

h:^lltr<f bv K JU.I^Vk btlkVilbKlL tivc 

Vr>|s.. crown Kv<), ctotti, \i. itt cich. 

Poetlcal Works, m fhrvc Vcls.; 

\oi. I JiUro>luctioh , I’o^thumon'^ li .iC* 
inents *•! MjftJ.irct SicholM>n: ShtKcv’s 
Coricapoiidcnce with St<<kd3l«'. \V.in<lctn>,; 

! cvv; Queen ^Cah : Ala'tof , B* saliinl .unJ 
Ii IcM . BionKtheu< UnN^iind : Artonalv 
Vol. II l..iMn Ami Cvthn.i: The Cuki; 
luli.in .in<i M.idiUlo : Mvciliool the TyrAiil 
The VViii Ii oI \'\.w . K|npsyihl<lloii ; (icthis 
V<<l. 111 . |N*&lhuinom* Poent*; The 
Maxi'k of An.irchy .tiiH other Biccet. 
Prose Works, m Two VoB * 

Vui. f. AMrt bt. It\*>nc, Ihc 

hiihhii And M.ii low BAinphlcIs . A kcItJ* 
MUon of I)( ism . Ixitcr&lo Lei^h Hnoi. .)0<l 
Minor Wnlin,:^ and h'lacmenlv 

V<il. Jl r>ssvN. Ixitcrt from AbroA<l. 
TiJiisiAliont and hrjftnwntv edited by Mis. 
Mii.i.LKY. With A Bn>f:rarbv. and Indfv. 

SHERARD (R. H.)— Rogues. 

Crown SVi», sloth, i< <*rf. 

5HER1DAN*5 (RICHARD 

BklNSLGVi Compute Works. 

Includnv^* Dr.ini.i, Bri»»c and Boelrv. 
'li.)n*»I.Ntion«. .SiYicUct. .and a Mcidc'K. 

Cf‘»w'n Nvo, cU»ili, \t ^f. 

The Rivals, The School for Scan¬ 
dal, ac. I'i’^t H\n, hall-clolh. 2J. 
Sherldan'sComedles: The Rivals 
and The School for Scandal. 

Milcd by Hkamikk MAmir.vv^ Wilh 
lllu'lrAlhm^. Demy Hvo.bnUa.nn. 1 

SHIEL'cM. P.L Novels by.' 

The Purple Cloud. Cr. fHVo.ciolh. M.fkf. 

Unto tho Third Oonoratlon. Cr.Mvo 
clotb. t>i, 

SIDNEY'S (Sir PHILIP) Com^ 
pUte Poetics! Workf. With Por- 
luit. lulitctl hy Ibe Hcv. A. B. Gkosant. 
Three VoK,crown hvo cloth. ji.G/. each, 

SIONBOARDS: Their Hialory, in* 

eluding Anecdote* of K.iinoBs Taverns 
Aiiil Niiujikahlc Cliiractcrs. iiv |.\cub 
l.AKUiKmand Jons CaKUKS 
Wilh KroiiUspicce and (>4 DlUAUation* 
Crown Hvo, cloth, 
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CHATTO IV/NDt/S, PU^USHMRS, 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), Works by. 

Tost 8VO. iduslratcd boards, 2i. each ; clolh 
Wmp. Is. 6r/. each. 

The Rlntf o' Bells* 

Tlnkletop's Crime. I Zeph. 
Dramas of Life. With fc IltusUannns. 
My Two Wives* j Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 

Scenes from the Show. 

The Ten Commandments. 

Crowa 8vo. picture cover, ij. each : cloth, 
t( tvi. each. 

The Datfonet Reciter and Reader. 
The Case of Oeortfe Candlemas. 
Dagonet Ditties. 

Young Mrs. Caudle. 

The Life We Live. 

Ll Ting of London. 

Crown 8VO, cloth, %s. (xl. each ; posl 8vo, 
picture boards it. each ; cloth is, OJ, c.wh. 

Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

Mary Jane Married. 

Dagonot Abroad. 

Crown 8vo, cl.>111. zk . fk/. ca^h. 

Once upon a Christmas Time. 
Wilh 8 IJIustralh»nsbv Ciiaj>.UKkkn,KJ. 

In London's Heait. 

A Blind Marriage. 

Without the Limelight* 

The 8mall-part Lady. 

Blographs of Babylon. 

Among My Autographs. With 70 
r ac&iinilcs, 

Picture cloth. Hat back, n. each. 

Rogues and Vagabonds. 

Id London s Heart. 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
London. Cniwn Jtvo. leatherette, u. 
Dago net Dramas. Crown Svo, ts. 
Rogues and Yaga bonds* Crown 
sv.». doth, jt, CmL i pobt th'o, ill list, boards 
2s .: cloth limp, ii, 6J. 

SINCLAIR (UPTON). — Prince 

Hagen. Crown 8vu, cloth, v. 

SISTER DORA* Hy M, Lonsualk. 

Demy 8vo, 4//.; clolh. <ki. 


SMITH (J. MOYR), Works by, 
The Prince of ArgolU* With 130 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. clolh, ^s. M. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch, 

_U'i th llittstrationv Post 8vo. cloth. 

SNAZELLEPARILLA. Decanted 

hy G.S. EmVARDs. Wilh Portrait of C. H, 
SsAZM.LE, and 65 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6t/. 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

8vo. 11,; cloth, li- <ki. 

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY)_ 

Songs of Adieu. Small .|to, Jap. 

_ vcltuni, 6r. __ 

SPEIGHT {T. W.), Novels by 

Post 8vo. illustr.atcd bo.ards, is. each, 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

By Devious Ways. 

Hoodwinked; ^ Sandyoroft Mys¬ 
tery. I The Golden Hoop* 
Back to Life. 

The Loudwater Tragedy* 

Burgo's Romance. 

Quittance In Full. 

A Husband from the Sea. 

PosI Jto, do ll, li. tki. cadi, 

A Barren Title. 

Wife or No Wife ._ 

Crown svi), doth, 3J. Od. cadi. 

The Orey Monk. 

The Master of Trenance. 

Her Ladyship. 

Tho Secret of Wyvern Towers* 
The Doom of Siva* 

The Web of Fate* 

Tho Strange Bzperlenoes of Mr* 
Vorsohoyle. 

As It wa s Wr i tten. 

Stopping Blindfold; Cr,8vo^luth 6 s. 

SPENSER for Children* ByM.H. 

TOWKY. With Coloured lIludrAtions by 
W. I, Mt>K(tAN . Crown doth. %s. ( uf. 

SPETTIQUE (H* H*), - Tho 

Heritage ol Eve,_ Cf . 8vo. doth. 6s. 

SPRIQOE (S* SQUIRE)*—An 

Industrious Chevalier. Cr. 8vo. 6.r. 


SKETCHLEY (ARTHUR).-A staWOrD (jS 

Match In the Dark. 8v... illus t V oV; 

lrauclbn;i«ls.i.i, ?* ^vo, doll,. Jj. W, 

SLANG DICTIONARY (The); Ely- STAG - H U N TI N Q with the 


inolodcal, HIstoriciit. and 
Crown 8vo, doth, 6t. 


AncctlotaJ. 


SMART (HAWLEY), Novels by* 

Crown Svo, doth, 3?. M- each ; po**! 8vo. 
I'ictiirc boat (Is, 2^, each. 

Beatrice and Benedick* 

Long Odds. 

Without Love or Licenoe 
Tho Master of Rathkolly* 

Crown 8vo, cloth, tW. each. 

The Outsider. \ A Racing Rubber. 

Tho Plunger, Post 8vo, picture bds,, u. 


' Devon dc SoraersAt*^ By P. Evukeu. 
With 70 lllusts. Cr. 4(0, cloth, i6s. net. 

STANLEY (WINIFRED). —A 

Flash of the Will. Cr.8vo, cloth, er. 

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott^8\'A, cloth, 

STEDMAN (E:;c.),-Victoflart 

Poets, Crown 8vo, cloth. <yr* 

STEp”henT”;R. NEILSON)"^ 

Philip Wlnwood: The Domestic His* 
tory of au American Captain In the War 
of IndcpciidcQCC. Cr. Svo. cloth»3r.6d. 
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STEPHENS (RICCARDO).-Thel 

CrucHorm Mark Cr. f'Vi' k\,. *'•' i 

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAOE.' 

—The AlKhnn KnMe. ''V..,u-;h | 

: iilustt.iic-: - . 

5TkvENS0N (R- LOUIS), 

Works b>* ' f. t.ini./ • V 

Travels with a Donkey. Wi'U n 

I' cc* liV \V' VI1 n< i 

An Inland Voyage. Wiih i l/* 

I H . • ^y W \l \ i V i^uwt 

Familiar Studlee of Men & Books. 
The Silverado Squaitore. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods: l^^cnx 
Memories and Portraits. 
Vlrglnlbus Pucrlsque. 

Ballads. I Prince Otto. , 

Across the Plains* 

Weir of Hcrmlston. 

In the South Seas. 

Essays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies ^ 

The Art of Writing. 

Songs of Travel. Ct. hvoj'uckrrinv sj. 

Hew Arabian NIghU. Crown 

hnckraii). <>i ; llluilr.itca, 

boanlt, J ».—\H FJ'tTCON. mcOiutu 
8 vo 4 %,/. 

The SulcldeClub: and The Rajah's 
Diamond. cKrom N^v^ Aktniw 
NiOllMj Wifh « llluslf.ilioni by W. J. 
MKVKirssv. Crown Kvo ihirh. 

The Stevenson Reader. Miicd b\ 
Linu» Toai sm>, cloth 

a, 4^1. hiickr.iMi. top. (k/. 

The Pocket R.L.8.: r^vountc 

lOtno.cl.. ar.iHl : leather, ys. lut. 

Lm<ov Tvrr. Vxst. Pai'Lk EhuiosN. 
poll Hvo, cloth, j;jH lop. 2J, net e.Kli 
K-ath<r. cdt u. net each. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerlsquo* 

Familiar Studies of Mon dr Books. 
New Arabian Nights* 

Memories and Portraits. 

Across the Plains. 

The Merry Men. 

R, D. Stevenson: A study, lly H. U 
lUtLfMiN. With 2 Piittrade. Crowji 
Svo buck ram. Or. 

Recollections of R. D* Stevenson 
in the Paclho. liy ARTiifK Jons. 
STOSK. With Horlrah and Facsimile 
Ixtter. Crown Hvo, buckram. Oj. nec 

STOCKTON (FRANK R*).-The 

Young Master of Hyson Hell. With 
30 Crown hvo. cbdh, 

; picture clolh flal b.ick. 

STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

P(»l Sv«>. dulh. gill top. (•i. net each. 

Summer Cruising In the South 

The^land of Tranquil Delight* 
STRANdE SECRETS, told by 

pkKcv Fn/oKKAi.n, Cow^s U**yir, 
FiAikKKCR Mark VAT, ac. p.» 5 t A^ 4 >. 

jirudraleiJ boards. 


STRUTT (JOSEPH). — The 
5 ports and Pdittlmes of the People 


of Enelanil 

Hosk. With 14. 

iU»lh / 


lAJiua by \Vn 11.0J 
lUuftral»on< Cr- .\n 


SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 

Told by the TafTrall. cmuu 8 s > 

V!- th. ^ ; 

The Tale of the Serpent. Cfov.n 

' W tll. Il.»t I' ^ • 

SURTLH5 ^ROBERT). - 
handky Cro.-is; or, Mr- Jorrocks's 
Hunt With lllusK. by Jons Li ►. 11. 
potl picture ii .: ciotb 7 s. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

Foolish Mrgint. Fcp. >‘v.> it.cl.irbi/. 

SWINBURNE'S (ALOERNON 
CMARLli^i Works. 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne s 
Works. 1 ^ »r ^ ‘ . 

Atalanea In Calydon. Crown 
Chastelard: a irautiiv Cti»wn8vM, 7* 
Poems and Ballads. kiHsr 

Poems and Ballads. Sicovn rivs 
Crown ♦ 

Poems and Ballads. Third Sirii.--. 

i. row ti 

Son^s before Sunrise* Crown Hso. 

|C< u/ 

Bothwell i A Tr^icrdv Crown Svo. 

Songs of Two Nations. Crown ►vo.f, 
George Chapman. (Id Vnl. II, oi 0 . 

CM VI'NI vs w- ik5 I croven Svo, 3r 

Essays and Studies. Crown ^vo.ui 
Erechtheus: AUaKcclv. CrownKvo.r*. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

A Study of Shakespeare, Crown 
Songs of the Springtides* Crown 

Ssi> <n 

Studies In Pang* Crown ihxi. 7 r. 
Mary Stuart: Alragi.'<ly* CrownK\ o. Rr. 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown tvo.o;. 
A Century of Roundels. binaiUk* Hr. 
A Midsummer Holiday, Cr Svo. 
Marino Fallero: A Irjgcay. Crown 

A Study of Victor Hugo* Cr. 8vo, hr 
Miscellanies. Crovnn svo. i?f. 
Locrlno: A ivagi-dy Crown Svo, Oi. 

A Study of Ben iionton. Cr. h>*o. tt. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown hvo, r.«. 
Astrophel. *0. Crown 6V4>. 7 r. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry, 
Crown bvo, or 

The Tale of Balen, Crown 8 vo. 7^ 
Rosamund, Queen of the Dom* 
bards: A Trnnc<ly Crown kvo. hr. 

A Channel Passage. Crown itvo.rr 
Mr. Swinburne's Novel. Crown «vo. 
in. iKt. _ 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poems. 

In n Voh , vru\N n Hv«i. <»s, n«lcat!i. <jr s<»s. 
i\k\ the Sk-L -i ^ j, I ^ 

Mr Swinburne's Tragedies. In 5 

Vols*,or.«vo,<>r.ncl<ach,or jncncl lhe««L 

(Can be lulncfibed lor only m Sell.) 



CHATTO Csf WINDUS, PURUSHEHS, 


TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Bvo, cloth, 3$. Cv/. each: post 

.Rci) h4i!trri« i*.*)ch 
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SWIFT’S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose nn<t Verse. With itcnioir. Poi- 
tr.ut. .)nd Foc^iinilcs of M.Tpein'Gutlivcr's 
Travels * Crown Kvo, cloth. ir. ^v/. 
QuUlver'8 Travels, ;iTid a Tate of 
a Tub. post half'Cloth. a<, 
Jonathan Swift; A study. By J. 
On kTON Coi 11N'S. Cr. sSvo. cl., Ul. 

TAINE'S history of English 

l.lteratiire. Trm'latrd bv HFVkY V^\ 
I.AHN', Four VoK., demv Kvo, cloth, 30^ 
POJTl.Ak KniTlON. Two Vols., crown 
Svo. cloth. I s/. 

TaVlOR” (BAYARD)e— Diver¬ 

sions ot Bclio Club. Post Svo.cl., lu 

TAYLOR (TOM)e — Historical 

Dratniu: ^Jkannk Oahc' ‘ TwintAx^ 
i\n Crown*.' Tmk Fooi/s Ri.vks<.f, 

' Arkwhigiit*r WiKF/ ‘Ansf Boi.fw/ 
•Pr.OTAND Pa«;sion*/ CrownRvo, tr.each. 

TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD).—A 

Blr(Ps*eye View of Picturesque 
Indio* With 33 lUu^l'i. Cr. 8 vo. cl., fn.' 

TMACKERaVaNA’: N^es and 

Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Hundreds ol Sketches hy W. Id. 
TKACKKWAV. Crown Kvo. cloth, 3/. (d. 

THAMES* A Pictorial History 

ot the. By A. S. Kravssk. With 340 
Illustrations, Post Kvo. cloth, if. 

THOMAS (ANNIEL Novels by. 

The Blren*s Web. Cr. 8va. cl., (J. 
Comrades True. Cr<mn 8vo, c]oih. 6f. 

THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 

In a Cathedral City. Cr,8vo,cl., 

Crown Hvo. cloth.fu. each. 

Tim House on the Scar. 

Tno Son of the Houve. 

THOMSON’S SEASONS.and The 

Castle of Indelwce. With lntro> 
duction by Alijss Ci'NNlKCitAM. and 48 
lllnslmtlo ns. Post Kvo. half-<]oth. ts. 

THORNBURY(WALt.)*Booksby 

The Life and Oorreapondenoe of 
J. M. W. Turner, with KColounNl 
][lusts. and alWoodcuts. Cr.Hvo.cl., 35.61/ 
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo. 
iilnstratsd boards, is. 

tfMBS (JOHN), WoRcr“by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3f. f^d. each. 

Clubs and Club Life In London, 

With 41 Illustrations. 

English Eocontrios and Bocen« 
tricltles, Wit-h 48 IllustTatlons 

TOMPKINS (HERBERT W.):- 

Marah«Country Rsmbles, With n 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6j. 

TREETON (ERNEST A.l.-The 

instigator. Cmwn 8vo. cloth, 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—Diamond 

Cut Dlamoad. Post 8vo, illua. bd$., 2s. 

TWBLLS (JULIA tu, 

Seloar I Crown 8vo cloth, 6r. 


The Way We Live Now. 

Frau Prohmann. I Marion Fay.* 
Mr. Soarborough*s Family. 

The Land-Leaguers* 

Kvo. ilhistrati'd bn.iriF 2r each. 

Ropt in the Dark. 

The American Senator. 

The Golden Lion of Qranpere. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 

Novels by* Crown Kvo, cloth, yi. 
each: post Hvo. illu>tr.ilc <1 l>oards. 25 . each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel's Progress. | Anne Furness . 

TWAIN S (MARK)’Books. 
Author's Edition de Luxe of the 
Works of Hark Twain, in 23 

Volumrs (hiuiled to <>00 Numbered 
Copiet^). |uice net per Volume. 

tCan bv subscribed for only In Srls.) 

UNIFORM LIBRARY KDlflOK. Crown 
Hvo, cloth, 3?. 6i/. each. 

Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With iq7 Illustration^ by K \V. KKMin.K. 

Roughing Its and The Innocents 
at Homo. With 200 lllusirathms by 
F A Francr 

The Amerloan Claimant. With 81 
Illustrations by HAL and olheiii. 

* The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With III IMu^lratsons, 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 2C 
Illustrations by Dan Ukard. 

Tom Sawyer, Deteotlve, KVith Port. 
Pudd'nhaad Wilson. With Portrait 
and Six Illustrations by Lotus LOFR. 

* A Tramp Abroad. With 3)4 llUistfi. 
^The Innocents Abroad; or, New 

Progrest. With 234 1 Hints. 
*The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and C. l>, WaRxfr. With 2x2 Illmts. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 

Wilh M)o lUu^tiatlonn, 

^ Life on the Mtsslssirat. 300 lIUulK. 
^ The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. 174 lilusts. by E. W. Kbmdlr. 

' A Yankee at the Court of King 
Arthur. 220 lllusts. bv Dan BsAitn. 
*The Stolen White Alephant* 
«The £ 1 , 000,000 Bank-Note. 

A Double • barrelled Deteotlve 
Story* With 7 Illustrations. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain* 

With Life, Partniil. and illuMrriUbiii.' 

*4* The Books marked * may be had alM> hi 
post 8vo, picture boards, at 22. each. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 62. each. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Arc. With 13 liinsts. by F. V. Db MoNh. 
More Tramps Abroad* 

The Man that Corrupted Hadley- 
burg. Wilh Fronttspace. 

Mark Twain's Sketches, Pott Svo. 
cloth, gill top. 2r. net: leather, gilt edges. 
32. net; picture board<(, 2 Sf 
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xvTi Pi> iC C FRASER-). -iWALT WHITAAAN. Poems by. 
TYTLEk (C* W* .. ^ . u.ihi Vuljtca. \'ilh Intr«'<1iKlioii. hs W-M 

^KTfJ Wilb P«*H, Ct. huckraii*. < 


MiJtros JudUh. Sv-., O-lh. 

i\l.. A\»*. plluslralcd hoaxcb * 


^ . ^1,/. picture cloth. M.J h ick. i>. 
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TYTLER (SARAH). Novels by.!\VARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joan, the Curate, C-v.. m.., U-.I 

bO.tfdN L'- C.iClj. 

Burled DlamoDds. 

The Blackhall Choets. 

What She Came Through, 

I».>st ^'vo, illustr.itcti Iv Aj. ci*wli 

The Brlde*e Pats* 

Baint Mungo’s City. 

obn..,wAR«AN jev^-^ 

Disappeared. 


Cr<»wn Kv«'. ch'th. , 

The Heart of a Ctrl. With fi lilnvi^. 
What Ought She to Do? 

Tom Dawson. _ 

The Youngest Miss Brown 


ft Ota ^ V—' 

Beauty and the Beast. 

Cmwn Wvo, • Mh. it. M. each. 

The Macdonald Last. 

The WUchaWlfe. 

Rachel Langton. 

Mrs. Carmlcnacrs Goddesses. 

A^Kneymoon’s EcUpsc. 

A Young Dragon. 

Crown Hvo. t.lolh. c.«cb. 

Three Men of Mark; 

In Clarissa's Day. 

Sir David's Visitors. ^ , 

The Poet and hltOuardlan Angel. 

Cltoyenne Jacqueline, crovsn m. 
picliuc t.lolh, 11 h-K L j 

UPWARD (ALLEN). NovcLs by. 

The Queen ajalnftt Owen Crovu. 

^v.^ clolh, .U 6 / fiKluic clolh, IIjI 

, piVii hvo piclurc biMfcU. 3«. 

The Phantom Torpedo.Boatft. 

Ctowii Svo, clolh, 

VANDAM (ALBERT 
Court Tf«B«dy. Wllh '> I 
hy J. B DAVIS. Cr»)wn H\o,cuiln> 3 >. or- 

VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

' Iklk' «>f TAr BWW- Cr. Hvo. d. it. 

VnZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

by. Crown Hvo.clelh, 3d.hi/.eavh. 

The Scorpion* 

The Lover** Pro<reft*. 

With Zola In England. 4 Poth. 

A Path of Thornft. Ci-.wn Svo. cl«>th 

Bluebeard: An atcotml of t>>moTfc llic 

Cu.^Iml O.llt. dc KaK With <, IHuv 
iraliont. Demy 8vo. elpljj. UV 
Tba Wild Marqulei Dlf« ItndAdvrn- 
lurc <>l Ariiiand OuMry dc MaubieujI. 

Crown ftvo. clo|''j.*r'_ _ 

WAONER (LEOPOLD).-How 
to Qet on the Stage, and how M 
Suwed there- _Cr<.v» n Kvr.^ljdh. ajjsd. 

WALLER (S. E.K-SebaatlanPs 

.Secrel. Wilh v ^ 

WALTON and COTTON*S 

^ vjLriyis Angler. EdlUdbySlrHAtt«J> 

Sico^^ doth. Rllt lup. 2s. 

act i U-*lh<f, gilt c<lgc!‘, yi» »ct. 


WARNER (CHAS. DUDLEY).- 

A Roundabout Journ^. Cr I'v-. ■ <- 

WARRANT to Execute Charles. 1. 

A r-KMitule. with Ihc 5v 

Warrenl'to Execute Mary Queen 
of Boots. > 

bi*:HaUir«' »itd the Great sc.il. n. 

WASSERAIANN (LILLI AS).- 
The UsIfodlU. trowH Rv.> vloth. i 

WEATHER, How to Foretell the. 
wUh Ihc Pocket 

\V. ChUV Wllh 10 CroUH. 

S>o. 11 . »l“lh. M- 

WEBBER (BYRON).-Sportond 
Spongle 5 . Cmjsvd P>‘*, : . 

WERNER (A.).-ChapenK0*5 
>Vhlts Man. Crown Hvt>. elihh. iv 

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. Crown H\t».clolh. Ji. 'W.. 
po>t 6V0. illu>lr 4 lcd Kards 2i. 

Crv)wn Hvti. vIoUi, ht. 

As a Man Bows. I The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne’s Revenge. 

The Sacred Crescents. 

A Very Queer Business. 

Crovso 8 \o» cloth, 

A Woman Temjpted Him. 

For Honour and Life. 

Her Two Millions. 

Two Pinches of Snuff. 

ro.u..cu.. 

Ben Clough. 1 Blrd^ Dene. 
SSS.°J? cnm... 

Her Lady.hlp’a Secret. 

The Phantom City. 

Ralph Korbreoh'. Truiit. 

A Queer Race. I Rod Byvlngton. 
Roy of Roy e court. 

Ae Luob vfould have It. 

The Old Paotory. Merfitmi M. 
WESTBURY (ATHA). - The 
Shadow o 1 Hilton Ferobrook. 

8vOi cJt^lb, U/. 




2 (y 


CMATTO & WlNDVSy PUSLISHERS, 


WHEELWRIGHT (E. Q.)-—A 

Slow AMakenln;^. Crown .^vocloth,6^. 

WHISHAW (FRED.)~NoveU 

by. Crown fivo, cloth, 3s. <\i, each. 

A Forbidden Name. 

Many Ways of Love* With 8 Iltu^ts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, f><. each. 

Mazoppa. 

Near the Tsar, near Death. 

A Splendid Impostor. 

WHITE (GILBERT)* - Natural 

History ol Sel borne> Post Svo, cloth, is. 

WILDE (LADY)*-The Ancle^Tt 
Levcnds.Churms.and Superstitions 
ol Ireland* Crown Svo, cloth, jt. 

WILLIAMS (W. AlATTIEUlp 

Science in Short Chapters, Crown 
Hvo. cloth, 7i. tkt 

The Chemistry of Cookery* Crown 
Svo. cloth, Cm. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Wiih 

Illustrations. Crown 8vc>. cloth, is. M. 

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).-A 

Child Widow. Post Svo. must. Ms-, is. 

WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Easy-going Fellow, Crows 8vu, 

<V/. 

His Doad Past. Crown fivo,cloth.fij. 

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
Chapters on Evolution. With 250 
llliistralinns. Crown Svo, cloth, 71, M. 
Lolsuro-Tlme Studies. With illustra¬ 
tions. Crown Hvo. cloth. 61 
Studios In Life and Sense. With 36 
lllnsliatlons. Crown Svo. cloth, 31 M 
Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr.svo.n.; cloth.ii.««/ 
Glimpses of Nature. With 15 llluiira 
Hons, Crow n Svo, cloth, 3j. M. 

WINTER (JOHN‘stf^QE) 

by* Pc>sl8ro. aj.cach : clolh ar.W.cacIi 

Cavalry Life* 

Rctflmental Legends* 

Cavalry Life and Regimental 
Letfends^ together. Crown 8vo, clolh, 
3J. u/.; picture cloth, fl.it back, is. 


W15SMANN(HERA1ANNvon).— 

My Second Journey through Bqui* 
torlal Africa. With 92 Illustrations. 
Demy 8e<>. cloth, its, 

WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo. il I iistr.'ttetl boards, is. each. 
Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

WOOLLEY (CELIA PARKER).— 

Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo. 2^. (k/. 

WRIGHT (THOMAS)rb>^ 

Caricature History of the Geordes; 

or* Annals of the House of Ksioovcr. 
With Frontispiece .ind over 300 lllustre* 
tions. Crown 8to, cloth. $s. fkJ. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque in Art, Literature. 
Sculpture, and Painting* Ulus- 
ir.itc<l by F. \V. Faihiiolt. Crown Svo. 
cloth, 7<. <*/. 

WYNMAN (MARGARET).—My 

Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 
Pkknaud Partkidge. Post Rvo.cloth, zc. 

ZANQWILL (LOUlS)a—A Nine¬ 
teenth Century Miracle* Crowu Svo, 
_ 6<#.: picture cloth. Hal b.ick, is, 

ZOLA (EMILE). N^fs'byT 

Uniform Edition-. Translated or Edited, 
with Iiilrodiictlons, by Ekn-rst A ViZK- 
Tm-v. Cr<)wn Svo, cloth, it. M. each. 

HlsMasterpiece. | TheJoyof Idfe. 
Germinal. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougone. 
The Conquest of Plassana. 

The Dram-Shop. 

the Thin. 1 Money. 


Hls Bxoellonoye 
The Downfalls 
Romo* 

Lourdos* 

Faria* 

POCfLAR Cditioks, n 

The Dram-Shop* 
Rome* 


The Dream. 
Doctor Pasoale 
Truthe 
Work* 

Frultfulnese* 

i^unt 8vo. W. each. 

The Downfall, 
PnrU. 


With Zola In England. l)y Ernkst 
AV jZKTKi.LV. Wilh4porlralt5. Crowe 
Svo, cloth, is. W. 


THE PIOGADILLY NOVELS. 

LiSKAKV Editions, many Illustrated, crown Svo. cloth, jr. M. each. 

By Hr*. ALBXANDBR. 


Vatcrie h Fate. 

A l,tf« Interest 
Mena's Cbdlcc. 
iiv Woman s Wil. 

The Coil ol liur Trule. 


tiarUua. 

A Mgbt wlih bate. 
Atsoiden Autumn. 

Mre. CrIcMon't Creditor. 
Tho Step-tnoiher* 


A Mis^iii|{ Hero. 

By F* M» ALLEN*—CraonasOfaA. 

By H* ANDBBSON.—utholo's OccapatloD. 
0* Wi APPLBTOM.^KaUi Conclusions 


By GRANT ALLBM* 

The Great Taboo. 
I>uinareso'& Danirhter. 
Duchess w PowyUand. 
Wood koyal. 

Creet’s Masterplecd. 
The Scallywag. 

At Market vZuc. 

Vntlcr Sealed Orders. 


FhUlftU. I iTabytcn* 

Sttance Slorica. 

f 'or Meltnle'a Sake. 
n all Shades. 

Tho Bcckoninf Hand. 

The Dovira Die. 

Tbit Mortal CoU. 

The Terns of Sheiii. 

ABTinuS WARD’S WORKS, Complete. 

_ By BDWIN L. ABMOLD. 

rare the Phurnkian. | ConstaW© of at Mchotaas 
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The PiccAnit.Lv (3/6J Novn.s— 

By ROBERT BARR. 

In » I A ..I' 

J r«.m Whii j? ll’ jer* -. \ Kr*v**fkc’<* 5 

A c 0-"1 I ***' ■ 

Bv PRANK BARRCTT 

\ ]J .• )fvu».kf 
\\.rMuc( If .f» l:r> f ktw Mn kt 4 
I oii.'te I f r I A Wi.'rP^ SS iiftv . 

W'Ai Shff ^ 

By •BELLe.*-^ 

By ARNOLD BENNETT. 

Tl»eC»te I 'Voih. . •J 

Bv Blr W. BCSANT and J RICE. 

h> C » Ut» J*. 

rU| l«iri I f lh«« I lr<:. 
Mic Sa iH.v Si ie 

1 i.tf ^ I « 

Ir. \ f •k'»r I' 

I K<- I rn if. I 


By Sir W 

Ri*a«lv '1' '««•> M'iftii'>>- 

M\ 1 

With M ^rvl 
Tl.i\ S<^ii ••( Vul \n 
1 hr I'o’trifly. 

TikC M-uL.cf Tli«*Um*L 


By Sir WALTER BE6AHT. 

.^11. ..III. .1,, ■ V . • . ’ > »'V Ut. 


A ki 4 n 4 t« 4 1 ««« u < M *•. 

t)..rctfty Kof'tei. 
I'nck /•* i * Mf»U K' 
\SurMSvVf.t \\>l[ Tl.* 


All S> /ts I I • 

Thr Ri'* I’l 

All *n .^ t..)r«l<u )'J»r. 
t)..rctftv Kof'tei. 

v>e. 

tu 

Cbll Uil>^u0. 

Vut I .»Uli ufil Ffc^knu 
1 oCaU lUt M«n«. 

7fie Kek<*l* nf'>un 
TIk* Hi :i ••< M. f«iil V 
Arin'^rel “i 

S. Kaihenf.cv l»r l•>•er 
By AWBR088 BIERCE. 1'^ I 

By HAROLD B1HDL066. AinJi^i/v 
By M ttcO. BODKIN. 

r>yfaM>A • ' ' ,u.'l ^ 

r4(<^ |K«* onao4ui>. 

By PAUL BOURCET.- A l-Mr*c ’ 

By J. D. BRAYSHAW. >.*ih»utvr 

By H. A. BRYOEH.-Au kiJnl ' mI. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

*■ ■ Uir ^<W AU'l»nl 

M.Mt ' K»^ hrlJirne 


I ' 

I I ' I* f> M »*C f* 

1 f.^ R. ^-cl V 
I 4ti.% • f A» ^4' ' 

In I). 1 . 4 ir l< r 

I fiC I.) i«r C rjuoi. 4A 

I hr Ci > S** 

\ r unlaui I 

TUr 

The I < uMh Ger.rfaii' r 
I l,r r himi. 

I f.i* .\UU*\»4» V- ' 

I l.r 1 l/4nifv 1 •<<! 

I h.* 1.44) i-( I.»f«'i 


• f S»«>r^L 
A ( liihl '4 Nifure. 

(>.] .«n 1 ilie Man. 

Mdit) fit <cn <4 M^Jehre. 
I ote Me f If //»rl. 
Annjsi Woirf. 

I i^x^'lnve lifAAor. 

Tlte CIu/tktM 


Master of the Mine 
fbe IINr of ' 

VN oAian 4^4 (he Man 
Kel 4r4 Wlu«e Heafhrf. 
t.> 4 ) KiU^airick 

I lie Ah'ifvme U. 

OELETT BUR 0 B 88 and WILL IRWIN. 
Ill# l1r«A»r)t 

By HALL CAINB. 

Shidoi* of 4 Crune. I V»n of lUrfa/ I Deemsfer 
By R. W, CHAWBCRS.-Th'* Kin*: y«»oo. 
By J. M. CHAPPLE.-1 Uc Minor i W-L 
By AUSTIN CLARE. -Ii) Rite of Ki*«r 
By Mr». ARCHER CLIVE. 

Paul I'VrrolL I P*'*l I KiJlrxJ hk " *fc 
By AHNB COATES -Kir » lAjry. 

By IfACLARBN COBBAN 
Th» Rr«l Sulun. I Tbr Jh.r.len of l^aUL 

By WILKIE COLLINS. ^ ^ 
AnruiUlo. i Afier U*rk . Ihe New Mavdaku. 

No Nama Antonina , Tn« f-roaen 
|U<ll I HnIo aod aoeV-i The I wo l>oftiiMa 


f • • ••••• — 

~|*be Dead So<i«t 
Ooren of Ifeant* 

My Mlv.rUanlea 
7 he 'V oinan In Whiit. 

1 Ijw and rhe L^dr^ 
The Haunted HotrL 
The MoooMvne. 

Man and Wife 

Nrt 


• I bay Nck’ 

IJirk Notel'. 

The Palleii Leavo«. 
I«act«l« IMu^ivr 
The hUck Rote. 
Heart and .Mfence. 
The ltvdOcAlll^ 

I he l^ar* of Cain. 
A Kot'ue'a Life. 
Hlind row. 


By M..I. COLOUHOUH.-Fsen Inch a SriCer. 

By HERBERT COMPTON. 

The I'.imr 4'*• Mf'. .^la>.m£l.4J.v 

By B. H. COOPER. -C- ' d^ry Ilairalt^ 

By V. C. COTES. * I • •id* n a lUivr 
By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

i • ' .. • < 'i, < ffM brook) .Mvaaiair*. 

H * »i.) ».*. J >' •r 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 

K ' . I t,.< • »| I s««r i ; 

By IdATT CRIH. 

!« r J I AlJ Kr|« ! 

R. CROCKETT and othtra. 


The .Silser.t 
By S- 

■ i . » ' ir 1 

By 

fH >t>> IWrrlnk;i' . 
I'r \ <1 >‘n K*. 

\ I Nl•'i) I 

»f r» 'fiv N.'.iSh*. 
k ^fir 1 I I'asC.^r. 
Mr ti r I. 

\ j.i rj 


llflH 

dr' 


V MORT. AAd FRANCES COLLINS. 


D. M. CROKCft. 

i l.r Urj. I ad) 

M jrr.- 1 . t sif 

* • » '1 'slCfs 

In If.' m of Kerr>’ 

Jor< rieren. r 
^ I i<ir 1 iVr*' ft. 

• »th* I’aie 
Li T . 'lit I.JfTuir.r ^ r*vt. 

},i .- '> ■ Irrinsr | 1) •• Cat ' i*ae 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

Thi I »ins*'h*t rr. I'ort bdv^ii'n. 

By H. C. DAVIDSON.-Mr. bad'er V l)ij,.*h«rrt. 
By DOROTHEA DEAKIN. 

1 i .• |’.« * 4tid U.s' I 

By JAMES DC MILLS. 

\ SlTUsfC M r;| r I , '^nd in i Covj'rr C )lindec 

By HARRY DE WINDT. 

i I '.!r'. I l..»rl and Ads r ,luxe. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 

Mtnff i.. MiS. h'^trr i l..le>of lenw. 

Kr . t 1 . < V «n • r 1 nil. I to. ulcle^ Of 
Mv.t • f Uml.i 1 U«ra-... ll>riecti»r 

l>.a <1 \u hr |T»kf UtJsKk, »’r»sj»e 

RICHARD DOWLING.-* H*. rs. rans Mirftr^ 
CONAN DOYLE. 1 he Hm. of f^irdkMonr 

By 8. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

> ' . *« r . r i. k> \ rmon s Aunt. 

ByANNlB EDWARDE8. 

\r.hi I o»< |i . A r lastr/ S*lnl 

By C. S. EDWARDS. '‘naarUe^.arUlj. 

By C. MARVILLC FBNN. 

Corse I I ) .» f ..fiune. A I • jfterrNi Dovrrotn. 
The Ca»e ..f .Sil^a Cray. Kln^ s/f the Cattle. 

C. jriiiu-h'fr |y«k- M4«e» of th# OrefOs ftie^. 

I hr Nrir Ml'irrNfc. ! The Nfan eilh « bhadw* . 

\Viiftrt4 ts* the DreiL i Orte Miid \ Mi«hirf. 

1 ha 1 i^Tr Lil) MoO Ahti^r i.fase. 

] he U hit#'drylft. This 'far> «Mife. 

SL\ci hl^vl Ih je^-panlj ^ . 

Deril Ir Corvilnf. Woman Worth nlAhtaw 

I hr Has of Ikacnorda. 

By PERCY flTXOERALD.—Fatal Zero. 
By Hon. Mr*. W. FORBES.-l>Jh'h. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 

onaT.vf>ft- | A Keal^een 

A IKV and I.K bhadow. I Kff-et W barvL 

' Jaxk |a.)W a Dju^hirr. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Vih * Hr.-her t U.fe. I The J a*' oOUl. 

By PAUL OAULOT.-The Ked Shlrli. 
'By DOROTHEA OHRARD. 

A Huern < f < ord' and ^ 

By"CHARLES GIBBON* 

Ilf Jlleh l>e*;tTe. 

T>^*^->^“XE.OLANyiLLB. 

Tk- r Ml tl..ir 0 it. I J he <«ol'len Kftck. 

By B. J. Goodman. 

By R;*rS. DARIHO OO'JLD. 

'■‘"By ALPREi' A.'OBACB. 

^y CBC?*."oiRllPPITH.-Cot*i>lM* M.nriAn. 
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I iJueeo t>1 vhr Meadow. 

I The n.>wei of the Koratr. 
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The Piccadillv ( 3 / 6 ) continued. 

By A. CLAV6RIMQ OUNTEB. 

A Moriii I 

By O YP.-Cloclo. 

By OWEN HALL. 

The Tnck of ft biorto ( J« 

By COSmO HABfiLTON. 
Clijiioiir of Impossible. \ Throus^h a KeyUolc. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 

Uniter (ho (irocfiMOOil Tree. 


A WAlf of tho 
A \V«r<l i>l the tioUUn 

Cftte, I S|irm»' 

A Sftppho of Green 
Col. Startjoti1c*> Client. 
Suvy. I SAlly r>OM-s. 

BeU'Hinf^er of Aniiel '. 

I •ih*i of I mil .in(I Town. 


By BRET HARTE. 


of 

(Kfti 


la k 
itlin s 


A l•rol• tiK 
Cl.ircn* e. 

Uarkt’C'. I.u«*k. 

DexiJ's 1 

Croyaile of • Etcelsior 

1 hcoe ViiTtner^ 
i .ahrii’l t'onroy. 

N«*w rohi1env*<l NoveU. 


By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


bc.uns Kan<lolvh. 

I >aviil I'omtiexter’ft 
apfiftArance. 

Spectre of Camera. 


nu« 


G. 4 r(h. I Oust 

lilliie I>iicnhii. 

Sebavuan Strorne. 

]'r»rttine*» ]*ool. 

By Sir A. HELPS.—Ivan Jo Birou. 

By 1. HENDERSON. 

By 0. A. HBNTY. 

Dorothy’s Donttlft. I The Ugeen’s Cup. 

kujuh. the JuKi^ler. 

By HBADON HILL.-Zamtra the Detective. 
By JOHN HILL. -The Common Ancestor. 
By T2QHB H0PKIN8« 

Tivi'ii l.ovc'aiij Duty. L Incompkie Adventurer. 
Nnifenis of < arricoima. [ Nell KaftenJen. 

By B. W. HORNUNQ. 

Oie siiftiiow uf the Rope. 

By VICTOR HUOO.-TheOuiUw of Icebnd. 

By FBROUB HUMS, 
f.viy from Nowhere. 11 he MUllonalro Mystery. 

By Mr*. MUNOBRPORD. 

Professor’s Experiment. 


A Point of Consdonce. 
A Maiden aU Porlom 
Tlie Comlnff of Chloe. 
Nora Creina. 

An Anxious Moment. 
April’s Uftdy. 

Peter’s \>'iro. 

Lovice. 


Marvel. 

Unsatltfaclory Lover. 

Ill Durance ViiQ, 

A Modem Circe. 

I.Aily Patty. 

A Mental Stnicnfln. 

I.a<ly Vemet's Plficht. 

The Ked'Hou^ Mystery. 

I he Three t .races. 

By Ura. ALPRBD HUNT. 

'I hr l.rftJen Casket. I he1f*ConJrmne<l. 

That OtJier Pervm. { Mr^ JuUct. 

By R. ASHB KINO.-A Drawn Gartve. 

By CBOROB LAHBBRT.^PreJdcnt of Horavia 
By BDHOHD LBPELLBTtBR. 

Madame sans Gvne. 

By ADAM LILBURN.-A Tragedy In Mat Me 
By HARRY LINDSAY. 

Khoda Kolierts. j The JecoMte. 

By B. LYNN LINTON. 


P.Mricla KenduU. 

Under whlcli Lord ? 

My Love I ’ | lone. 
Patton Carew. 

Kowlni; the Wind. 

With a Silken Thread. 


Aloneuent LcamDundM 
The One Too Many. 
Dulde Everton. 

’fne Rei^l of (he Family 
Ad Octavo of Prleodv. 
The World WeU Uti. 


By HENRY W. LUCY.-Cldeon Fleyce. 
ByJDSTIN MCCARTHY. 


A Fair Saxon. 

J.liiley Kochford. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 
Catiilolft. I Mononla. 
WaterJale Neltfhboiirs. 
My Fnemy's Uauifhter. 
Misa Misantliro|»e. 


Donna Quixote. 

Maid u( Athens. 

The Comer of a Season. 
The Dicutor. 

Red Dlainor>dt. 

The Riddle Ring. 
TboThreo D(%racet 


JUSTIN H. MoCARTHY.-A LondOQ Legend 
By QBOROE MACDONALD. 

Heather and Snow. I Phaniaite^ 

By W. H. MALLOCK.-TheHew Republic. 

By P* H Vt m(f|QU«R(XTV«-'nie vXfnAtt. 


T. 


MEADB. 

< in Brink gf a Cha^i 
The Siren. 

*|'he \S'ay of n Woman. 
A Son of Ishinael. 

Tho Ohio Diamond. 
RoM:l>ury. 
ly the W.iy. 


By L. 

A Soldier of rortimo. 

In an Iron Grip. 

Dr. Kuiiisey's Patient. 

The Vokeof the Charmer. 

An .\d\enturets. 

Ik TtouMcNomc World. 

A StuiidJe 

By HOPS MERRICK. 

When a <iirl k hn^.icvd. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

’TtiK Stai’c ol Fools. I Cynthia. 

By EDMUND MITCHELL. 

The Lone 5 (. 4 r Ku«h. 

By BERTRAM MITPORD. 

The Cun Runner. J I he Kinu'^ Assegai. 

Luck u( Gerald Ki l«*cley. ) kcnsha'» I'.mning s Que^. 
The I rnun|.h«>f Hilar) HUchland. I lUviUatuI s 1 hum. 

Hra. MOLESWORTH.- Haiherconrt Rectory. 
By J. B. MUDDOCK. 

M.aid Mt.Un and Rohm I Basilc the J»’ster. 

Ho* d. [ G'dden Llol. 

Vounv! L«hiuv,vf, 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 


bob Martin’s Little Girl. 

J Ime'c Roxn^es* 

A Waited Crime. 

In Direst Peril. 

.Mount l>esualr. 

A C.iptiO o' N.ail<c 
rales In Proae and Verte. 
A Race for Millions. 

ThK Little World. 

His Dwii t.host. 

Church of liuinaniiy. 


V Life’s Aioneincnt. 

Jt>s«ph\ Coat. 

Coals of |•Ttc. 

Old tlhrer’s liero. 

Va) Strange. | Hearts. 

A MooHl ather. 
lly I hr Gale of the Sea. 

A lilt of Human Nature. 

Mrst Person Singular. 

Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of tho WoHcL 

V.C.: Casile Barfield and the Crimea. 

By MURRAY Md HBRHAN. 

The ilts)io]< Bible | Paul [ones a Alla^ 

' One Tnvoncr Ketuma. 

By HUME Nl 8 BBT.-*B.all i^pV 
By W. B. NORRIS. 

Saint Anns. I BlUv Delleiv. 

MUs Wentworth’s Idea. 

By 0. OHNRT.-A WelnlCirt. 

Love's I>e|>tKs. « | The Woman of Mystery. 

By Mm. oliphant. 

Whitektdles. I The Sorcenisa. 

By OUIDA 


Heki in Bonctogft. 
Strathmore. | Chandoo. 
Under Two Flags. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Gage. 
Trtcointt. I Puck. 
Kolle*Farlne 
A Dog of Flanders. 
pAscarel. I Signs. 
Princess Napraxine. 

Two Wuoden Shoes. 

Id a Winter City. 

The M.aasRrciiet. 


Friendship. Idaba. 
Moths. Kulfmo. 

Pipf svretlo. A rUdne. 

A Ydljgc Commune. 
Uimbk I Waiuto. 

Fresfoek. | Olhinir. 

In Maremtna. 

Syrlln. I Gullderoy. 

Santa Barbara. 

Two OJenJers. 

Tlie TVatert of Eden. 

I A Rainy June. 


By MARQARRT A. PAUL. 

Gentle and buuple. 

By JAMBS PAYM 


I .Oft Sir MaeoingTiercl. 
The ClylTaids oiClyiTe. 
The FainUy Scapegrace. 
ACounly Family. (Painted. 
Less Black than W’e’re 
A Conhdentlal Agent. 

A iVrape trom a Thom. 

In Peiu and Privation. 
Mystery of MltbriJge. 


High Spirits;. | Dv Ptosy. 
Tho Talk of the Town. 
HolUUy Tasks 
For Cash On^. 

The Burnt MiUloit. 

Tho Word and the Will 
Sunny StoHee. 

A Trying Patient. 

Modem Dick Whittington 

By WILL PAY NB.~jerry the Dreamer • 

By Mps. CAMPBELL PRABD. 

Outlaw and lawmaker. I Mrs. Ttegaskiss. 
Christina Child. | Nulma. | Madame Hml 

* Aft a Watch in the Night.* 

By B. C« PRIOR*—Valentina. 

By RICHARD PRYCR. 

Mlei Maxwell’s AHectlons. 

By Mpf, 4 . tf* HIDDRLL* 

Weird Sior)M. « | A Hl<h Man's Otughtfk. 



Ill Sr. .VAJfT/.VS /Ai\K, LONDON. W.C. 


39 


Thb PiccADXttV ()^6) NovELS^ronnnw/./. 


Ui u 


By CHARLES RCADE. 

r«V . iliJ Clout. 

LhrKti« Johnitonc. 

Hxti Cash. 

C rot>t«r 4n ) th« Hearth 
Seser Ti^ Late i ' ^!en.l 
The Course Tive 
1 m*« . an f Siii^U*Keart 
ai «i l><>«ihfefacc 
AbU«hi^.^rjr»hy oi .1 

Thiff*. J,», . f ill 

1 r k ► A lltfo aAJ 

s Mj»»ir .11,1 Tr.0 

W*rkd<fiU|,‘ Hr If 

By FRANK RICHARDSON. 

Mau VS h.» L-.»5t H»s Pas* | I hr Hat 't-r M ■, vn 

By AMBLIB RIVfiS. 

B.i^Lara Iwirk. I Mm* I 

By r. W ROBINSON. 

The I lands Ju ..i.e, | SV oit* sm mi the D 

By ALBERT ROSS - A su<ir 
By J. RUHCItfAN.-akj|kt<n *n \ Shci:t>acL^ 
By W CLARK RU86CLL 
RqviuI lhe<.alley I i/i . My >hitita4re lu>wlte 


Lose Little, l.u>e 
The TX'uIrfe Marrve»'e 
tiar 

VuT Vo'ifselMri HU Clicc. 
A Trmt le 
A hiiLi leton 
A S\ orturi II kier. 

The .V • Iher st,»»ir\ 
A 1.0 •*! >t< tK a M ati 
A l*cnloa»V’Cret 
K' .ijb.n i : S'. I 

ChW 4 .U< • 


R. NBILSON STEPHENS.-PbU4 ^VLA«.^o^l 
By R. A. BTBRNDALE.-rhe A<<tan Knile 
By R. L. STEVENSON. The Sjirtle CuK 

By FRANK STOCKTON. 

I he > oMf Master . t IH'v.n ILU 

By SUNDOWNBR.-T. tl i.| rh« Taffraa 
By ANNIE TKOnAS.-*lhr s,,eRA WrK 
By BERTHA THOMAS. 

\ ■ \ * Cuy. 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 

Sr.ip. I I *»''.« these ^ urr.e*'» 

M > ^is Ff 

By ANTKONV TROLLOPE. 


The \t i» ^ - ? 
J r. . I r V 


• ' c 


1 t I 


* I iV 
I ' . .iV 


un U tCe tv Ilk Sea 
The ritasihso r>r.»(h 
L H** (be Man f 
CifCil Sh»p * Meh^k, 

rhr COhev*? Nbl|' 

Heart ol (Uk. 

The laic wf (he Tcu 
Thn Laif l.fs(i> 


In iU MhUle Waub, 

Uu (be I'OtSlo Head. 

A Voyage li> (ho Cape 
Uo^iV: (lit (he HAi&iMOck 
.Mytie/e ikf *cicean S(ar 
Jenny H.trh>«>c 
An <WaA Tfs«fedy. 

A Tale o( T « o T uunelv 

The Death Ship 
By DORA RUS8£LL.-I»nfi t Fate. 

By HERBERT RUSBBLL. Tiue Blue 
By BAYLB ST. JOHN. A t,.c>antir>e P4»nll> 
By ADELINE BBROEANT. 

Dr Un lkoti «Ea|.erlin«rit | t Diler I \\w J'reiences. 
By 0. P flHlBL.--The F^fplc CIvoil 
By CBOROB R. SIMS. 
tVaj;^ let Abto.\A tn 1 ooiloo v He.\r( 

On^eu|».knChrkliiu'Tiu»e. Mai) lane % Mcu»«'lrt. 
VViihuodbi* l.kiiielia'ht Mary Jane Mafilvd 
Ki*«fuetan>] V’i^.thouiJj. The hnull pit* I .id). 
Ih«»^raph>»r IUhyl«»n A Ullni Marriafe 

By UPTON SINCLAIR. Ftm^. 

Oy UAWLBY SMART. 

Wiihont Loreof I.»''«n<e. 1 The 

The Master o4 Ka(Akdly. ' UeKrlce and Ben^luk. 

l.onK ckida. A Kackni; R obi>er. 

By J. MOYR BHlTH.-TheFrlnceorAf^olit. 
By T. W. SPEIGHT. 


< *. ur U wfL 
( '• t .:s •‘i Hum .f 
I l.r I ... ri.' Al • .ti 

J(, ,1 li,€ 

I*. . * tts at ll< n<r 

A T ri'up At s .1.1 

Th** t.iim. »n ('Unua/it. 

A hef,tuie« T< ;h 5a«)cr 
I ‘lu Sa«) e( All. « I 

I CIS s.- %rr. Dvectii e 


By MARK TWAIN. 


The Crey Mook. 

The Master o^Tre(UA<«. 
Th« Wei* of Fito. 
heiciet fU W> t e/tt To^efi 


At h vat Written. 

Her i adyahlp. 

The SttaA|f# HepeHrnce* 
of Ur. Verxiuvylb. 


The Itof'Oi ci Sivj. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYM 


A J'elb* of Trinity. 

The Junior Dean. 
MaMc/ofSi. lUTMdkt't. 
To bit <lvri MaMc/. 
GaUantay Sower. 

In Face of the Wothl 
HreharJ DunereL 


TheTrvrnWtt UUieondr, 
Tho W«M>in^ i»f May. 

A 1 nclr llooeyttKiOis. 

A FructoTa W<io4a^. 
P«irtuAe’i<<ate. 

Boooie Mayyic l.auder, 
Har> rnwfn. 


i .. M 1.1 . . ( WilM>n. 

i ^ <.«! U I Ace 

M. I (ho i*au)«ef 
1 . uk - '<n rht* ;»(. 

11s L(**' nr) t I'lB 
A V anker at Ci'uit 
h'olen v\ liirr Me( hant 
XI * 'i>.o bank (.o(e 
Alv^Mc hatieilo^l Ikete.'' 
n* r St r) . 

C. C. FRASBR'TYTLER. M.^irrat Judith. 
By SARAH TYTLER. 

VWn*t S* e t viTir li< ..;h. MfN. CaruAbhaela <rjd- 
|( ti.Mi.otidf, 4 e*.ct. 

The |IU. ihain ih i.i •. ki ^ tniftun 
1 br Mac'lonahl ^ H'.nr^iu.^kU $ J'riip.# 

Ui(cli VVifr. Sapphire A Voun^ I'rafon 
ALLEN UPWARD. The fjueen .ixaui^t t>»en. 
By ALBERT D. VANDAM. A (Vurt Tra^rA) 

By E. A. VIZETCLLY. 

Thr S:ofj I n T hr J uin s Proyrr'a. 

By PLORBHCE WARDEN. 

Juan the Cur >(•’ .S I i^ht (n a } miah. 

By CY WARHAN.-Ek] flit aiet4n«:rr. 

By A. WERNER. iWfei.cav NvM(c Vlaa 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

1 «.r III ncuf and IJie Kc.i K' 

A U.'sas Tciu(itrA Him K.tiph 

rruU'inuAey. 

.S«ei« of UrL«l, 

I Koy of Ro) % i iiurt. 

W tih (he Ke<l I a^le, 

A Ke<l Brt.laL 
' Strinfo Crimea. 

Her l.a<l)>hip t *^rri. 

A« Luck wouM hare i(. 

By ATKA WCSTBORY. 

1 he $l>A lv« of Jliiuar Fcnihr.xA. 

By FRED WHISHAW. 

A I «>rhid (rn Sartir [Man) VV o) > ttf l.u> e 

By C. J. WILLS.'An r.ar)*^nc FrUvw, 

By JOHN STRANGS WINTER* 

CavaJrt Life . an I Kei'ui^tal l.«4CAilt. 

By LOUIS EANOWILL* 

A .Suiitoenih t rntury ^li^»rle. 

By BIffLB z6lA* 

The HoflOuriJtbe Arm) i llk« Maatorplece. 


Her Tr * MUiluoa 
Toil l‘W»clifs < f Shull 
N'lye^ T . TlrNCUo. 

Kirth Heiir lien Clou^'b 
The Fhantoa Cit> 

A <,»i.'rer Maerw 
Hie ( } 4 (Of)*. 


;) trnetciL 

Nnil.ir. k't Tru<r. 


Mrt, Ih'nhar't ferret. 

By JOHN BTAPPORD*-l>orUeml J 
By R* 8TBPBENS.-The Cruciform Mark. 


GeniitnaL | The Dreaiu. 
At»l« Uoure( t Trent* 
t^lettlun. I Mi>rrey. 
The t'on^uett of FUuunt. 
Drvn Sho^. I iMfinfafi. 
Jilt liacellency. 


1 be Fat oaT (he Tbin, 
Dr. Patcel. ( Joy iJ Lire. 

Fortune nf (he Kouyvnv 

l.oufdct, I Wiiefe. 
Koree. I Truth. 

Faitt* I I tuiifubevv 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

V<i%{ ttvo. illuilratod bo.4rda. 3/. ca<.li. 

By Mm* ALEXANDER. 1 By ORANT ALLEN. 


A life Jntorect. 
Mooo'a Ll>aic«. 
By Wunuirr W'lL 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

Fhra the Ftauinkian. 


vlai.|. Wife, or Widow. 

ILad hate. 

. aUrte t Fate. 


ARVSMUB WABP’S WORKS. Cw<nidrte. 


Babyh.u. 


rbi0v|t«. I 
Strao^e S(o<W 
i'Of Slaiude't Sake, 
jo all Slka«le4 
Tlie He^koiilns llarwl 
Tb« DeviT t UU 
The lend of Sbein. 
Ih 4 Creil Titvio. 


lAiiuarePo lUuf»bler. 
Due hr« a*f Two^) lanA 
llloifel Royal. 
l*ab t iieeia MatieipUce. 
The Siallyoae* 

Thb MortalCOL 
At Uatkel Yaloe. 

|ibdyr Sealyd Orde?^ 
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CHATTO WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 


Two-Shtllihg Novp.ls 

By PRANR BARRETT* 

Fetr<-recl fot l.lfc , A VrMi^Ms Procrc^t. 

IJ»le I>a4y Liixtoft. 

Pctwc^n I.ifi* ftnct D^atb. 

Hni of ZASsoiiU^h. 

VoUf Moni^on. 

|J€ut- 

Honest Davie. 

A Missii) 


ViHjnd Ooilty. 

A KecoilinK Venc^ance. 

I*or I.ovr .m<! Honour, 
l^orU« &C. 

Oman of Iron TtracelcU. 
Hardnij* Scunlal. 
Wiines'v 


I I'OC i.' 

L JoUn i 

I SVoma 

I The Jl 


By C> EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

The l*ro].bct of the Great Smoky Mountatni. 

By H. N. CRELLlN.-TaJci of the Caliph. 
MATT CRIM.— The Atlvenlurcs of a Fair Rebe 
By B. M. CROKBR. 

Pretty MUs Noilic, , ViUage Tales nmi Juntrlo 

Diana It.arrinKton. 

A Hint of P.wsape, 


Traifetlies, 
Two Masters- 


Mr. Jervis. 


Pf.*|K'r iVi 1^ I • To Let* 


By t 


sir W. BESANT And J. RICE. 


The Real I J'ly Hilda. 
I M.irried or Single 1 
« Interference. 


Ily Celia's ArlK»jt, 
ebipUin of the hicet. 
The Sc.tniy Side, 

Tho Case %•( Mr. t.ucrali. 
Ill 'rrafal^ar« Hay. 

The Jen \ears* Tenant. 


Ready Money MortiUo). 

Mv I.itMc (oti. 
tviih Harp ind Crown. 

Tins Son of Vukan. 

1 he f'.oUlen Hotterrty. 

The Monks o( fhelcma. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. 

AM Sorts .ind l.omliUyn«.. I he Hell uf &t Paul 
'I he Copt.anu’ K(>oni. 

All in a G.arden I .lir 
Dorothy porslcf. 

I’ncle Jack. iThen. 

Tlle^Vorlc| Went Very Well 
Children uf Gil>eoii. 

Herr I’aulus. 

I* or Faith Jhd bretdoin. 

To Call Her Mine. 

I he M.ister Craftsin.so. 

AMBROSE BIERCE* -In the MIcUc of l.ife. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp N'ote^ 1 Chrunulcs of 

Savage l.ife, I 1— ijoI. 

By BRET HARTE. 

Californian Stones. I 

c.iditlel Conroy. I A Phyilii 

J.Ui k of KoaTink Cam|j. 1 A Waif of the rUins. 
Ah Heiress of Kril I Ward of <.olden (.ate 

By ROBERT 

Shadow of tlie Sword. 


1 he Huly Rose. 

Arn>orcl of Lyone&se. 

St. Katherine vt»> Tower. 
Verl'Cii.i Camellia Stipb i- 

1 lie Ivory ('.ate [notis 
The Kct*cl Oueco. 
Heyoml Dreams Asailce. 
The Revolt of Man. 

In Deacon s Orders. 

The City of Keluife. 


.\ I*.unity l.ikeitcvs. 

A *1 bird Person. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Fvaryehst , or, Port Salvation 
By JAMES DB MILLS,—A StrAei;e Manuscript. 

By DICK DONOVAN, 

The Min-llunt«r. Mich.iei DaneviUh. 

Tracked .snd I aken. In the tJnp ol Iht 

|Cauehi at Last! From Infoniialion Re* 

Who Poisoned Hetty ceived. 

Duncan? | Wanted! Tracked to l>oom 
M.Mi Mom Manchester. Link by Link. 

A IMectlve s Triumphs. .Susoiefon Aroused. 

Mystery Jamaica Terrace. Riddles Reed. 

Bf Mrm. AMHIB BDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour- I Archie lyOvelL 

By EDWARD EOOLBBTON.-^Rosy. 

By Q. MANVILLB RBMM. 

Ihe New Miitress, I The Tijr«f I'lly*. 

Witness to the DceiL I The White Virgu 


No.m.in*s 


'irgui. 

By PERCY FITZQBRAX.D 

BcUl Donnx | Fntal 2 cro. 

Never Forcotten. \ Polly. 

Second Mrc. TiUot^on. 


Seventy • five Brooke 
Street 

The Lady of Brantome 


( MaruU 
the ^ierrni. 


By PERCY FITZOBBALD And OihAPB* 

Siranjfo ScviroU. 

By R. B. PRANOILLON 


A Child of Nature. 

and (he Mnn. 

I .uve Me for p.ver. 
1*oYgh>vc Manor. 

The MaMcrofthe Mine. 
An nun Water. 


BUCHANAN. 

Ihc Martyr<lo(ii ol 
. tleUne. 

I The New Alelard. 

I The Heir of 
4 Wotii.an aod the Man. 
Rachel Dene. | Mati. 
I.»<ly Kil|>atrick. 


Kins or Knave? 
Konancee of the iJiw. 
Ropet of Sand. 

A Dof and hb Shedow. 


Olympia 
,One by One. 

A Rr.d Queen, 
ijneeri Cophetue. 

By HAROLD FRBDBRIO. ^ 

Seth'i lUotlier t Wile. | The I.AwtonClrL 

Prafaetd by Sir BARTLB FRBRB 
Pandurang Heri. 

By CHARLES GIBBON 


BUCHANAN And MURRAY.-TheCharlatan 
By HALL CAINE. 

A Son of Hagar. I The DeemMor 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

By CommAnd^r CAMERON. 

The Crubc of the • Black Pnner. 

By HAFDBN CARRUTH* 

The Adventures of Jonea. 

By AUSTIN CLARB,-*For the Love of a La^^ 
By MMa ARCHER CLlYBa 

r.iiil FerroU. | Why Paul I or mil Killed liU Wife. 

By MAOLAREN COBBAN* 

The Cure of SouU. I The K<m 1 Sultan. 

By C« ALLSTON COLLINS— The Bar Sinister 
By MORT, And FRAMCBB COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Page. | Sweet ami 1 wenty. 

T r.an sinlgt a t i on . T he ilUu e C oiu ed y. 

From Midnight to Mid* , You Play Me Falso. 


Robin Cray. 

Fancy Free. 

For l^ck of Cold. 

What will the World Say T 
In Love and War. 

Fot (he King. 

In Pastures Creen 
Oueen of the Meadow. 

A Heart’ll Prohlein. 

The Dead Heart. 


. In Honour Bound, 

• Flower of the Foreet, 
The BraeaofYarTvw. 
The Golden Shaft, 

' or High Degree. 

I By Mead ana Stream. 
^ Loving a Dream. 

; A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 


Blacksmilh and Scholar. 
Frances. 


night. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 

Armadale. | After Dark. ' The Woman lo While. 
No Name. | Antonina. 

Basil. I Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret, 


I Blood'Money. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT— Jtmea Duke. 
By ERNEST OLAMYILLB. 

The Lost Heiress, I The Fostitker. 

A Fair Colonist* 

By Rev. S* BARING GOULD* 
ke<1 Spider. I Eve. 

ANDREW HALLIDAT—Every*day Papers 
By THOMAS HARDY* 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By JUUAN HAWTHORNE 


Oueen of Hearti. 

Mist or Mrs.? 

The New Magdalen. 
The Froren Deep, 

The I .aw and the Ljdy. 
Tlio Two Destinies, 

The Haunted HoteL 
A Rogue’s life. 

My ^fisceUanles 


The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife 
Poor Mias Finch. 
The Fallen l.eavas. 
. JerebePs Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 

* i Say No I' 

The livll Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain, 
Blind Love. 


Oueiiiln. I KlUce Garth. 
Portune's Fed. 

M Rs Cadogna. [ Dust. 
Beatrix Randolpn. 


Love—or a Name. 

David PeindexterS Dls* 
appearance, [Camera. 
The Spectre of the 


By SIP ARTHUR UBLPB*-lran de Blron, 
By O* A* HEM TY—RuJub the Juggler, 
By HBADON HlLL*-ZainPra the Detective. 
By JOHN BlLL*-TreasonFetony. 

By Upb* HUNOBRFORD 


By M* J* COLQUHOUN»-^Every Inch a Soldier.) April s Lady. 


.A Malden all Forlorn. 

In Durance Vile. 

Marvel. | Peter'a We. 

A Mental Struggle, 

A Moden> Circe. 


Lady Venier’s Flight* 

The Red'House Mystery. 
The Three Oncea. 
Unsatbifaciory Lover. 
Lady Patty. I Nora Crelna 
I PiofesaoFa EaperknAM* 


S 
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Two-bHiLj.ixfi Novels —i 
By ISrt.CASH£L HOEY.-Tt^ I -i r>Cr%« 1 
Urs. GEORGE HOOPER.-Ti c H* ux A 
By tart. ALFRED HUNT. 

Tlut Other J’ r .< 0 . , I h* I leu o.('Lcl. 

.Scl f~ (*oa «tci HI* v4 

By MARK KERSHAW. 

CvlonUI F ii:i^ 4n«1 I < ti. 

By R. ASHK KING. 

A t)r4»fk G.m^e •<./«<». I 
'The WcArK-)/ Ilf ilie I n< ii h iti > 

By EDMOND LCPELLETXER 

huii'Oi Lc. 

By JOHN LEYS. 


By mARCARET ACMES PAU1« 

Ocr»Ue ^iu«{ \ 

By JAMES PAYH. 


Th» I i«> 


By E. LYNN LINTON. 


ebi < t 4r*i 


rafri. U K< iilijll. 

Tlir WrrrUl U^ll L'nt. 

I filler which Ugf Jt 
r4«(' n ( .\fr» 

* My !.«>»« : j 1 .»«• 

With 4 ^llLcll I Jifc 41. 

By HENRY W. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 

l>eJr fu'ly 1 
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